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§ I. ALL'S WELL THAT ENDS WELL. 

Shakspbarb. 
Advice. 

BE thou blest, Bertram! and succeed thy 
father 
lo manners as in shape ; thy blood and virtue 
Contend for empire in thee, and thy goodness 
Share with thy birth-right. Love all ; trust a 



Do wrong to none ; be able for thine enemy 
Bather in power than use ; and keep thy friend 
Under thy own life's key; be check *d for si- 
lence 
Bot never tax*d for speech. What Fleaven 
more will, [down. 

That thee ujay furnish, and my prayers pluck 
Fail on thy head ! 

Too amlUious Love. 

I am undone ; there is no living, none. 
If Bertram be away. It were all one, 
Tbat I should love a bright particular star, 
^nd thiMk to wed it, he is so above me ! 
In his bri^t radiance and collateral light 
Host I be comforted, not in his sphere, 
TW* ambition in my lo\'e thus plagues itself; 
T&e bind that would be mated by the lion 
Uast die for love. Twas pretty tW a plague. 
To see him e\-ery hour ; to sit and draw 
Hii arched brows, his hawking eye, his curb. 
Id oar heart's table : heart, too capable 
Of every line and trick of his sweet favor I 
But now lie's gone, and my idolatrous fancy 
Mot nnctify his relics. 

A pcrasiiical vaim Coward. 

I know him a notorious liar; 
Puak him a creat way fool, solely a coward ; 
Tet these fiz'd evils sit so fit in him. 
That they take place, when virtue's steely bones 
Look bleak in the cold wind : withal, full oft 

we see 
CoU wisdom waiting on superfluous folly. 

The Remedy ofEviis generally in oursehet. 

Our remedies oh in ourselves do lie, 
H'hich we ascribe to Heaven. The Iktad sky 






Gives us free scope ; only doth backvtrard poU^ 
Our slow designs, when we ourselves are dull. 
Impossible be strange attempts to those 
That weigh their pain in sense, and do suppose 
What hatn been cannot be. Who ever strove 
To show her merit^that did miss her lo\'e? 

Character qfn noh/e Courtier, by an olJT 

Cotempfirary, 
King. I would I had that corporal soundaei# 

now. 
As when thy father and myself in friendship 
First tried our soldiership! He did look far 
Into the service of the time, and was 
Disci pled of the bravest. He lasted long ; 
But on us both did haggish age steal on. 
And wore us out of act. It much repairs me 
To talk of your good father. In his youth 
He had the wit which I can well observe 
To day in our young lords ; but they may jest 
Till their own scorn return to them uimotedj 
Ere they can hide their levity in honor : 
So like a courtier, contempt nor bitterness 
Were in his pride or sharpness ; if they were^ 
His equal haa awak*d them ; and his honor. 
Clock to itself, knew the true miiiuie wlien 
Exception bid him speak ; and at that time 
His tongue obey'd his hand. Who were below 
He us'd as creatures of another place, [him 
And bow'd his imminent top to their low ranks. 
Making them proud of his numility. 
In their poor praise he humbled ; such a man 
Mig|ht be a copy to these younger times. 
Which, follew'd well, would demonstrate them 
But goers backward. [now 

Would I were with him !-^He would alvrayt 

say— 
(Methinks I hear him now ; his plausive words 
He scatter d not in ears ; but grafted them 
Togrow there, and to bear) ' Let me not live' 
— Thus his good melancholy oft be^n. 
On the catastrophe and heel of pastime. 
When it was out — ' Let me not live,* quoth he, 
' After my flame lacks oil ; to be the snufi* 
' Of younger spirits, whose apprehensive seni^ 
' All but new things disdain ; whose jud^ 

ments are [stanciet 

* Mere fathers of their garments ; whose con- 
' Expire before their fashions*— T^is he wifh'4i 
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1, after him, do aficr him wioh too, 
—Since I nor wax nor honey can bring home, 
I quickly were dissolved from my hive. 
To ^ive socnc laborer room. 

Idolatrous ff^orship, 
——-Thus Indian like. 
Religious in mine error, I adore 
The sun, that looks upon his worshipper. 
But knows of him no more ! 

Mean Inslrumenls often successful. 

What I can do, can do no hurt to try. 
Since you set up your rest 'gainst remedy. 
He that of greatest works is finisher. 
Oft does them by the weakest minister ; 
So holy writ in babes hath judgement shown. 
When judges have been babes; great floods 

have flown 
From simple sources ; and great seas have dry*d, 
Vi''hen miracles have by the greatest been deny*d. 
Of^ expectation fails, and most oft there 
Where most it promises ; and ofl it hits 
Where liope is coldest, and despair most fits. 

Honor due to personal Firtue,noi to Birth, 

Strange is it, that our bloods, [together. 
Whose color, weight, and heat, pourd out 
Would quite confound distinction, yet stand off 
In difl'rences so mighty. If she be 
All that is virtuous, save what thou didlik'st, 
—A poor physician^s daughter, thou dislik*8t 
Of virtue lor the name, — But do not so 
From lowest place when virtuous things pro- 
ceed, 
The place is dignified by the doer s deed. 
M'^luTo >;rcat ad^lition swells, and virtue none. 
It is a dropsied honor ; good alone 
Is good without a name ; vileness is so : 
The pro|>erty, by what it is, should go. 
Not by the title. She is young, wise, fair; 
In these, to nature she's immmiate heir; 
And these breed honor : that is honor's scorn, 
Which challenges itself as honor's bom. 
And is not like the sire. Honors thrive 
When rather from our acts wc there derive 
Than our fore-goers ; the mere word *8 a slave 
Debauch'd on every tomb, on every grave; 
A lying trophy, and as oft is dumb. 
Where dust and damn'd oblivion is the tomb 
Of honor'd bones indeed. 

Seff-accusatian of too great Love, 
Poor lord! is't I 
That chase thee from th)r countrr, and expose 
Those tender limbs of thine to tne event 
Of the none-sparing war? And is it I [thou 
That drive thee from the sportive court, where 
Wast shot at with fair eyes, to be the mark 
Of smoky muskets? O you leaden messengers, 
Tliat ride uj)on the violent speed of (ire. 
Fly with false aim ; move the still-piercing air. 
That sings with piercing, do not touch my 

lord ! 
Whoever shoots at him, I set him there : 
Whoe^Tr cliar«» on his forward breast, 
I am the caititt that do hold him to it: 
And though I kill him not, I am the cause 
His death was so effected. Better 'twere 



I met the raving lion, when he roar'd 
With sharp constraint of hunger, better 'twere 
That all the miseries which nature owes 
Were mine at once. No, come thou home, 

Roiisillon, 
Whence lionor but of danger wins a scar. 
As oft it loses all. I will be gone : 
My Vx^ing here it is, that holds thee hence. 
Shall I staiy here to do it ? No, no, although 
The air of Paradise did fan the house. 
And angels offic'd all : I will be gone ; 
That pitiful rumor may report my flight. 
To consolate thine ear. 

Custom of Seducers. 

As, so you serve us, [roses. 

Till we serve you ; but when you have our 
You barely leave our thorns to prick ourselves. 
And mock us with our bareness. 

Chastity. 

Mine honor s such a ring ; 
My chastity's the jewel of our house. 
Bequeathed down from many ancestors ; 
Which were the greatest obloquy i* th' world 
In me to lose. 

Cowardly Braggart. 

Yet am I thankful : if my heart were great, 
*T would burst at this. Captain I '11 be no more: 
But I will eat, and drink, and sleep as soft 
As captain shall : simply the thing I am 
Shall make mc live. Who knows himself a 

braggart, 
I^t him fear this ; for it will come to pass. 
That every braggart shall be found an ass. 
Rust, sword ! cool, blushes ! and ParoUes, live 
Safest in shame 1 being fool'd, by fool*ry thrive. 
There's place and means for every man alive. 

The Rashness of youth excused. 

i beseech your majesty to make it 
Natural rebellion, done in the blaze of youth. 
When oil and fire, too strong for reason's force, 
O'erbear it, and burn on. 

JVhaCs lost most valued. 
Praising what is lost. 
Makes the reniembrance dear. 

Against Delay. 
Let*s take the instant by the forward top ; 
For we are old, and on our qnick'st decrees 
Th' inaudible and noiseless toot of time 
Steals, ere we can efiect them. 

Excuse for unreasotiahle Dislike, 

At first 
I stuck mv choice upon her, ere my heart 
Durst malce too bola a herald of my tott^bc : 
Where the impression of mine eye enfixmg. 
Contempt his scornful perspective did lend itf^ 
Which warp'd the line of every other favor ; 
Scorned a fair color, or express'd it stolen ^ 
Extended or contracted alt proportions 
To a most hideous object : thence it came. 
That she whom all men prais'd, and whom 

myself. 
Since I have lost, have lov'd, was in my eye 
The dust that did offend it. 

ImpetRtnents stimulate. 
As ** all impediments in fancy's course 
Are motives of mere fancy." 
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§ s. AS YOU LIKE IT. Smakspbare. 

Playfellow, 
We hxfe still slept together ; [ther ; 

fiose at an instant ; learD'd, p]aVd» eat toge- 
Aad wheresoe*er we went, like Jun</8 swans^ 
Still we went eoapled, and inseparable. 
F^d ymUkJul Friendskip. , 
Celia. O my poor Rosalind, whither wilt 
thou 00? [mine. 

Wilt thou change fiithers? I will give thee 
I chaiige thee, be not thou more griev'd than 
RosaHnd, I have more cause. FI am. 

Celia, Thou hast not, cousin. [Duke 

Pk-'ythee be cheerful: know*st thou not, the 
Has banish'd me, his daui^ter? 
RosaltPtd. That he hath not. [die love 

Ctlia. No? hath not? Rosalind lacks then 
Which teacheth me that thou and I are one : 
Shall we be sundered ? Shall we part, sweet 
No, let my father seek another heir. [girl ? 
Theivfore devise with me how we may fly. 
Whither to go, and what to bear with us : 
And do not seek to take your change upon you. 
To bear your gri^^ yourself, and l^v« me out : 
For by wis heaven, now at our sorrows pale, 
Si^ wnat thou canst, I *ll go along with thee. 

Beauty, 
Bmatf provoketh thieves sooner than gold. 
WowutH m a Man*$ Dress, 
Wer*t not better. 
Because that I am more than common tall, 
Tibat I did suit roe all points like a man ? 
A plbat curtle-axe upon my thigh, 
A Soar*€pfar in mjr hand, and (in my heart, 
lie then what hidden woman's nars there 

wiU) 
in have m swashing and a martial outside ; 
As many other mannish cowards have. 
Thai do ootfiMe it with their semblances. 
StUimde p referred io a Court Life, andthe 

Amamiagei iff Adversity . 

Now, IDT oo-mates and brothers in exile, 

Haih Boc old costom made this life more sweet 

Than ihai of painled pomp? Are not these 



MaR free from peril than the envious court? 
Here led we bul the penalty of Adam, 
The season's difitnence; as the icy fan^, 
Aad diafiith eluding of the winter's wind \ 
Kluch, when il bites and blows upon my body, 
Eva liJl 1 fkavok with cold, I smile and si^, 
^Thkisnoflatlerf;'* these are cocuMdlon, 
Hart fiBdhip^ persnade me what 1 am. 
Sweet are toe uses of adversity, 
WUdi, like the toad, n^ and venomous. 
Wean yel a precious jewd in hb head : 
Aad Am our life, exempt from public haunt, 
** ' ~ in trees, books m the- running 



Somons in stones, and good in every thing. 
1 voold not change it 1 

Amtms, Happy is your nace, 
TWt can translate the stnbDomness of fortune 
lam so quiet and ao sweet a style I 
Reflectiens an a wounded Stag, and an the 
m e k n ck a ly Jaaues. 
^g iMI wt 00 OM kill OS veoisoD ? 



And yet it irks me, the poor dappled fools. 
Being native burshcrs or this desert city. 
Should in their om confines, with forked heads, 
Have their round haunches gored. 

ist Lord, Indeed, my lord. 
The melancholy Jaques grieves at that ; 
And, in that kind swears, you do more usurp 
Than doth your brother who hath banished you. 
To-day my lord of A miens and myself. 
Did steal beliind him, as he lay along 
Under an oak, whose antioue roots peep out 
Upon the brook that brawls along this wood : 
To the which nlace a poor sequester'd stag. 
That from the nunter's aim had ta*en a hurt. 
Did come to languish : and, indeed, my lord. 
The wretched animal heavM forth such groans. 
That their discharge did stretch his leathern 

coat 
Almost to bursting; and the big round tears 
Cours*d one another down his innocent nose 
In piteous chase; and thus the hairy fool. 
Much marked of the melancholy Jaques, 
Stood on th* extremeat verge of tne swift brook 
Augmenting it with tears. 

Duke s. But what said Jaques? 
Did he not moralize this spectacle ? 

15/ Lord, O yes, into a thousand similes. 
First, for his weeping in the needless stream. 
Poor deer, quoth he, thou mak'st a testament 
As worldling do, ffiving thy sum of more 
To that which had too much. Then, being 

alone. 
Left and abandon'd of his velvet friends ; 
'Tis right, quoth he ; thus misery doth part 
The flux of company. Anon, a careless herd. 
Full of the pasture, jumps along by him. 
And never stays to greet him: Ah, quoth 

Jaques, 
Sw^ep on, you fat and greasy citizens ; 
*Tis just the fashion ; wnerefore do you look 
Upon that poor and broken bankrupt there ? 
Thus most mvectively he pierceth tn rough 
The body of the country, city, court. 
Yea, and of this our life ; swearing that we 
Are mere usurpers, tyrants, and what's worse. 
To fright the animals, and kill them up. 
In their assigned and native dwelling-place. 

D. s. And did you leave him in this con- 
ttmplation? [mcnting 

J^^fit, We did, my lord, weeping and com- 
UpOn the sobbing deer. 

D, s. Shew me the place ; 
I love to cope him in tnese sullen fits. 
For then he is full of matter. 

Conspicuous Virtue exposed to Envy, 

Adam, What! my young master? O my 
gentle master, 
O my sweet master ! O you memory 
Of old Sir Rowland ! why what make you here ? 
Why are you virtuous ? Why do people love 
you? [liant? 

And wherefore are you gentle, strong, and va- 
Why would you be so fond to overcome 
The bony pnser of the humorous duke ? 
Your praise is come too swifUy home before you. 
Know you not, master, to some kind of men 
IThair gracts serve Ihem but as enemies ? 
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No more do yours ; your virtocs, gentle muter. 
Are sanctificci and holy traitors to you. 
Oh ! what a world is this, when what is comely 
Envenoms him that hears it? 

Resolved Honetty. 

Orlando, What, wouldst thou have me go 
and beg my food ? 
Or with a base and boisterous sword enforce 
A thievish living on the common road ? 
This I must do, or know not what to do— 
Yet this I will not do, do how 1 can ; 
1 rather will subject me to the malice 
or a diverted blcNod, and bloody brother. 
Gratitude in an old Servant, 

Adam. But do not so; I have five handred 
crowns, 
The thrifty hire I sav'd under your father. 
Which I did store, to be my foster nurse 
When service should in my old limbs lie lame. 
And unregarded ace in corners thrown. 
Take that ; and He that doth the ravens feed. 
Yea, (irov idently caters for the sparrow. 
Be comfort to my age f Here is the guld ; 
All this I ^ive you ; let me be your servant i 
Though I louk old, yet I am strong and lusty ; 
For in rny youth Uiiever did apply 
Hot and rebellious liquors in my blood ; 
Nor did 1 with unbashful forehead woo 
The means of weakness and debility : 
Therefore my age is as a lusty winter^ 
Frosty but kmdly. Let me go with you, 
ril do the service of a younger man. 
In all your business ana necessities, fappears 

Orlando. Oh ! good old man, how well in thee 
The a)ustant service of the antique world. 
When servants sweat for duty not for meed 1 
Thou art not for the fashion of these timet. 
Where none will siveat but for promotion ; 
And, having that, do choak their service up. 
Even with the having. It it not to with thee— 
But, poor old man, Uiou prun*tt a rotten tree^ 
11iQ4 cannot to much as a blossom yield* 
In lieu of all thy pains and husbandry. 
But come thy ways, we'll go along together. 
And eve we nave thy youthful wages spent, 
We*U light upon some settled low content. 

Adam. Master, goon ; and I will follow thee. 
To the latt gasp, with truth and loyalty-— 
From seventeen yeart till now almoti rourscore 
Here lived I, but now live here IM> more. 
At teventeen yeart many their fbrtanct seek. 
But at fourscore it it too late a week \ 
Yet fortune cannot recompense me better 
Than to die well and not mv tnatler't debtor. 
Lover described. 

Oh thou didst then ne*er love to heartily. 
If thou rememlxrr St not the slightett folly 
That ever love did make thee run into 
Thou hast not lov*d— — 
Or if thou ha.st not sate at I do now. 
Wearying thy heari-r in thy mistrett' praise. 

Thou hatt not lov'd 

Or if thou hast not broke from company 
Abruptly, as my fKission now makes me. 

Thou hast not iov*d ' 

Ihscription of a Fool^and his Morals on iheTime. 

JofUis. At I do live faj food* I bmi m too!; 



Who laid him down, and bask*d htm in the tun. 
And raird on lady Fortune in good terms— 
In good set terms — ;md yet a motley fool. 

* Grood- morrow, fool,* quoth I: *No,Sir,*qiioth 

he, [fortune.* 

' Call me not fool, till Heaven hath sent me 
And then he drew a dial from his poke. 
And looking on it with lack-lustre eye. 
Says, very wisely, * It is ten o'clock : [wagt : 

* Thus we may see' qtioth he. * how the world 
' *Tis but an hour ago since it was nine : 

' And after one hour more 'twill be eleven : 
' And so from hour to hour we ripe and ripe, 
' And then from hour to hour we rot and rot, 
'And thereby hangs a tale * When I did bear 
The motley fool thus moral on the time. 
My lungs oegan to crow like chanticleer. 
That foolt should be so deep contemplative : 
And I did lau^h, sans intermission. 
An hour by his dial. 

Duke. What fool is this ? [courtier \ 

Jaques. O worthy fool ! one that had been a 
And says, if ladies oe but young and fair. 
They have the gifl to know it ; and in hit brain. 
Which is as dry as the remainder biscuit 
After a voyage, he hath strange placet cramm*d 
With observation, the which he vents 
In mangled forms. Oh that I were a fool I 
I am ambitious for a motley coat I 

A Foots Liberty oj" Speech. 

Duke, Thoo shalt have one. 

Jaques. It is my only suit : 
Provided that you weed your better judgemexits 
Of all opinion, that grows rank in them. 
That I am wise. I must have liberty 
Withal ; as large a charter as the wind. 
To blow on whom I please; for so fools have : 
And they that are most galled with ny folly. 
They most must laogh. And why. Sir, mutt 

they so? 
The why is plaia at way to perish-chorch : 
He, whom a fool doth very wisely hit, 
l>oth very foolithlv, although he smart. 
Not to teem sentetat of the bob. If not. 
The wise man*s folly is anatomiz*d 
Even by the squandering ^lancet of the fool. 
Invett me in my motley i give me leave [through 
To tpeak my mind, and I will through and 
Cleante the mul body of th' infected world. 
If they will patiently receive my medidne. 

Duke. Fie on thee — I can tell thee what 
thou wouldtt do. [but good f 

Jaques. What, for a counter, would I do 

Duke. Mott mitchievotss foul sin in chiding 
For thou thyself hast been a libertine, [tiu^ 
At tentual at the brutish ttine itself: 
And all th* imbossed sores and headed evilt. 
That thou with licence of freefoot hast caught^ 
Wouldst thou disgorge into the general world. 
An Apology /or Satire. 

Jaques. Why, who cries out on pride. 
That can therein ux any private party? 
l>oth it not flow at hugely as the sea. 
Till that the very means oo ebb ? 
What woman in the city do I name, 
When that I tay, the aty woman bean 
Tbt oott of priacit OA ynwortlij iboiilden { 
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Wbo can come in and say that I mean her. 
When such a one as she, such is her neighbour? 
Or what ii h« of basest function. 
Thai njs, his bravery is not on mv cost $ 
rniinking that I mean him) but tnerein suits 
His IoIIt to the metal of my speech, [wherein 
There tfien, how then ? What then? let me see 
My tongiie hath wronged him. If it do him 

riehi. 
Then he hath w ron^*d hi msel f. I f he be free. 
Why, then, my taxing, like a wild goose, flies 
Unciaim'd of any man. ' 

Dtttreu prevents Ceremony. 

The thorny point 
Of bare distress hath ta*en from me tne show 
Of tmooUi cirihty. 

A tender Petition and Reply* 

Oriando. Speak you so gently? Pirdon me, 
I pray you : 
I thottsht that all things had been savage here; 
Aad tnrrefore put I on the countenance 
Of stem commandment But whate'er you are, 
Tbat in this desert inaccessible. 
Under the shade of melancholy boughs. 
Lose and neglect the creeping hours of time ; 
If erer Tou have look*d on better days ; 
If ever been where bells have knoll'd to church ; 
If ever sat at any good man's feast ; 
If ever from your eye-lids wip*d a tear. 
And know what *tis to pity and be pitied—* 
Let gentleness my strong enforcement be; 
In the which hope I blush and hide my sword. 

Dmke^ Tme it b that we have seen better days. 
And have with holy bell been knolKd to 

chorch. 
And sat at sood men's feasts: and wip*d our eyes 
Of dfopa that sacred pity hath engender*d : 
Aod thcielbre sit you down in gentleness. 
And take upon command what help we have. 
That toyourwanting may be minister*d [while, 

Orlemdo. Then but forbear your food a little 
Whiles, like a doe, I go to finld my fawn. 
And give h food. There is an old poor man. 
Who after me hath many a weaiy step 
Limp*d in pare love ; till he be nrst sufficed, 
Oppre«s*d with two weak evils, age and hunger, 
1 will not touch a bit I 

The florid compared to a Stage. 

Thou aee'st we are not all alone unhappy—- 
Tlus wide and universal theatre 
Pktaoits more woful pageants than the scene 
Wherein we play. 

J mfmeg. All the worM's a stage^ 
And all the men and women merely players : 
Tbcv have their exits and their enrrancrs; 
And one man in his time plays many parts, 
Hia ads being seven ages. At first the infant. 
Mewling and pukinji; in the nurse's arms: 
And thai the whining school- boy, with his 

satchel 
And shining morning face, creeping like snail 
Uowillifwly to scho(M. And then the lover. 
Sighing like furnace, with a woful ballad 
mmt to hb miatrcas s eye>brow. Then the 

soldier. 
Fall of strange oaths, and bearded like the pard, 
Jcakias ia hooort sadden and quick in quarrel^ 



Seeking the bubble reputation pustice, 

Hven in the cannon's mouth. And then the 
In fair round belly with good capon lin'd. 
With eyrs "severe, and beard of formal cut 
Full of wise saws and modern instances. 
And so he4)lays his part. I'he sixth age shifts 
Into the lean and slipper'd pantaloon. 
With spectacles-on *s nose and pouch on 's side : 
His youthful hose, well sav'd, a world too wide 
For nis shrunk shanks; and his big manly voice. 
Turning again inwards childish treble, pipes 
And whisUes in his sound- Last scene of all. 
That ends this strange eventful history. 
Is second childishness, and mere oblivion. 
Sans teeth, sans eyes, sans taste, suns every thing. 

Ingratitude. A Song. 

Blow, blow, thou winter-wind. 
Thou art not so unkind 
As man's ingratitude: 
Thy tooth is not so keen. 
Because thou art not seen. 

Although thy breath be rude. 
Freeze, freeze, thou bitter sky, 
Thou dost not bite so nigh 

As benefits forgot : 
Tho* thou the waters warp. 
Thy sling is not so sharp 
As friend rememberct not. 
Scornfyl Love. 
Syhiut. The common executioner. 

Whose heart th* accustom'd sight of death makae 

hard. 
Falls not the axe upon the humble neck. 
But first begs pardon : will you stenier be 
Than he that dies and lives by bloody drops? 

Phahe. I would not be thy executioner : 
I fly thee, for 1 would not injure thee, 
lliou tell'st me there is munifer in mine eye ; 
'Tis pretty, sure, and very probable. 
That eyes, that are the frail'st and softest things. 
Who shut their coward gates on atomies, 
Should be call'd t3nrants, butchers, murderers ! 
Now I do frown on thee with all my heart ; 
And, if mine eyes can wound, now let them 

kill thee: 
Now counterfeit to swoon : why now fall down; 
Or, if thou canst not, O, for shame, for shame. 
Lie not, to say mine eyes are murderers, [thee. 
Now show the wound mine eye hath made in 
Scratch thee but with a pin, and there remains 
Some scar of it ; lean but upon a rush. 
The cicatrice and capable i in pressure [eyes. 
Thy palm some moment keeps hut now mine 
Which I have darted at thee, hurt thee not;^ 
Now, 1 am sure, there is ao force in eyes 
That can do hurt to any. 

Sylvius. O dear Phoebe, 

If ever (as that ever may be near) [fancy. 

You meet in some fresn cheek the jiower of 
Then shall you know the wounds invisible 
That Love's keen arrows make. 

Scorn retorted. 
Od's my little life! 
I think she means to tangle mine eyes too. 
No, 'faith, proud mistress \ hnpe iMt after it. 
'Tis not your inky brows your black silk hair. 
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Your bugle eyc-balU, uor your cheek of cream. 
That can en tame my spirits to your worship. 
You foolish shepherd, wherefore do you follow 

her, 
Like foggy south, puffing with wind and rain ! 
You are a thousand times a properer man 
Than she a woman ; *Tis such fools as you 
That make the world full of ill-favour d child- 



ren. 



*Tis not her glass, but you that flatters her ; . 
And out of you she sees herself more proper 
Than any of her lineaments can show her* 
But, mistress, know yourself; down ort your 

knees 
And thank Heaven, fasting, for a good man's 
For I must tell you friendly in your ear, [love: 
Sell when you can, you are not for all markets. 
Cry the man mercy, love him, uke his ofler; 
Foul is most foul, being foul to be a scoffer. 

Tender Love. 
So holy, and so perfect is my love. 
And I in such a poverty of grace. 
That 1 shall think it a most plenteous crop 
To glean the broken ears after the man 
That the main harvest reapr. loose now and then 
A scatter'd smile, and that I '11 live upon. 
Real Love dittembied. 
Think not I love him, though I ask for him ; 
Tis but a peevish boy: — ^yet he talks well.— 
But what care I for words ? Yet words do well. 
When hcthatspeaksthem pleases those that hear. 
It is a pretty youth ;— not very pretty ;— 
But sure he s proud : and yet His pride becomes 

him: 
He*ll make a proper man: the liest thiiijg in him 
Is his complexion : and faster than his tongue 
Did make offence, his eye did heal it up. 
He is not very tall ; yet for his years he s tall ; 
His leg is but so so : and yet 'tis well : 
There was a pretty redness in his lip, 
A little riper and more lusty red 
Than that mix d in his cheek ; 'twas just the 

difiference 
Betwixt the constant red and mingled damask. 
There he some women, Sylvius, had they 

mark'd him 
In parcels, as I did, would have gone near 
To fall ill love with him ; but, for my part, 
I love him not, nor hate him not ; anci yet, 
I have more cause to hate him than to love him ; 
For what had he to do to chide at me ? 
He said mine eyes were black, and my hair black; 
And now I am rcniember'd, scorn d al me : 
I manel why 1 answer'd not again ; 
But that's all one ; omittance is no quittance. 
JJine Description qfa sleeping Man, about to 
bw destroyed by a Snake and a Lioness. 
Under an oak, whose boughs were moss'd 

with age. 
And high top bald with high antiquity, 
A wretched, rags^ man,oergrown with hair. 
Lay slcepins; oiihis back ; about his neck 
A green and gilded snake had writh'd itself. 
Who with her head, nimble in threats, ap- 

proach'd 
The opening of his mouth ; but suddenly 
Seeing Orlindot it unlink'd itielf» 



And with intended glides did slip away 

Into a bush ; under whieh bush s shade 

A lioness, with udders all drawn dry, [wateh 

Lay couching, head on ground, with cai-iike 

W nen that the sleeping man should stir ; for 'tis 

The royal disposition of that beast 

To prey on nothing that doth seem at dead. 

Conversum. 
I do not shame 
To tell you what I was, since my conversion 
So sweetly tastes, being the thing I am. 

Love, 

Phoebe, Good shepherd, tell this youth what 
'tis to love. [tfltrv I 

Sylvius. It is to be all made of signs and 
It is to be all made of kith and service ; 
It is to be alLmade of fantasie. 
All made of passion, and all made of wishes : 
All adoration, duty, and observance : 
All humbleness, all patience and impaticooe : 
Ail purity, all trial, all observance. 

The Uncertainty <^ Opinion in Anxiety, 
Duke, Dost thou believe, Orlando, that the 
boy 
Can do all this that he hath promised ? 

Orlando, I sometimes do believe, and some- 
times do not ; 
As those that fear they hope, and know they ftar. 

Song. On Matrimony, 
W*^edding is great Juno*6 crown ; 
^ O blessed bond of board and bed ! 
'Tis Hymen peoples every town, 

Higfi wedlock then be honored : 
Honor, high honor and renown. 
To Hymen, god of every town 1 

§ 3. THE COMEDY OF ERRORS. 

Sbakspeaki. 

ChUd-bearing prettily e^^essod. 

Herself almost at fainting under 
The pleasing punishment that women bear. 
Cheats well described. 
They say this town is full of cozenage ; 
As nimble jugglers that deceive the eye. 
Dark- working sorcerers, that change the mind. 
Soul-killing witches, that deform tne body* 
Disguised cheaters, prating mountebanks. 
Ana many such-like liberties of sin I 

. Man*s Pre-eminence 
Why heii^trong liberty is lash'd with woe. 
There's nothing situate under Heaven's eye. 
But hath its bound, in earth, in sea, in SKy ; 
The beasts, the fishes, and the winged fowls. 
Are their males' subjects, and at their controuls. 
Men, more divine, the master of all these. 
Lords of the wide world, and wild wat'ry seas. 
Indued with intellectual sense and soub. 
Of more pre-eminence than fish or fowls. 
Are masters to their females, and their lords : 
Then let your will attend on their accords. 

Patience easier taught than practised. 
Patience unmov'd, no marvel though she 
pause; 
TlMy caki be tteek» that Iutc no other cause. 



Book III. DRAK 

A wieteh«d mhiI, Wuii'd with advenity, 
We btd be qukt, when we hear it ci; ; 
But, weie we buiden'd with like weight «f pain, 
A* much or more we should ounelTca com plain. 
D^/amalian. 

I Me the jewel bat enamelled 
Win kne its beauty ; and tho' gold bidea Mill, 
Thai olheis loQch ; yet often touching will 
Wear soM. And so uo man that hath » itame. 
But fafsehood and connption doth it ihanie. 
^ift'i Exhortation on a Huihanit hJidtBly. 

Aj, ay, Anllpholus, look itranp and frown i 
Some otbet mlitreai hath thy twe^t aspects : 
I am not Adriana, oor thy wife. [vow 

The time was once when tlwu, aniirg'd,wouldtt 
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Ttiat net-er word* were ir 
Hut a-rva object pleasine 
That neier touch well wdc 
Thjt never meal sweet »avi 
1'b1c*s I tpake, or look'd, < 



I ihiU' 



I thy tatte, 
rh'd, or carv'd 

How contes ii now, my huaband, T)h, how 

llut ihnu an tlios estranged Trom thyself! 

"nitieir 1 call it. being strange to me : 

Th4i, uiidiTidjblc, incori«rate, 

Am beuer than thy dear aelfi better part. 

Ah, do not tear away thyself from mei 

For know, my k>ve, as easy oiiysl thou fall 

.\ drop of water in the breaking gulf. 

And uke unminglcd thence that drop a^n. 

Without addition or diminishing, 

Ai lake from me th^lf, and not me too. 

Ho* dearly would it touch thee to the quick, 

bbouldst thou bill hear I were licentious i 

And that this body consecrate to thee, 

Bt niffi:in lust should be contaminate 1 

l(ould*t thou not spit at me, and spurn at me, 

Aud hurt the name of husband in my face. 

And tear the stain'd skin off iny harlot brow. 

And from my false hand cut the wedding-ring, 

And Ixcak it with a deep divorcing vow ? 

Hnuwihouwouldst; and lliereroretee thoudo 

1 4m pouew'd with an adulterate blot, I it. 

My blood >* mingled with the crime oriusl. 

For if vrc two be one, and thou play false, 

I do digest the poison of ihy fie&n. 

Being urunipeted by thy contagion. 

J Rtiptel to Drcencf and Ike Opinion qf the 

WotU, mn exttUtnl Bulwark fa our f^rtua. 

Hare patience, Sir; U, let it not be so( 
Herein you war against your reputation, 
Artd draw within the compass of Inspect 
Th' in* iolaied honor of your wife. 
Once this — Your long experience of her wis- 
Her "ober virtues, years, and modesty, [dom. 
Plead on her part some cause to you unknown ; 
And doubt not. Sir, but the will well excuse 
Why at this lime the doors arc made Ligainjil you. 
Be r'ul'd by me ; depart in |u(ieiice, 
.\od Icl us to the 'Itger all lo dinnt^r -. 
And. about evening, come j^ourielf alone. 
To know the reason of this stis „ 
If by strong hand you oiler lo bn-ak in, 
N'«ir in the atirring pasoaf^e of the day, 
A vnlzar comment will be made of il j 
Aad uiat suppoMd tij the comnioo rout 
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Aeiinst your vet unfiled rcputaiioi 

That may with foul intrusion enter 

And dwell upon 

For slander lives upon si 

For ever hous'd where it once gets |)osscssion . 

Dpctimmt/or JVluei, and the ill £ffeitt of 

ALbtii. Halh he uot lust much wealth by 

Buried some dear friend ? Hath not else his eye 
Strayd his alfeclion in unlawful lovei 
A sin prevailing much in youthful men. 
Who Hive their ^es the liberty of gazing. 
Which of these sorrows is he subjict to? 

Adriana. To none of tliese, i-jiccpl il be the 
lasl, 
Namely, some k>ve thai drew him off from 
home. [ed him. 

Ahbeis. You should for that have reprehecJ- 

Adriana. Why so I did. 

Ahhtai. But not rough enough- [let me. 

Adriana. As roughly as my modesty would 

Atbeii. Haply in private. 

Adriana. And in assemblies loo. 

Abteii. But not enough. 

Adriana. It was the copy ofour conference; 
In bed, he slept not for my urging it j 
At bo>rd,< he fed not for my urging it ; 
Alone, it was the subject of my theme : 
Incompany, I often glanced at it; 
Still did I tell him it was rile and bad. 

Abbtsi. And therefore came it that the man 
was mad. 
The venom clamors of a jealous woman 
Poison more deadly than a mad-dog's tooth. 
It seems his sleeps were hindered by thv railing; 
And therefore comes it that his head is light. 
Thou say'st his meat wa^ sauc'd with thy up- 
Unquiet meals make ill digestions, rbraidrngsj 
Thereof the raging fire offcver bred ; 
And what's a fever, but a lit of madness f 
Thou say'st his sports were hindered by thj 

Sweet recreation barr'd, what doth ensue 
But moody and dull melancholy. 
Kinsman (o grim and comfortless despair? 
And, at her heels, a huge infectious troop 
Ofpale distemperatures and foes to life. 

Ill Deeds and ill fTords double Tfrong. 
'Tis double wrong to lru:iiit with your bed. 

And let her read it in \ uur ti>oks at board : 
Shame halh a baslard fjuie well utanoged ; 

III deeds arc dniiUed with an evil word. 

Paiiionale Lover's Addins lo hit Alistresi, 
Sing, Syren, fur thysi-lf, and I will dote \ 

Spread o'er the silver wavt-s thy uniden hairs. 
And as a bed I 'il take them. »n J there lie : 
And in that ginri.-is suptv^iiion think 

Hegains by di-ail), that halhsuch means to die*. 
Deicriplioii of a hggiirlii Cutijurrr, ar n Far- 
(h.,e.'/'W/.T. 
A l.ungiy, lean-fa.';.-d villain, 
A mere anatomy, a lUDunleb^ok, 
A thread-bare juggler, and a foriiiut- teller, 
A needy, hoUow-ey'd, shnrp-lookiii,; ttreleii, 
A living dead-mui ; this (uiudout «U\«, 
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Forsooth, took on him as a conjurer: 
And gating in my e?fs, feeling mj pulse. 
And with no face as*t were outfacing me. 
Cries out, I was possest. 

Not know my voice ! O time's extremity, 
Hast thousocrack'dandsplitted my poor tongue 
In sereo short years, that here my only son 
Knows not my feeble key of untuD'd cares ? 
Though now this grained face of mine be hid 
In sap-consuming winter's drizzled snow. 
And all the opnduits of my blood froze up: 
Yet hath my night of life some memory ; 
My wasting lamp some fading slimmer left ; 
My dull deaf ears a little use to near : 
Ail these old witncsses,-i-I cannot err,— 
Tell me, thou art my son, Antipholus. 

$ 4. LOVES LABOUR'S LOST. 

Shakspxari. 

Jt laudable Ambition for Fame and true Con- 

piett deteribed. 

King. Lbt Fame, that all hunt after in their 

lives. 
Live register*d apon our brazen tombs, 
And then ja^race us in the disgrace of death ; 
When, spite of cormorant devouring time, 
Th* endeavour of this present breath may buy 
That honor which shall bate his scythe's keen 

edge. 
And make us heirs of all eternity. 
Therefore, brave conquerors ! for so you are 
That war against your own affections. 
And the huge army of the world's desires;— 
Our late edict shall stroncly stand in force. 
Navarre shall be the wonder of the werld : 
Our court shall be a little academe. 
Still and contemplative in living art. 
Longaville. I am resolv'd ; 'tis but a three 
years* fast ; 
Tlie mind shall banquet tho' the body pinc^- 
Fat paunches have lean pates : and dainty bits 
Make rich the ribs, but oank'rout the wits. 

Dumain. My loving lord, Dumain is morti- 
The grosser manner of the world's delight8[fied ; 
Re throws upon the gross world's baser slaves— 
To love, to wealth, to pomp, I pine and die: 
With all these living in philosophy. 
Vanity of Pleasures. 
Why, all delights are vain : but that mott 
vain. 
Which, with pain purchas'd, doth inherit pain. 

(M Study. 
Study is like the heaven's glorious sun. 
That will not be deep searcn'd with saucy lookf ; 
Small have continual plodders ever won 

Save base authority from others* books i 
These earthly godfathers of heaven's lights. 

That give a name to every fixed star. 
Have no more proBt of their shimng nights. 
Than t)iose that walk, and wot not what 
they are. 
Tdb m uch to k now, is to know nooght but fame. 
And every godfather can give a name. 

Again. 
$0 study evermore If overshot 5 



While it doth study to have what it would. 
It doth forget to do the things it should : 
And when it hath the thing it hunteth mott, 
Tis won, as towns with fire ; so won, to lott. 

Frost. 
An envious sncaping frost. 
That bites the first-born in&nts of the spring. 

The Fol/y and Danger of making Fows. 

Necessity will make us all forsworn [space: 
Three thousand times within these three years* 

For every man with his affects is bom. 
Not by might master'd, but by sfiecial Krace : 
If I break faith, this word shall speak tor me, 
I am forsworn on mere necessity. 
A conceited Courtier, or Man qf Compliments. 
Our court, you know, is haunted 

W ith a refined traveller of Spain ; 
A man in all the world's new ra»hion planted. 

That hath a mint of phrases in his brain : 
One whom the music bf his own vam tongue 

Doth ravish, like enchanting harmony: 
A man of compliments, whom right and wrong 

Have chose as umpire of their mutiny. 
This child of fancy, that Armado hight. 

For interim to our studies, shall relate 
In high-born words tlie worth of many a knight. 

From tawny Spain, lost in the wonl's debate^ 
How you delight, my lords, I know not, 1: 
But, I protest, I love to hear him lie. 
And 1 will use him for my minstrelsy. 

Biron, Armado is a most illustrious wight, 
A man of fire-new words, fashion's own knight. 

Beauty. 
Mv beauty though but mean. 
Needs not tne painted ffourish of your praise : 
Beauty is bought by judgement of the eye. 
Not uttered by base sale of chapmen's tongues. 

A frtt. 

In Normandy saw I this Longaville; 
A man of sovereig^n parts he is esteem 'd; 
Well fitted in the arts, f^orious in arms: 
Nothing becomes him ill, that he would well: 
The only foil of his fair virtue's gloss 
(If virtue's gloss will stain with any foil) 
Is a sharp wit match'd with too blunt a will: 
Whose edge hath pow*r to cut, whose will still 

wills 
Itshoukl none spare that come within his power. 

Rri. Some merry mocking lord, be like: is'tsof 

Mar. Thev say so most, that most his hu- 
mors Know. [grow. 

Pri. Such short-liv'd wits do wither at they 
A Merry Man. 
A merrier man. 
Within the limit of becoming mirth, 
I never spent an hour's talk withal. 
His eye begets occasion for his wit ; 
For every ooject that the one doth catch 
The other turns to a mirth-moving jest ; 
Which his fiiir tongue (conceit's expositor) 
Delivers in such apt and gracious words. 
That aged ears play truant at his tales. 
And younger hearings are quite ravished; 
So sweet and voluble is his discourM. 

A Comical Description qf Cupid er heme. 

O ! and I forsooth, in love 1 
I, that have beoi love*i whipt 
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A f«Tf bcadk U> ■ hnmoroua tigh : 

A muc I na;, a ni^t-watch mumble; 

A ilnint»f«i>n{| prawn o'er the boy. 

Hud irhoBi fw mari.il more magDificentl 

Ty« wbimiiWd, whioing, purblind, wayward 

bov, 
TU* SipuoT Julio'i g'lanl dwnrf, Dan Cup'ld, 
Be^t of lot«-rh<riDn, k>nl of Mdtd armi, 
Th aaoinud xncmenof ux^^i"' graaiu; 
tifW oT >ll loilffvra *iul malcnnienu ; 
SUe tBtpmtor, ukI great geucral 
Of UnttuMf 'pariion : (O my little heart) 
Aad 1 1» be a cor)ioral of hi* Qle, 
Aorf «e^bit col«un( like j lumUcr'i hoop! 
Wkwtf II Ibvel Ihu-! I seek ii wife I 
A iRMnM), that n like a German clock, 
Sbl( •-trfMiditgi ever tiui of frame, 
And ncTct ^n^ right, being a watch, 
Bai betajt watch'd, that it may ilill eh right i 

in OfW> <t/tn done/or tlu Saic »/ fame. 

A ^t iBK nind, though fuiJ, dmll have fair 



lercyBo. 
a the >lio( 



10 kill, 



BMo(Mi>e. the bow: — Now 

Aod thootini; well a then bc 

Thai will I *avc my crcdi 

)tM wouoding, piii^ wiHitit not let me do 't ; 

Sllien It WB3 to allow my ikill, 
... .... 
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r praiiethan piir|i09ci 
Bou, ■»< ■TquMiion. M> It ii >ouic 
ClMTpowt fcuiliy of dciMlcd crin 
Win. fcr Clint'* Mke, for praise. 
We b«Ml lo thai rhc working of the heart : 
A* I, Iot praiac atone, now *eck to 'pill [ill 
Tht foot deer'i blood thai my heart inam dc 

EM DM the bnrenly rhetoric of thine eve 

CUuMI whom the world cannot halJ argu- 
hvudcmybearito ihiifaliepeijuryf [nieiii.] 

Vmn, Mr thee broke, deterve not putiish- 
1 vaaMn I fariHorci but I will.proie Qnienl. 

(Tina being a soddeu) 1 fcinwore not thee. 
Mtvovr wa* cailhly, ihou a heavenly love : 

nj pace being gain'd cure* all m$gnce in 



Vm* are bol breath, anil breath i 
Tbmibou, £iir>un, which on i..^ 

EikaTH thimpor vowi inlheeitis 
Ifbfakca then, it it no fault of mit 

Vbj OM broke, what fool ii not w u 
Ta knc ail uath to win a paradiMi 

Oto aday (alMk the day !) 
Imm, whae ■wnih i> eiet May. 
Sot^ a b lma an i paning fair 
nfpog m die wranion ait : 
TWoMgb the velvet leaves the wiivl. 
All naaent, 'gin pauage liiiil ; 
That iba lonr, lick lodeaih, 
Wkfc'rf hiiDielf the heaven'i breath. 
Air. qooUi be, thr checks m.iy blow 
Air, wiMld 1 mizlil Iriumph lo! 
Bo*, alaci t my nauil i* twom 
tir'tt tit lalucfc thee froiu thy ihom. 
Vnr. alack! forvoaih unmeet, 
yooth *D IM to pluck a iweel. 

Do DM call it »» in mr. 
TtaM I ami fonnorn foi ihct : 
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lATIC. tot 

Thou for whom e'en Jore would (wear 
Juno but an Elbiope werei 
And deny hiintelf loi Jove, 
Turning mortal for thy love. 

Cof'nandiHg Beauty. 

Who sees the hea> enly UoMlind. 

That, like a rude and savuEc man of Inde, 

At the finit oprninzof the gorgenoieait, 
Bows'iiot his vassal head, and, atnickeii blind. 

Kisses the base ground with obedient breaitf • 
Wliai peremptory ea(i,le-siglited eye 

IJares look upon ihc heaven ul her biow, 
That is not blinded by her lunjcily? 
The I'owrr of Lam: 

Why universal iilotklina prisons up 
The nimble .piriu .ii the arteries. ' 
As motion and long-duriiif; action 
The iinewy vigor of ilie triivellcr. 

When v^-ould you, my liege — nr you — -or von 
In leaden contemplation have fiiund nut 
Such fiery numbers, ai the promoting eyes 
Of beauleoua tutors ha\e enricb'd you ivitbf ' I 
Other slow art* entirely keep the brain ; ' 

And then-fore finding barren pracliien. 
Scarce shoiv a harvest of their heavy toil ■ 
But love, first learned in a ladj'g eyes. 
Lives not alone imniiircd in the brain | 
But, with the motion of all elementi, 
Courses as swift at thought in eiery pow'r ; 
And gives to every pow'r a double pow'rj 
Above their functions and their office*. 
It aiJds a precious seeing to the eye j 
A lover'* eyes will g^izc an edglcolind ; 
A Invert cars will hear the lowest sound. 
When the suspicious head of theft is siopl. 
Ijive'i feel ins IS more soft and »enail>k ' 

Than are the tender homi of cockled snails. 
Love's tonpie pioves dainty Bacchus gross in 
For valor, is nut love a Hercules, [taste. 

Still climbing trees in the He>pe[ide>r 
Subtle as Sobinx ; as sweet and musical 
As bright Apollo's luie, ctnitiR with his hair : 
And wlien love speaks, the voice of all the goiu 
Makes heaven drowsy tvith the harmony. 
Never dutsi jioet touch a pea to write, 
Until his ink were tempered with love's si^ii: 
O Chen his eyes would ravish savage eati. 
And pUnt in lyrBnl* mild huuiililv. 
From wotiien't eras this doctrine 1 derive: 
They s|>urkle still the right Ptotnetheao fire: 
They are the books, the aiU, the academes, 
'l^it show, cimlBin,and nourish all the world; 
Llse, none at all in au^ht proves excellent. 
n'lte Mm gf taint Fooii in Lane. 

Ri, None are so surely caught, when they 
aret;atch'd 
.Vi wit iiiru'd fool : folly in wisdom hatch 'd. 
Hath wistloni't warrant, and the help of siho^. 
And wil's own grace to grace a learned fool. 

Itvi. The blood of youlh bums not wilk 



A»(ci 






) foots bears not suttrangean 
\s foolery in the wise, when wit doth doti 
Since all the power thereof it doth apply. 
To prove by wit, wonh in limplicity. 
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Keennexs qf fVomena Tongues, 
The tongues of noockinj^ wenchM are ^ koco 
As is the razor's edge iavisible. 

Cutting a smaller hair than may be seen 3 
Above the sense of sense, so sensible 
Seemeth their conference ; their conoeii hath 

wings 
Fleeter than arrows, bullets^ wind, tbought, 
swifter things. 

Ladies matk*d and unmask* d. 
Fair ladies mask'd are rosea in the bud ; 
Ditmask'd, their damask sweet commixture 

shown. 
Are angels vaUing clouds, or roses blown. 

A Lord CJiamberlain or Gentleman Usher, 
This fellow pecks up wit, as pigeons pease i 
And utters it aegin wnen God doth please : 
He is wit's pedlar ; and retails his wares 
At wakes, and wasiels, meetings, markets, fairs. 
And we that sell by gross, the Lord doth know. 
Have not the g^race to grace it with such show. 
This gallant pms the wenches on his sleeve ; 
Had he been Adam he had tempted Eve. 
He can car\'e too, and lisp : Why this is he 
That kias'd his hand awav in courtesy -, 
This is the ape of form. Monsieur the nice. 
That when he plays at tables, chides the dice 
In honorable terms : nay, he can sing 
A mean most meanly; and in ushering 
Mend him who cstn : the ladies call him sweet; 
The stairs as he treads on them kiss his feet. 
This is the flower that smiles on everv one. 
To show hit teeth as white as whale nis bone : 
And consciences that will not die in debt. 
Pay him the due of honey-tongu'd Boyet. 

See where it comes ! Behaviour, what wert thou 
Till this man show'd thee ? and what art thou 
now? 

Elegant Compliment to a Lady. 

Fair, gentle, sweet, [greet 

Ydur wit makes wise things foolish : when we 
With eyes best seeing Heaven'a fiery eye. 
By light we lose light : your capacity 
Is of that nature, as to your huge store [ppor. 
Wise things seem foolish, and rich things but 

Humble Zeal to please, [how ; 
That sport best pleases that doth least Ic now 
When zeal strives to content, and the contents 
Die in the zeal of that which it presents, 
Their form confounded makes most form in 
mirth, [birth. 

When great things laboring perish in their 

The Effects of Love. 
For your fair sakes have we neglected time, 
Play'd foul play with our oaths ; your beauty, 
ladies, [mors 

Hath much deform'd us, fashioning our hu- 
£ven to the opposed end of our intents ; 
And what in us halh setm'd ridiculous^— 
As love is full of unbefitting strains. 
All wanton as a child, skipping and vain ; 
Form*d by the eye ; and therefore like the eye. 
Full of strange snapes, of habits, and of forms. 
Varying in subjects at the eye doth roll 



To every vary*d o1]gect ia his glanee : 
Which party-oolored presence of loose love. 
Put on by ua, if, in your heavenly eyes, 
*T hath misbeconi'd our oaths and gravities^ 
Those heavenly eyes that look into these faults 
Suggested us to make them : therefore, ladies. 
Our love being yours, the error ihat love makes 
Is likewise yours. 

JVial 0^ Love, 
If this austere, insocbble life 
Change not your ofier made in heat of blood ; 
If frosts, and fasts, hard lodginj^and thin weeda, 
Nip not the gaudy blossoms of your love, 
But that it bear this trial, and last love ; 
Then, at the expiration of the year. 
Come challenge me. 

Jest and Jester, 

Ros. Oft have i heard of you, my lord Biron» 
Before I saw you : and the world's lar^ tongue 
Proclaims you for a man replete with mocks ; 
Full of comparisons, and wounding Aouts ; 
Which you on all estates will execute. 
That lie within the mercy of your wit : [brain 
To weed this worrawo<)a from your fruitful 
And therewithal to win me, if you please, 
(Without the which I am not to be won) [day, 
You shall this twelvemonth term, from day to 
Visit the speechless sick, and still converse 
With groaning wretches : and your task shall 
With all the fierce endeavour of your wit, [be, 
T* enforce the pained impotent to smile. 

Bir, To move wild laughter in the throat 
of death ? 
It cannot be, it is impossible : 
Mirth cannot move a soul in agony. [spirit, 

RoS' Why, that's the way to choak a gibing 
Whose influence is begot of that loose grace 
Which shallow laughing hearers give to fools : 
A Jest*s prosperity lies in the ear 
Of him that hears it, ne^'er in the tongue 
Of him that makes it. Then, if sickly ears. 
Deaf t with the clamorsof their own dear groans. 
Will bear vour idle scorns, continue then. 
And I will have you, and that fault withal ; 
But if they will not, throw away that spirit. 
And I shall find you empty of that fault. 
Right joyful of your reformation. 

Spring, A Song. 
When daisies pied, and violets mue. 
And lady-smocks all silver white. 
And cuckow buds of yellow hue. 

Do paint the meadows with delight; 
The cuckow, then, on every tree. 
Mocks married men ; for thus sings he, ' 
Cuckow ! 

Cuckow I Cuckow ! O word of fear, 
Un pleasing to a married ear 1 
When snepheras pipe on oaten straws. 

And merry larks are plowmen's clocks ; 
When turtles tread, and rooks and daws; 

And maidei^ bleach their summer smocks : 
The cuckow then, on every tree. 
Mocks married men ; for thus sings he, 
Cuckow ! 

Cuckow ! Cuckow ! O word of fear, 
Unpleasing to a nurried car ! 
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When icicles hane by the will. 

And Dick the shephefa blows hUTiaU ; 
Aod Tom liears logs into the hall» 

And milk comes frozen home in pail ; 
When blood is nipt, and ways be foul. 
Then nightly sin^ the staring owl 
To-whoo ! 

Tu-whit, to-whoo» a merry note. 
While grrasy Joan doth keel the pot. 
Ulien all aluud the wind doth blow, 

Aod couching drowns the par8on*s saw ; 
And birdst sit brooding in the snow. 

And Marian*s nose looks red and raw : 
Wlien rousted crabs hiss in the bowl. 
Then nightly sings the suring owl 
To-whoo! 

Tu-whtt, to-whoo, a merry note. 
While greasy Joan doth keel the pot. 



{ 3. MEASURE FOR MEASURE. 

Shakspbarb. 

Firiue given to he exerted. 

Tbbre is a kind of character ip thy life, 
Tliaty in the observer, doth thy nistoiy 
Folly unfold : thyself and thy belongings 
Aft oot thine own so proper, as to waste 
Th}vlf : poll thy virtues, them on thee. 
Hcav'o dctih with us as we with torches do, 
N« light them f(»r themselves : for if our virtues 
Did not go forth of us, 'twere all alike [touch'd 
.Vs if we had them not. Spirits are not finely 
But to fine issues : nor nature never lends 
Tke smallest scruple of her excellence. 
But, like a thrifty ooddess, she determines 
Heridf the glory of a creditor. 
Both thanks and use. 

Disiike of Popularity, 
I love the people. 
Bat do not like to stage me to their eyes : 
Though it do well, I do tx>t relish well 
Their kwd applause and aves vehement : 
Nor <k> 1 think the man of safe discretion 
Thai does afiect it. 

Authority, 
Ttes can the demi-ood authority 
Make w* pay down lor our oflence by weight. 
The words of Heav*n : On whom it will, it will ; 
On whom it will not, so ; vet still *tis just. 
7%tf CDiite^iifiice ^ Liberty indulged. 

Imoc. Why how now, Claudio? whence 
comes this restraint ? 

Claud, From too much liberty, my Lucio, 
Ai surfeit is the Either of much fast, [liberty : 
So e\-ery scope, by the immoderate use. 
Turns to restraint. Our natures do pursue. 
Like r^u tliat raven down their proper bane, 
A thirsty e\-il j and when we drink we die. 
Neglected Laws. 

This new governor 
Awakes me all th* enrolled penalties. 
Which have, like unscour*d armour, hang by 

the w|fl 
So lozsg, that nineteen zodiaca have gone round. 



And ^onc of them been wern ; and for a name* 
Now puts the drowsy and ne^^ectcd act 
Freely on me : *tis surely for a naoM. 
Eloquence mud Beatuhf^ 
In her youth 
There is a prone and speechless dialeet. 
Such as moves men; beaidt she hath a pro* 

sp*rous art. 
When sne will play with reason .and discourse. 
And well she can persuade. 

Retired L\fe, 
My holy Sir, none better knows than yon 
How I have ever lov*d the life remov*d : 
And held in idle price to haunt assemblies 
Where youth, and coat, and witless braTeiy 
keeps. 

Licentununess the Consequence ^ un§xecuted 

Laws, 
We have strict statutes, and Boost biting laws, 

[steeds), 
(The needful bits and eurba to headstrong 
W hich for these nineteen yean we have Wtsleep; 
Even like an o*ergrown hon in a cave. 
That goes not out to prey : now as fbiid fathers 
Having bound up the threat*iiing twigs of birch. 
Only to stick it in their children*s sig^t 
For terror, not for uae ; in time the rod 
Becomes more mock*d than fear*d; so our 

decrees. 
Dead to infliction, to themselves are dead ; 
And liberty plucks justice by the nose : 
The baby orats the nurse, and quite athwart 
Goes all decorum. 

Pardon the Sanctum tf Wickedness, 
For we bid this be done. 
When evil deeds have their permissive pass^ 
AikI not the punishment. 

^ A severe saint^Rke Governor. 
^ Lord Angelo is precise : 

Stands at a guard with envy : scarce confestea 
That his blood flows, or that his appetite 
Is more to bread than stone : heuce snail we see. 
If pow*r change purpose, what our seemers be. 

A Virgin addressed. 
Hail, virgin, if you oe ; as those cheek-roses 
Proclahn you are no less I 

A Religious prqfest, 
I hold you as a thing ensky'd and sainted $ 
By your renouncement, an immortal spirit. 
And to be talk*d with in sincerity. 
As with a saint. 

Embracing, 

Your brother and his lover have embrac'd : 

As those that feed grow full; as blos^ming 

time. 
That from the seedness the bare &llow bnng;^ 
To teeming foyson ; so her plenteous womb 
Expresseth his full tilth and husbandry. 

Schoolfellows. 
Luc. Is she your cousin ? [their names, 
Isab. Adoptedly, as schoolmaids change 
By vain though apt affection. 

Resolutimt, 
Our doubts are traitors ; 
And make ns lose the good we oft mi^t win. 
By fearing to atieitipt. 
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!%€ Pray en (fMaidem effectual. 
Go to lord Angelo, 
And let him learn to know, when maideni sue. 
Men give like gods ; but when they weep and 

kneel. 
All their Detittons are as freely theirs 
As they themselves would owe them. 

All MenfraiL 
Angela, We must not make a scarecrow of 
the law. 
Setting it up to scare the birds of prey. 
And let it keep one shape till custom make it 
Their perch and not their terror. 

Esca. Ay, but yet 
Let us be keen, and rather cut a little. 
Than fall, and bruise to death ; alas! this gen- 
tleman. 
Whom I would save, had a most ncble father. 
Let but your honor know, 
(Whom I believe to be most strait in virtue) 
That in the working of your own affections. 
Had time cohered with place, or pUoe with 

wishing. 
Or that the resolute acting of your blood 
Could have aitaind th* e£Fect of your own 

purpose. 
Whether you had not some lime in your life 
£rr*d in this point, which now you censure liim. 
And puird the law upon you. 

Angela. *lls one thing to be tempted, Es- 
Another thing to fall. 1 not dony, [calus. 
The jury, passing on the pris'ner*s life. 
May in the sworn twelve have a thief or two 
Guiltier than him they tiy ; what*« open made 
To justice, that justice seizes. What know 
the laws [pregnant. 

That thieves do pass on thieves? Tis rery 
llie jewel that we find, we stoop and taJce it. 
Because we see it ; but what we do not <ie. 
We tread upon, and never think of it 
You may not so extenuate his offence. 
For I have had such faults : but rather tell me. 
When 1 that censure him do so offend. 
Let mine own judgement patteiH out mydeath. 
And nothing come in partial. . 

Mercy frequently mistaken. • 
Mercy is not it»elf, that ou looks so ; 
Pardon is still the nurse of second woe* 

I^ot to be too hasty in Actions irremediable. 
Under vour good correction i have seen 
When, alter execution, judgement hath 
Kepcnted o*er his doom. 

Bad Actions already condemned, the Actors to 

be punished 
Condemn the fault, and not the actor of it? 
Why, every fault's condemn*d, ere it be done: 
Mine were the very ciphex of a function. 
To fine the faults whose fine stands in record. 
And let go by the actor. 

Mercy in Governors recommended. 

No ceremony that to great ones 'longs. 
Not the king's crown, nor the deputed sword, 
The marshaPs truncheon, nor the judge's robe. 
Become them with one half so good a grace 
As mercy does. If he had been as you. 



And you as he, yoo would have slipt like him* 
But he, like you', would not have been so stern- 

^ ne Duty of mutual Forgiveness. 

——Alas! alasl 
Why, all the souls that were, were forfeit onee, 
And he that might the vant ige best have took. 
Pound out the remedy. How would you be. 
If he, which is the top of jndsement, should 
But judge you as you are? Oh 1 think on that: 
And mercy then will breathe within your lips. 
Like man new made. 

Unprepared Death. 

Isab, To-morrow! O, that's sudden! spare 
him, spareliim : [kitchens 

He*s not prepar'd for death! Even for our 
Wc kill the fowl of season ; shall we serve Hea« 
With less respect than we do minister fven 
To our gross selves? Good, good my lord, 

be till nk you ; 
Who is it that hath dy*d for this offence ? 
—There's many have comaiitte ! it. 

Atig. The law hath not been dead, though 
it hath slept; 
Those many had not dar*d to do that evil. 
If the first man that did th' edict infringe 
Had answcr'd for his deed : now, 'tis awake ; 
Takes note of what is done ; and, like a prophet. 
Looks in a glass, that shows what future etib 
(Or new, or by remissness new concciv'd. 
And so in progress to be hatch'd and bom) 
Are now to have no successive d^rees. 
But, ere they live, to end. 

y Justice. 

Isab. Yet show some pity. pustioe ; 

Ang. I show it most ot all when I show 
For then I pity those I do not know. 
Which a dismiss'd offence would after gall ; 
And do him right, that, answering one foul 
Lives not to act another. [wrong. 

The Abuse of Authority. 
Oh, 'tis excellent 
T9 have a giant's strength ! but it is tyrannous 
To use it like a giant. 

Great Men*s Abuse t^ Power. 

Could great men thunder, [quiet ; 

As Jove nimself does, Jove would ne'er be 

For ev'ry pelting, petty officer [but thunder 1 

Would use his heav'n for thunder! Nothing 

Merciful heav'n ! 
Thou rather with thysharp and sulphurous bolt 
Split'st the unwedcable and gnarled oak. 
Than the soft myrtle. O, but man ! proud man, 
Drest in a little brief authority. 
Most ignorant of what he's most assur'd. 
His glassy essence— 'like an angry ape. 
Plays such fantastic tricks before high Heav'n 
As makes the angels weep; who, with our 
Would all themselves laugh mortal, [spleens. 

The Privilege if Authority. 

We cannot weigh our brother with ourself. 
Great men may jest with saints^ 'tis wit in them ; 
But, in the less, foul profanation. 
That in the captain's out a choleric woid. 
Which in the soldier is flat blasphemy. 
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of imr oun Fiiulh ihmild molr 

u> mrrriful. 

jlmg WliTflojouiiutihweiavingiuponine! 

hat. Beram* nuitiority, though ii »rr like 

R«ih yci a kind nf medicine in iiuir, [nihtrs. 

ThM ikiou ihe lice o' ihe top i go to ;our 

]£Boek thr(« ; and aik your heart what it dotli 

■Pf *i like my brother'i Tault: if it conrcss 
.tgailiii ' 

^ b»oih( 

llanrtt Uril ery. 

fiat H»k hnw I'll bribe you! Good m^ 

^. How! biibeinr? [Lord, turn back 

S3- NoiwHhfomUhektlsofllic tested gold. 

Or iMim irlxnc rate is eiili" rich or poor 

Ai bocjr values iheai ; bui with true pmyen. 

Hurt fball be up al heaven, and enter there 

tre ihe ton tite- pravers fram preserved souli, 

Frnd (Biting oiaiils whaie minds are dedicate 



yi* PoKtr aftiTiaimi Beauly. 



Lai.. 



/m(. Sate jroiif horn 

•<v ^■| 

RW. thi - 

at ottinei [hai 

TV tempter, or the templed, who ains nioit; 
Xoiitiei nor doth the tempt; but it is 1, 
Tint. Ifin^ by ihe violet, in the lun. 
Do, ai tbc ortion does, not a> the flower, 
Cnnupt with lirluoui leasou. Can it be, 
Thtt aMxleWt mav more beirsv our sente 
nMwomMt'iliglitneMt Havinj^wasle ground 
SIhA wc detirc lu rase the sauctuary, [enuugh, 
Kai piieli ourevili there I Oh, He, fie, He. 
V^tdon ihoo, or what art ibini, Anaclol 
Dmi tbMt ilenrc her foully. Tor those thin^ 
T^awke her pood? Oh, let her brother live: 
Ibt ihcir robbery have authority, 
udanitcaltheniielves. Whaildol 1i 






■teal themielve 

Vi hear her tpeak again 



Oh, «uiiiiingcact>iy, t 
With «atnt> dost bait thy hook 1 ^ 
U ihM lempUlion, that does goad u 
T* ■■ in Uiving virtue; ne'er 



dS 
nild Thi 






ot, art and n 
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cMii my lenper: bu! 

Tiur Htpti 
kdb. Repent you, fair one, of the 
■t I4ei and bcariheihamemosiDatiently. 
fewl*. I'll leach you how yuu shall arraign 



[carry' 



Aid bT ymat peDtleoce, if it be sound, 
OfhnflnwlTpatWi, 

A/. T-U^lylearr.. 

IHk*. Love yon the man that wrong't 

JmL Yn. Ml lore the woman thai w 
hin. [ 

D»k*. Soihcn, ii Mem*, your mott □ 



JmL H«ia*IIy. [thui his. 

Attf. Tbu HU yotu MD of heavier kind 



Jul. I do confesi it, and repent, father. 
Dukt. 'Tis meet so, daughter; but — [est 
you do repent 
Aa that the sin hnth brought you to thit shame. 
Which sorrow ia always to ourselves, not 

Heaven ^ 
Showing we would not spare Heaven, as na 
But as we itand in fear — [love it, 

Jul. J do repent inc as ii ii an evil ; 
And take the shame wiih joy. 
Dukt. There rest. 

£oiie in a gravt leveri Govrrvor. 
When 1 would pray and think, I think and praj 
To sev'ral subject! : Heav'n hath niy empty 

Whilst my invention, heating not my toiicue. 
Anchors on Isabel. Heav'ti's in my moudt. 
As if I did but only chew his name ; 
And in my heart the strong and swelling evil 
Of my conception : the stale whereon 1 *tudic4( 
Is Uke a good thing, being often read, 

frar'd and tedious ; yea, my gravity. 
Wherein {let no man hear me) I lake pride. 
Could 1 with boot, change for an idle plume 
Which the air beats for vain. O place! O 

How often dost thou with ihy case, thy habit. 
Wrench awe from fools, and tie the wiser soull 
To ihv false seeming! Blood, thou iiill an 

' blood I 
Let's write good angel on ihc devil'* horn i — 
Ti. not the devils crest. 
A limtf on Ihe Pmenct of the btloved Otjeet. 

Why does my blood thus muster to my heart. 

Making both' it unable for itself. 

And dispossessing all my other parts 

Of necessary litnessf 

So play the foolish throngs with on« that 

Come all to help him, and (bus stop the air 
Bt which he should revive : and even so 
The gen'ral subject U) a well-wish'd king. 
Quit their own part, and inobsequiouifnndnew 
Crowd lohis pretence, where their UDlaughtlova 
Mu«t needs appear offence. 

rBmicalian and Murder tjualtrd. 

Fie, these filthy vices! — It wer« as good. 
To pardon him thai hath from nature itol'ii 
.A man already made, as to remit pmagv 

Their saucy sweetness, ihiii do coin Heaven* 
In stamps that arc forbid ; 'tis all as easy 
Fatwiy 'o uke away a life true made, 
Ai to put mettle in reslraiued meant. 
To make a false one. 

Compllled Sim. 

Our compeird lina 
Sland more for number than for accouoL 

Lowlintii of Mind. \.^9^' 

hah. Let me be ignorant, and in nothing 
But graciously 10 know Iain no belter, [bright, 

Ang. Thus wisdom wishes to appear moat 
When it does tas itself: as thex bUck maik* 
Proclaim an cnshiel'd beauiv ten lisiet loudw 
, Than baauiy coul4 display'd. 
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Jkrmc Fmmk Fkfite. 

Amg. Admit no other way to save hh life 
(As 1 subscribe not that or any other. 
But in tile less of question), that you his sister. 
Finding yourself desir*d of such a person. 
Whose credit with the judge, or own great 

place, 
ConM fetch your brother from the manacles 
Of the all-binding law ; and that there were 
No earthly mean to save him, but that either 
You must lay down the treasures of your body. 
To this supposed, or else to let him suffer ; 
What would you do ? 

Itab, As much for my poor brother as my- 
self: 
That iSf were I under the terms of death, 
Th* impression of keen whips I *d wear as rubies. 
And strip myself to death as to a bed 
That longing I have been sick for, ere I *d 3rield 
My body up lo shame. 

Ang, Then must your brother die. 

Isvf, And *twere the cheaper way: 
Better it were a brother dtod at once. 
Than that a sister, by redeeming him 
Should die for ever. 

Ang. Were not you then as cruel as the sen- 
Thai vou have slander d so ? [tence 

Xiti. An ignominious ransom, and free par- 
Arc of two houses ; lawful mercy sure, [don, 
b nothing kin to foul redemption. 

3elf4mi9r9ti palliates Faulis. 

Isah. It oft falls out, [what we mean. 
To have what we would have, we speak not 
I something do excuse the thinz I bate. 
For his advantage that I dearly Tove. 

WommCi Frailty. 

Ang. ■ ■ N ay, women are frail too. 
Itab. Ay, as U)e glasses where they view 
themselves ; 
Which are as ea^ broke as they make forms. 
Women 1 help Heaven \ men their creation 
mar, [frail ; 

In profiting by them: nay call us ten times 
Fof we are soft as oar complexions are. 
And credtdotts to &lse prinu. 

Wingkt qfettablitked Reputation, 

Ang. Who will believe thee, Isabel ? 
My nnioird name, th* austereness of my life, 
MvTOOch against you, and my place i* the state. 
Will ao your accusation overwdgh. 
That you shall stifle in your own report. 
And "Smell of calumny. 

Htpe. 

The miserable have no other sMdiciae 
But only hope. 

Meml Rifieetitmt on the Vamty ofLtfe. 

Be absolnte ibr death ; either deaUi or life 
Shall thereby be the sweeter. Reason thus with 
If Ido lose thee, I do lose a thing [life: 

I That none but fools would keep : a bieath thou 
• Scmle to all the akiey iaflocnces, [art, 

' IW do this habitation, whan thou koep*st, 
Hottiij^attict : SMP4y> lWtt«r« death's CmI ^ 
For him thou 1aboofSt.by<hy4%hl to shim. 



And yet rann*st toward him still. Thou art not 

noble ; 
For all the accommodations that thou bcar'st 
Are nursM by baseness: thou art by no 'n^aiis 

valiant ; 
For tfaou dost fear the soft and tender fork 
Of a poor worm. ■ Thy best of rest is sleep. 
Ami that thou oft provok st : yet grossly fear'st 
Thy death, which is no more. Thou art not 

thyself; 
For thou exist*st on many a thousand grains ; 
That issue out of dust. Hap))y thou art not ; 
For what thou hast not, still thou striv'st to get ; 
And what thou hast, forgett*st. Thou art not 

certain , 
For thy complexion shifts to strange eflects. 
After the moon. If thou art rich, tnou*rt poor ; 
For, like an ass, whose bark with ineots bows. 
Thou bear*st thy heavy riches but a journey. 
And death unloads thee. Friend thou nast 

none; 
For thine own bowels, which do cull thee sire. 
The mere effusion of ihy proper loins. 
Do curse the sout, serpigo, and ihe rheum. 
For ending thee no sooner. Thou hast nor 

youth nor a^e, 
But as It were an after dinner*s sleep, 
Dreaming on both ; for all thy blessed youth 
Becomes as aged, and doth beg the alms 
Of palsied eld ; and when thou art old and rich. 
Thou hast neither heat, affection, limb, nor 

beauty, 
To make thy riches pleasant. What*syet in this. 
That bears the name of life? Yet in this life>. 
Lie hid more thousand deaths : yet death we 
That makes these odds all even. [fear. 

The Terr on qf Death most in Apprehension. 

Claud. Is there no remedy? [head, 

Isab. None but such remedy as, to sa^-e a 
Would cleave a heart in twain. 
Claud. But is there any ? 

IsfUj. O, I do fear thee, Claudio ; and I ^uake. 
Lest thou a fev*rous life shuuldst entertain. 
And six or seven winters more respect 
Than a perpetual honor. Dar st thou die? 
The sense of death is most in apprehension ; 
And the poor beetle that we tread upon. 
In corp*ral sufierance feels a pang as great 
As when a glint dies. 

Resolution from a Sense of Honor. 

Claud. Why give you me this shame ? 
Think you I can a resolution fetch 
From fu>w*ry tenderness ? If I must die, 
1 will encounter darkness as a bride. 
And hug it in my arms I [ther*s grave 

Jsab. There spake my brother ; there my fa- 
Did utter forth a voice. 

A sainted Hypocrite. 

Isah, Yes, thou must die: 

Thou art too noble to consene a life [poty 
In base appliances. This outward saintea de- 
Whose settled visage and delib'rale word 
Nipv youth i* th* head, and follies doth emmew 
Ab £ilcon doth tke fowl, ia yet a devil ; 



Hb Mth within beioK out, be wwM appear 
A pnnd h Seep u hell. 

ClaaJ. The princetjr Angela? 

Imt. O, 'tis ihe canning tirenofbdl. 
The djnmed^-t faodj to inrMt andcont 
In princtly piBrds '. 

TAt Ttrrori o/Dtmth. 

Itab. O, wrre it hut lay Jife, 
I'd throw it down for your deliventice 
At frankly as a pin ! 

Claad. Ah, Isabel! 

I$at. Wlwlsavi mvbrother? 

CUui. Lhath's a fearful thing. 

Iial: And vhamcd life a hateful, [where j 

Cla^d. Ah, but to die, and go we kiMw tiot 
To lie ill mid obitruction, end to rot ; 
This tensible warm motion to become 
A kneaded clod ; and the dilated ipirit 
To bathe in fiery floodi ; or to reiide 
la [hiilling regions of thick-ribbed iec: 
To be impriion'd in the viewless winda. 
And blown with reallos violence round about 
The pendant world i or to be worse than wont 
Of [hose, that lawtea* and ineertainthoi^ta 
Imaapae howling I 'lis too HorriUeJ 
The wesrint and moit lealhed wortdly lift 
Thit age, ache, penury, impruonnNnt, 
Can lay on luture, is a paradise 
To wtnt we fear of deMn. 
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Will tboa be made a nun out of my vice i 
Ii't not a kind of incett, to take life [think ? 
Frmi thine own si*ter'i thame I What should I 
Hearen graot my mother plav'd my father fait I 
For Mich 3 warped alip ofwildemeM [ane»^ 
Ive'ct imumI fivin hii blood. — Take my defi- 
Die, periih \ mt^\ bat my bending down 
Rqmeretbeefniin thy fate, it ibould proceed — 
Ob, fie, fie, fie ! 

Tby tin'a not accidental, but a trade ; 
Moqr to dtea would prove ttielf a band ; 
T>ae beat thou dieat quicklyl 

Virtue and Gvadntti. 

Vutiie i* bold, and goodneas never fearfuL 
A Bamd. 

Fie, lirrah ! a bawd — a wicked bawd I 
IVe e«i) that thou catncat to be done. 
That iidiymeanttolive. tlosl thou but think 
What *tii to cram a maw, or clothe a back, 
Pnmi such a filthy Tice I Say to thy*elf. 
From their abominable and beasrly toixiies 
I drink, I eat, array myaelf, end live: — 
Canat thou believe thy living ii a life 
Soitinkinglydependingl Go, mend; go mend! 
Calumag vnavoidable. 

>,'a mi^t nor grealneu in mortality 

Can ceDsnre'Kape: back-wouoding calumny 

"n^ whitest virtue (trikea. Whatkiug to strong, 

Can tie the gall up in the aland'rous tongue? 

Coarf Exwn^b tuetuary ia Rmlrrt. 

He, who the fwnrd of Heaven will heart 
Sbould be *i holy as severe ; 



Pattern in hiinadf 10 know, 

Grace to ataisd, atid virnae goj 
More or lea to ottielt pacing. 
Than by self oSenoei weiabiuE ; 
Shame to him vrhoie cmH ItTHiDR 
Kills for fault* of his own likii^ 1 
Twice treble shame on Angelo, 
To weed my vice and let his grow 1 
O, what may man within him bide. 
Though an^l on the outward side 1 
How may likeness mode in crhiw*. 
Mocking pmotice on the times. 
To diaw with idle tpider'i strings. 
Most pond'rous and luhstantial thingal 
A itaut^l &ng. 
Take, O take those lips away. 

That BO sweetly were fortwom ; 
And those eyes, the break of day. 

Lights that do mislead the Diarn:e 
But my kiisc* bring aain ; 
Seals of love, but scal'd in vaia. 
Hide, O hide those hilli of snow. 
Which thy frozen bosom beaia. 
On whose tope the pinks that gniw 

Are of those thet April wean; 
But my poor heart first set free. 
Bound in those icy chains 1^ thee. 
Oialty DiHgtiKe. 
With whisperitig and most guilty diligance. 
In action all of precept, he didshow me 
The way twice o'er. 

Grealnttt tubjecl la Ceiuttre, 
O place and gieameat ] millions of false eye* 
Are struck upon thee; volumes of report 
Runiwith theae false and matt contratioBS' 
tJpoa thy doings : thouund 'scapes of w . 
Make thee the father of their idle dream. 
And rack thee in thdr 6ncies. 

Zxtcvtiun finely exprened. 



SomndSUtp. 

At fast lock'd up in sleep, ■* gniMM* lakdr 

When it lies *tarkly in the tiavdtet'a boDH, 

Upright Governor luppMei. 

Prm. It it a biuet dcMty. 

Duke. Not ao, Ml bo; hulifetapaBlM'd 

Even with the stroke and line of hia- gjeal 

He doth with holy abttioenoe lufadne 
That in hhnself, which he (pan on hit pomr 
To qualify in ortten: vntre he oieal'd 
With that which be corrects, than ware he 
But this being so, he's just. [tyiaaBOM : 

OoodJaHor. 
Thititaganiiepravoat; tcMom, when 
The tteeled ^lor i* the friend of men. 
Ctmf&rt frem Dttpair, 
But I will keep her ignorant of her gnod. 
To Make her heavenly catofortt of deipajr. 
When it is least cxiieetad. 

CotHp la initig ■mieiui. 

/nit. lojuriooswotldl most damned Aa^ot 

Aiir> l^is noc but* him, nor profits you 

ajoi: 

Forbear it ibnvfbK,gi*«7aur«aaMloH««TCa t 
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Character qfan Arch Hypocrite, 
O, I conjure thee, prince, as thou belies si 
There is another comfort than this world. 
That thou neglect me not, with that opinion 
That I am touch*d with madness : make not 
impossible [sible 

That which hut seems unlike : *tis not impos- 
But one, the wickedest caitiff on the ground. 
May seem as shy, as grave, as just, as absolute. 
As Angelo ; even so may Angelo, 
In all his dressings, characts, titles, forms. 
Be an arch villain : trust roe, royal prince. 
If he be less, he*s nothing: but he s more. 
Had I more names for badness. 

Respect due to Place, 
Respect to your great place !— ^nd let the devil 
Be sometimes honor*d tor his burning throne. 

ImposribiHiy «if Jniercession, 
Aninst all sense you do importune her. 
Should she kneel down, in mercry of this fact. 
Her brother's ehost his paved bea would break. 
And take her nence in norror ! 

. Rrfonaed Man tometimet beet. 
They say best men are moulded out of faults ! 
And for the most, become much more the better 
For being a little bad ; so may my husband. 

Inteait more excusable than Acts. 
His act did not o'ertake his bad intent ; 
And must be buried but as an intent ; 
That perish*d by the way: thoughts are no 
Intents but merely thoughts. [subjects ; 



1 6. THE MERCHANT OF VENICE. 

Shakspbarb. 

Natural Presentiment ^ Evil Jinefy pointed oui; 
with a Contrast of a cheetfuland melancholy 
Man. 

Ami. Iw sooth, I know not why I am so'sad ; 
It wearies me : vou say, it wearies you : 
Hat how I caught it, ftnind it, or came by it. 
What stuff 'tis made of, whereof it ii born, 
I am to learn. 

And such a want-wit sadness makes of me. 
That I have much ado to know myself. 

SaloF. Your mind is tbssinj; on the ocean. 
There where your arnosies with portly sail. 
Like signiors and rico burghers on the (loud, 
Or as it were the pageants of the sea,— »— 
Do over-peer the petty traffickers. 
That curtsey to them, do them reverence. 
As they fly ny them with their woven wingp. 

Satan, Believe me. Sir, had I such ventures. 
The better part of my aflcctions would 
Bewithmynopesabroad. I should bestill forth. 
Plucking tile grass, to know where sits the wind : 
Peering in maps, ibr ports, and piers, and roads: 
And every object, that might make me fear 
Misfortune to my ventures, out of doubt. 
Would make me sad. 

Sal0fr. My wind, cooling my brotb. 
Would blow me to an ague, when I thought 
What harm a wind too mat might do at sea. 
I sboold noi sae tha waif bumr-glaas rao. 



But I should think of shallows and of flats ; 
And see my wealthy Andrew dock*d in sand. 
Vailing her high top lower than her ribs. 
To kiss her burial. Should I go to churchy 
And see the holy edifice of stone. 
And not bethink me straightof dangerous rocks. 
Which touching but m)r gentle vesseKs side. 
Would scatter all h^ s)>ices on the stream : 
Enrobe the roaring waters with my silks : 
And, in a word, but even now worth this. 
And now worth nothing? Shall I ha^e the 

thought 
To think ofthis! and shall I lack the thouglit 
That such a thing bechanced, would make me 
But tell not me ; I know Antonio [sad ? 

Is sad to think upon hi^ merchandise. 

Ant. Believe me, no : I thank my fortune 
for it. 
My ventures are not in one bottom trusted. 
Nor to one place ; nor is my whole estate 
Upon the fortune of this present year : 
Therefore my merchandise makes me not sad. 

Sal. Why then you are in love. - 

Ant Fie, fie. 

Sal. Not in love neither ! Then let us say 
you are sad. 
Because you are not merry : and 'twere as easy 
For you to laugh, and leap, and say you are 
merry, [Janus, 

Because you are not sad. Now by two-headed 
Nature Kath framed strange fellows in her time : 
Some that will evermore peep through their eyes^ 
And laugh like parrots at a oag-piper : 
And others of such vinepr asuect. 
That thev'll notshow their teetn in way of smile. 
Though Nestor swear the jest be laughable. 

The Imprudence qf setting too great a Value 
upon the frorld. 

You have too much respect upon the world /j 
They lose it that do buy it with much care. 7 ^ 

The true Valut t^fthe IVorld. 

I hold the world but as the world, Gratiano; 
A stage, where every man must play his part i 
And mine a sad one I 

Cheerfulness and affected Gravity contrasted. 

Let me play the fool : 
With mirth and laughter let old wrinkles come$ 
And let my liver ratner heat with wine 
Than my heart cool with mortifying groans. 
Why should a man whose blood is warm with- 
Sit like his grandsire cut in alabaster ? [in. 
Sleep when he wakes, and creep into tha 

jaundice 
By being peevish ? I tell thee what, Antonio, 
1 love thee, and it is my love that speaks : 
There are a sort men, whose visages 
Do cream and mantle like a stanchng pond; 
And do a wilful stillness entertain. 
With purpose to be drestin an opinion 
Of wisdom, gravity, profound conceit ; 
As who should say, *« I am Sir Oracle, 
And when I ope my lips let no dog bark.** 
O^ my Antonio, I do know of those. 
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That iherefore only arc reputed wise. 

For »vin)< nothing ; who, I am very sure. 

If they shonld speak, would almost damn those 

cars. 
Which, hearing them, would call their bro- 

thcfs fools. 
I'll tell thee more of this another time : 
But fish not with this melancholy bait. 
For this fool gudgeon, this opinion. 

Jocose Satire on Silence, 

Stlencr is only commendable [dible. 

In a neat's tongue dried, and a maid not ven- 

Generous and disinierested Friendship. 

Ant. I pray you, good Bassanio,letmeknow it: 
And, if it stand, as you yourself still do. 
Within the eye of honor, be assur'd 
Mt purse, mv person, roy extremest means. 
Lie all unlocVd to your occasions. 

Bass. In my school -days, when I had lost one 
I «hot his fellow of the self-same flight [shaft. 
The self-same way, with more advised watch. 
To find the other ; and, by advent* ring both, 
I oft found both : I urge this childhood proof. 
Because what follows is pure innocence. 
I owe yoa much ; and, like a wilful youth. 
That which I owe is lost : but if you please 
To shoot another arrow that self way 
Which Tou did shoot the first, I do not doubt — 
As I will watch the aim,— or to find both. 
Or bring your latter hazard back asain, 
Aod thanK fully rest debtor for the first. 

Ant. You know me well 3 and herein spend 
but time. 
To wind about my love with circumstance ; 
And, out of doubt, you do me now more wrong. 
In making question of my uttermost. 
Than if you Dad made waste of all I have. 
Then do but say to me what I should do, 
Tliat iu }-our knowledge may by me be doue. 
And I am prest onto it : therefore, speak. 

—Thou know*st that all my fortunes are at sea 3 
Neither hare I money, nor commodity 
To raise a present sum : therefore go kirth. 
Try what my credit caf^ in Venice do ; 
That shall be rack*d even to the uttermost. 
To fiimith thee to Belmont, to fair Portia. 
Go, presently inquire, and to will I, 
Where money is ; and I no question make 
To have it of my trust, or for my sake. 

A Jew's Malice. 

Bass. This is signior Antonio. 

Sk^L How like a fawning publican he looks ! 
I hate him, for he is a Chnstian : [^Aside. 

B«t more for that, in low simplicity. 
He lends out money gratis, and brinp down 
The rate of usance here with us iu Venice. 
If I am catch him once upon the hip 
I will feed £it the ancient grudse I bear him. 
He hates our sacred nation ; and he rails [gate, 
E^en there, where merehants most do congre- 
Od me, my barons, and my well- won thrift. 
Which he calls interest. Cursed be n»y tribe^ 
Iflfasivehiiiil 



A JevSs Sanctity and Hypocrisy, 

Sky I. When Jacob graz'd his uncle Laban's 

sheep. 
This Jacob from our holy Abraham was 
(As his wise mother wrought in his behalf) 
The third possessor; ay, he was the third. 
Ant. And what of him ? did he take interest ? 
Shy I. No, not take interest ; not as you would 
Directly interest ; mark what Jacob did : [say. 
When Laban and himself were compromis'd. 
That all the eanlings, which were streak'd and 

py*d, [rank. 

Should fall as Jacob's hire,— the ewes being 
In end of autumn turned to the rams: 
And when the work of generation was 
Between those.' woolly breeders in the act. 
The skilful shepherd peel'd me certain wand?^ 
And, in the doing of the deed of kind. 
He stuck them up before the fulsome ewes ; 
Who then conceiving, did in eaning time 
Fall party-colour'd lambs, and tnose were 

Jacob's. 
This was a way to thrive, and he was blest j 
And thrift is blessing, if men steal it not. 
Ant. This was a venture. Sir, that Jacob 

serv'd for; 
A thing not in his power to brins to pass. 
But sway'd and fashioned by the nana of Hea- 
Was this inserted to make interest good ? [ven. 
Or is your gold and silver ewes and rams ? 

Shyl. I cannot tell; I make it breed asfiist: 
.But note me, signior.— 

Ant. Mark you this, Bassanio, 
The devil can cite Scripture for his purpose. 
An evil soul, producing holy witness. 
Is like a villain with a smilins cheeky 
A goodly apple, rotten at the heart : 
O, what a goodly outside falsehood hath ! 

The Jetvs Expostulation. 

Signior Antonio, many a time and oft 
In the Rialto you have rated me 
About my monies and my usances : 
Still have I borne it with a patient shrug. 
For sufferance is the badge of all our tribe. 
You call me misbeliever, cut-throat dog. 
And spit upon my Jewish gaberdine. 
And all for use of that which is my own. 
Well then, it now appears you need my 

help: — 
Go to then ; — you come to me, and you say, 
** Shylock, we would have monies;*' you sayso; 
You, that did void your rheum upon my beard. 
And foot me, as you spurn a stranger-cur 
Over your threshold : — Monies is your suit.— 
What should I say to you ? — Should I not say, 
*' Hath a dog money ? — Is it possible 
A cur can lend three thousana ducats?"— ^r 
Shall I bend low, and, in a bondman's key. 
With 'bated breath and whisp'ring humble- 
ness. 
Say this: *' Fair Sir, you spit on me on Wed« 

nesday last ; 
You spuni'd me such a day ; another time 
You call'd me dog; and for these courtesies 
I'll lend you thus much monies?*' 
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A FUlcdnt/uir Offer $ suspicious, 
I like not fair terms, and a villain's mind. 

An Apology Jor a black Complexion. 
Mislike me not for my complexion. 
The shado\v*d livery of the burnished sun. 
To whom I am a neighbour, and near bred. 
Bring mc the fairest creature northern born. 
Where Pho&bus* fire scarce thavfs the icicles. 
And let ua make incision for your love. 
To prove whose blood is reddest, his or mine. 
I tell thee, lady, this aspect of mine 
Hath &ar*d the valiant ; by my love, I swear 
The best regarded virgins of our clime 
Have lov'd it too : I would not change this hue. 
Except to steal your thoughts, my gentle 
queen. 

Merii no Match for the Caprice of Fortune. 
—Lead me to the caskets. 
To try my fortune. By this scymitar. 
That slew the sophy, and a Persian prince. 
That won three ftefdis of Sulun Solvman,— • 
I would o*erstare the sternest eyes that look. 
Out-brave the heart most daring on the earth. 
Pluck the young sucking cubs from the she- 
bear. 
Yea, mock the lion when he roars for prey. 
To win thee, lady : But, alas the while ! 
If Hercules and Lychas play at dice. 
Which is the better man } the greater throw 
May turn by fortune from the weaker hand : 
So is-Alcides beaten by his pase ; 
And so may I, blind fortune leading me. 
Miss that which one un worthier may attain. 
And die with grieving. 

Gravity assumed. 
. Bass. ■ B ut hear thee, Gratiano ; 
Thou art too wild, too rude, and bold of voice; 
Parti that become thee happily enough. 
And in such eyes as ours appear not faults : 
But where thou art not known, why there 

they^ show. 
Something too liberal ; pray thee take pain 
To allay with some cold drops of modesty 
Thy skipping spirit; lest, through thy wild 

benaviour, 
I be misconstrued in the place I go to. 
And lose my hopes. 

C^ra—*— Sign lor Bassanio, hear me : 
If I do not put on a sober habit. 
Talk with respect, and swear but now and then. 
Wear prayer-books in my pocket, look de- 
murely : 
Nay more, while grace is saying, hood mine eyes 
Thus with my hat, and sigh, and say Amen; 
Use all the observance of civility. 
Like one well studied in a sad ostent. 
To please' his grandam— never trust me more. 
The Jew's Commands to his Daughter. 

Hear you me, Jessica : [drum. 
Lock up my doors ; and when you hear the 
And the vile squeaking of the wry-oeck'd fife. 
Clamber you not up to the casemen itihen. 
Nor thrust yonr head into the publio-street. 
To gaze on Christian fools with vamish*d faces : 
But stop my house's ears i-^l meao mj case- 
ments:—— 



Let not the sound of shallow foppery enter 
My sober house. 

Shy lock* s Description qfhis Servant. 
Shyi, The patch is kind enough ; but a huge 
feeder, 
SiiaiUsIovv in profit, and he sleeps by day 
More than the wild cat. Drones hive not with 



me 



Therefore I part with him : and part with him 
To one, that I would have him help to waste 
His borrow*d purse. 

Fruition more languid than Expectation, 
O, ten times faster Venus* pigeons fly 
To seal love*s bonds new made, than tney are 
To keep oblifj^ed faith unforfeited. [wont 

Who riseth from a feast 

With that keen appetite that he sits down ? 
Where is the horse that doth untread again 
His tedious measures with the nnbated fire 
That he did pace them first? All things that are» 
Are with more spirit chased than enjoy*d. 
How like a younker, or a prodigal. 
The scarfed bark puts from her native bay, 
Hugg*d and embraced by the strumpet wmdl 
How like a prodigal doth she return ; 
With over-weather d ribs, and ragged sails. 
Lean, rent, and beggar 'd by the strumpet wind 1 

Portias Suitors. 
From the four comers of the earth they come 

To kiss this shrine, this mortal breathing saint. 
I Th* Hyrcanian deserts, and the vasty wilds 
; Of wide Arabia, are as thoroughfares 
! Now, for princes to come view fair Portia. 
I The wat*ry kingdom, whose ambitious head 

Spits in the face of heaven, is no bar 

to stop the foreign spirits ; but they come. 

As o*er a brook, to see fair Portia. 

The Parting of Friends, 
I saw Bassanio and Antonio part : 
Bassanio told him, he would make some speed 
Of his return ; he answered, *' Do not so ; 
Slubber not business for my sake, Bassanio, 
But stay the very ripins of the time : 
And for the Jew's bond, which he hath of m^ 
Let it not enter in your mind of love. 
Be merry : and employ your chiefest thoughts 
To courtship, and such fair oetents of love 
As shall conveniently become you there.** 
And even there his eye beins bis with tears, 
Turninjg his face, he put his hand behind him^ 
And with affection wondrous sensible 
He wrung Bassanio*s hand, and so they parted* 

False Judgement of the Many. 
Fortune now. 
To my heart's hope 1 — Gold, silver, and hast 

lead. [he hath.*' 

" Who chooseth me, must give and nazard all 
You shall look fairer, ere I give or hazard. 
What says the golden chest } ha 1 let me see :— « 
" Who chooseth me, shall gain what many 

men desire.** [meant 

What many men desire !— That many may bt 
Of the fool multitude, that choose by show. 
Not learning more than the fond eye doth 

teach : [martletj 

Which pries sot to the inttrior^ but, likt tte 
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Builds in the weather on the ontward wall, 
Eytii in the force and road of casualty. 
I will not choose what many men desire. 
Because I will not jump with common spirits. 
And rank nie with the barbarous multitudes. 

IJonattr ought to be conferred on Merit only, 
YThs then to thee, thou silver treasure- 
house; 
Tell me once more what title thou dost bear : 
" Who choo«eth me, shall get as much as he 

deserrcs." 
And well said too ; for who shall go about 
To cozen fortune and be honorable [sume 
Without the stamp of merit? Let none pre- 
To wear an undeserved dignity. 
O, that estates, degrees, and offices [honor 
Were not dcriv'd corruptly! and that clear 
Were purchased by the merit of the wearer 1 
How many then should cover, that stand bare ! 
How many be commanded, that command ! 
How much low peasantry would then be 
gleaned [honor 

From the true seed of honor ! and how much 
Pick*d from the chaff and ruin of the times 
To be new-vamish*d ! 

homers Messenger compared to an April Day, 

I have not seen 
So bkely an ambassador of love; 
A day in April never came so sweet. 
To snow how costly summer was at hand. 
As thb fbre-sporrer comes before his lord. 

Mutic, 
Let mosie sound, while he doth make his 
choice ! 
Then, if he lose, he makes a swan-like end. 
Fading in music. — ^That the com prison 
May stand more proper, my eye shall be the 

stream 
And wat*ry death-bed for him : he may win; 
And what is music then? Then music is,'' 
Even as the flrHnnsh, when true subjects bow 
To a new-crowned monarch : such it is 
As are those dulcet sounds in break of day. 
That creep into the dreaming bridegroom's ear. 
And summon him to marriage. 

-Now he goes 
With no less presence, but with much more 

knre, % 

Uno TOting Alcides, when he did redeem 
The %irgpn tribute paid by howling Troy 
To the tea-monster : I stand for sacrifice ; 
The rest aloof are the Dardanian wives. 
With blcarrd visages, come forth to view 
The amme of the exploit. 

A Song, On Fancy, 

TeTl me, where is fancy bred ; 
Or in the heart, or in the head ? 
How bej^ot, how nonrished ? 

Reply, 
U, 
It is eneender* d in the eyes ; 
With gazmg fed : and fancy dies 
la the cradle where it lies : 

Let us all ring fancy*s knell : 
rn bcgMi it^^-Ding ddbg, btVt* 



The Deceit of Ornament or Appearances, 

So may the outward shows be least them* 
selves. 
The world is still deceived with ornament. 
In law, what plea so tainted and corrupt. 
But, being seasoned with a gracious voice. 
Obscures the show of evil ? In religion. 
What damned error, but some sober brow 
Will bless it, and approve it with a text. 
Hiding the grossness with fair ornament ? 
There is no vice so simple, but assumes 
Some mark of virtue on his outward parts. 
How many cowards, whose hearts are all as 

false 
As stairs of sand, wear yet upon their china 
The beards of Hercules and frowning Mars ; 
Who, inward searched, have livers white aa 

milk 1 
And these assume but valor s excrement. 
To render them redoubted. Look on beauty,- 
And you shall see 'tis purchas'd by the weight, 
W^hich therein works a miracle in nature. 
Making them lightest that wear most of it. 
So are those crisped, snaky, golden locks. 
Which make such wanton gambols with the 
Upon supposed fairness, often known [wind 
To be the dowry of a second head. 
The scull that bred them in the sepulchre. 
Thus ornament is but the gilded shore 
I To a most dangerous sea ; the beauteous scarf 
I Veiling an Indian beauty; in a word, • [on 
The seeming truth which cunning times put 
T' entrap the wisest — ^Therefore, thou gaudy 

gold. 
Hard food for Midas, I will none of thee : 
Nor none of thee, thou pale and common 
drudge, [lead} 

Tween man and man : but thou, thou meagre 
Which rather threat'nest than dost promise 

aught, 
Xhy plainness moves me more than eloquence. 
And here choose I ; joy be the consequence. 

Joy on Success, 
How all the other passions fleet to air. 
As doubtful thoughts, and rash embrac'd de- 
spair. 
And shuddering fear, and green-eyed jealousy I 

love, be moderate, allay thy ecstasy : ^ 
In measure rein thy joy, scant this excess : 

1 feel too much thy blessing, make it less. 
For fear I surfeit ! 

Portias Picture, 
What find I here? 
Fair Portia's counterfeit ? What demi-god 
Hath come so near creation ? Move these eyes ? 
Or whether, riding on the balls of mine. 
Seem they in motion ? Here are sever'd lips 
Parted wuh sugar breath ; so sweet a bar [hairst 
Should sunder such sweet friends : Here in her 
The painter "plays the spider ; and hath woven 
A golden mesh t' intran the hearts of men. 
Faster than snats in coowebs : but her eyes,— 
How could he see to do them ? Having made 



one. 



Methinks it should have power to steal 
I And leave itsel( unfurnished. 



[his, 
both 
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Sticceisful Lover compared to a Conqueror, 

Like one oi'two conii:ii(]in«i( for a prize, 
That thinks he hath done well in people's eyes. 
Hearing applause and universal shout. 
Giddy in spirit, still gazing in a doubt 
Whether those peals of prai?e be his or no ; 
So, thrice fair lady, stand I even so. 
An amiulle Biide. 

Portia. ^Though for myself alone 

I would not be ambitious, in my wish. 
To wish myself much better : yet for you 
I would be trebled twenty times myself; 
A thousand times more fair, ten thousand 

times more rich ; 
That only to stand high in your account, 
I might iq virtues, beauties, livings, friends. 
Exceed account: but the full sum of me 
Is sum of nothing ; which, to term in gross. 
Is an unlesson*d girl, unschooPd, unpractised : 
Happy in this : she is not yet so old 
But she may learn ; happier than this, in that 
She is not bred so dull out she can learn ; 
Happiest of all is, that her gentle spirit 
Commits itself to yours to be direct. 
As from her lord, her governor, her king. 
Lover's Thoughts compared to the inarticulate 
Joys of a Crowd, 

Bass. Madam, you have bereft me of all 
words ; 
Only my blood speaks to you in my veins : 
Ana there is such confusion in my powers. 
As, after some oration fairly spoke 
By a beloved prince, there doth appear 
Among the buzzing, pleased multitude ; 
Where every something, being blent together. 
Turns to a wild of nothing, save of joy 
Jl^xprest and not exprest. 

Valuable Friend. 

Por. Is it your dear friend that is thus in 
trouble ? [|man, 

Bass. The dearest friend to me, the kindest 
The best conditioned and unwearied spirit 
In doio^ courtesies; and one in whom 
The ancient Roman honor more appears 
Than any that draws breath in Italy. 

Por, What sum owes he the Jew ? 

Bass. For me three thousand ducats. 

Por.^ What, no more f 
Pky him six thousand, and deface the bond ; 
Double six thousand, and then treble that. 
Before a friend of this description 
Should lose a hair through my Bassanio's fault. 
Implacable Revenge. 

1*11 have my bond; I will net hear thee 
speak, 
1*11 have my bond; and therefore speak no 

more. 
I *lt not be made a soft and dull-eyed fool 
To shake the head, relent, and sigh, and yield 
To Christian intercessors. 

Generous Friendship, 

Lor, Madam, although I speak it in your pre- 
You hare a noble and a true conceit [sence. 
Of godlike amity : which appears most strongly 
In bearing thus the absence of your lord. 
But, if you knew to whom you show this 
honor. 



How true a gentleman you send relief, 
I k)w dear a lover of my lord your husband, 
I know you would be prouder of the work 
Then customary bounty can enforce you. 

Por. I never did repent for doin^ good. 
Nor shall not now : for in companions 
That do converse and waste the time together. 
Whose souls do bear an equal yoke of love. 
There must be needs a like proportion 
Of lineaments, of manner^, and of spirit; 
Which makes me think that this Antonio, 
Being the bosom lover of my lord. 
Must needs be like my lord ; if it be so. 
How little is the cost I have bestow*d 
III purchasing the semblance of my soul 
From out the state of hellish cruelty I 
This comes too near the praising of myself: 
Therefore no more of it. 

A pert, bragging Youth. 
I 'II hold thee any wager. 
When we are both accoutred like young men, 
I *11 prove the prettier fellow of the two. 
And wear my dagger with a braver grace ; 
And speak, between the change oi man and 

boy. 
With a reed voice: and turn two mincing 

steps 
Into a manly stride ; and speak of frays. 
Like a fine bragging youth: and teil quaint 

lies, 
How honorable ladies sought my love. 
Which I denying, they fell sick and died ; 
I could not do with all ; then I'll repent. 
And wish, for all that, that I had not kill'd 

'em! 
And twenty of these puny lies I'll tell ; 
That men shall swear I've discontinued school 
Above a twelvemonth : I have within my 

mind 
A thousand raw tricks of thes^ bragging jacks 
Whi^h I will practise. 

Affectation in Words, 
O dear discretion, how his words are suited ! 
The fool hath planted in his memory 
An army of good words ; and I do know 
A many fools that stand in better place. 
Garnish 'd like him, that for a tricksy word 
Defy the matter. 

Portia's Merit, 
It is very meet 
The lord Bassanio live an upright life ; 
For, having such a blessing in his lady. 
He finds the joys of heaven here on earth ; 
And, if on earth he do not mean it, it 
Is reason he should never come to heaven. 
Why, if two gods should play some heav*nly 

match. 
And on the wager lay two earthly women. 
And Portia one — there must be something else 
Pawn'd with the other; for the poor rude 

world 
Hath not her fellow. 

The Jew's Reason for his Revenge, 
Shyl, I have possess'd your grace of what I 

purpose; 
And by our holy sabbath have I sworn 
To have the due and forfeit of my bond. 
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If JOB ieaj il, let the dan^r light 
Upon your charter and your ciiy'i TrMitoin. 
Yoo'IlVk nie, why J rather choose to ha»e 
A wFJKhi of carrion flesh, than to receive 
Three thooxand ducati : 1 '11 not aliawrr ihal 
Bat. uy, il ii my humor. U il smwcrd i 
M'hii if my hotiw be trouhltd with a rat. 
And 1 be plen'd to give ten ihnusand ducats 
To have it bBo'dr What, 



eyou a 






. . Ksping pig ; 
Some thai are mad if ihey behold a cat; 
Atidoihcn, when the bB|;-pipeiin)^ i'lh'iKMe, 
Cannot contain iheir utine for affection ; 
\ja>iera of paiaint) (way il to the mood 
Of what it likei, or loalha. Now for your 

A* (here is no firm reason to be render'd, 

Wh> he cannot abide a gaping pig ; 

n hy he, a harmless necessary cA; 

ffhv he, a woollen bagpipe; but of foice 

Mait yirld to such inevitable shame 

A. to offi-nd, himself being offended ; 

So can I give no reason, nor 1 will not, 

Mo(c than a Ind^'d hair, and a certain loathing 



I hear Ani 






er-d? 



Uajieling Itevenge, 
Yoo may as well go stand upon ihe beach. 
And bid the main flood bate his usual height ; 
Yoa may as well use questions with the wolf. 
Why be hath made the ewe hicat for the lamb; 
Yoa niaT as well forbid the mountain pines 
To wag their high toDs, and to make no noise 
VChm I hey are fretted with the gtisis of hraven ; 
You may as well do any thing most hard, 
ki seek to soften that (than which what's 
Hk Jewish heart. [harderO 

Rflaliatiim. 
Dnkt. How shall thou hope for mercy. 
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Into the iTimkG of men : thy rurri:^h spirit 
Govern'd a wolf, who, hnng'd for human 

Fi'en fro'n the fcnllnws did his fell soul fleet. 
And, whilst ihou lay'st in thy unhallow'd dam, 
Infus'd itself in thee: for thy desires 
Are wolfith, bloody. Btan'd, and ravenous. 
Shi/l. Till ihou caimt rail the seal from off 

Thou but ollend'st thy lungs lo speak so loud ; 
Repair thy wil, good youth, or it will fall 
To cureless ruin. — 1 stand here for law. 

The quality of mercy is not strain 'J ; 
Itdroppeih as a gentle rain from heaven 
Ufion the place beneath. It is twice blessed ; 
It bletseth him that gives, and him tliat takes. 
Tis niighliest in the mightiest; i I becomes 
The throned monarch twtter ihan hit crown i 
His scrptre shows the force of temporal power. 
The attribute to awe and majesty, 
VVherein doth sit the dread and fear of kings: 
But mercy is above the sceptred swaji : 
It is enthroned in ihc hearts nf kings; 
It is an attribute to God himself; 
And earlhlypowerdolh then showlikest God's, . 
When mercy seasons justice. Therefnre, Jew, 
Though juetLce be thy plea, consider this — 
That in the course of justice, none of us 
Should see salvation : we do pray for mercy ; 
And thatsameprayerdoth teach us ail to fender 
TTte deeds of mercy. 

Juilice must he mpnrlial. 
I be)eech you, 
St once the laws 10 your authoirilji ' 
To do a sreat ritcht, do a little wrong; 
And curb Ibis cruel devil of his will. 

Pot. It must not be ; there is no power to * 
Can aher a decree eslal>lished; [Venice 

Twill be recorded for a precedent ; 
And many an error, by the same example. 
Will rush into ihe state; itcaouot be. 



Skgl. Wha. Judgement shall I dread, doing Chcjrfainc,ignalicn.«^iih/,ia>dly Mrncu. 

no wroiia } ■""'• ^ "'"^ ^"" " "^" '""^ prepai d — 

B ^- . t . „ . ... f^j,^ .., . 

> this fo 



u have among you many a plirchas'd slai ., 
Which, like your asses, and your di^s and 
You use in alijcct and in slavish parls, [mules, 
Beciuse you bought them : shall [ say lo you. 
Let them be free, marry them to your heirs j 
Why sweat they under burthens? let their beds 
Be made ai soft as yours, and let their palates 
Be season'd with such viands : you will answer. 
The slaves are yours. So do I ! 
The poand of Acsfa, which I di 
Is dearly booghl 
If you deny me. 
There is no force 



1st 



d forjudgeiticnt 
»o{ffa Spi 



ndofhim, 
, and I wil) have it; 
ion your law 1 
»e decrees of Venice ; 
answer: shall I have it! 

II Argumnt fur Tram- 



Gra, Oh, be thou damn'd, inexorable dog! 
And for thy life, let justice be accus'd. 
Tbou altnoit mak'n me waver to my faith. 
To hold opinion with Pylbagotas, 
Tlui toub of pDinuiU infuM ibuiuclTei 



u well t 



)-our hand, 1 
Grieve iiol that 1 am 

For herein fortune shows herself more Vind 
Than is her custom.— It is still her use 
To let ihe wretched man outlive his wealth. 
To view with hollow eye and wrinkled brow 
An age of poverty ; froni which line' ring pe- 
Of such a misery dolh she cut me off. [nance 
Commend me to your honorable wife ; 
Tell her the process of Anionic's end ! 
Say how 1 loved you, speak me fdir in death : 
And, when the lulc is mid, bid her be judge. 
Whether Bassanio had not once a love. 
Kepent not yon that you shall lose your friend. 
And he repents not thai he pays your debt. 
Ample nii/menl. 
He is well paid that is well satisfied. 
Dacription of a Moon-light Night, vitk fnt 

Lor. The moon shines bright : in luch a 
night as this, 
^\'ben the sweet wuid did geotly kin the trees, 
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And they did make no noise ; in such a night, 
Troilus, roethinks, mounted the Trojan wall, 
And sigh'd his soul towards the Grecian tents. 
Where Cressid* lay that uight, 

Jes. In such a night, 
Did Thisbe fearfully o'ertrip the dew ; 
And saw the lion*s shadow ere himself. 
And ran away dismayed. 

Lor. In such a nign|, 
Stood Dido, with a willow in her hand. 
Upon the wild sea-hanks, and waft herHoye 
To come again to Carthage. 

Jes, In such a night, 
Medea ^thef d the enchanted herbs 
That did renew old iEson. 

Lor, In such a night 
Did Jessica steal from the wealthy Jew ; 
And with an unthrift love did run from Venice 
As far as Belmont. 

Jes. And in such a night. 
Did young Lorenzo swear he 1ov*d her well \ 
Stealins her soul with many vows of failh. 
And ne er a true one. 

Lor. And in such a nisht. 
Did pretty Jessica, like a little shrew. 
Slander her love, and he forgave it her. 
• ••••• 

How sweet the moon-light sleeps npon this 

bank ! 
Here will we sit, and let the sounds of music 
Creep in our ears : soft stillness and the night 
Become the touches of sweet harmony. 
8it, Jessica ; look, how the floor of heav*n 
^. Is thicj^nlaid with patines of bri^t gold ; 
/ There' VWt the smallest orb which thou be- 
' But in hislnotion like an angel sings, [hold'st. 

Still miiring to the young-eyed chenibims : 
, Such narmony is in immortal souls ; 
But, whilst this muddy vesture of decay 
Doth grossly close it in, we cannot hear it. — 
Come, ho, and wake Diana with a hymn ; 
With sweetest touches pierce your mistress* ear. 
And draw her home with music. 

Jes. I am never merry when I hear sweet 

music. 
« Lor. The reason is, your spirits are attentive : 
For do but note a wild and wanton herd. 
Or race of youthful and unhandled colts. 
Fetching mad bounds, bellowing and neighing 

loud. 
Which is the hot condition of their blood ; 
If they perchance but hear a trumpet sound. 
Or any air of music touch their ears. 
You shall perceive them make a mutual stand. 
Their savage eyes turn*d to a modest gaze 
By the sweet pow'r of music. Therefore the poet 
Did feisn that Orpheus drew trees, stones, and 

Roods; 
Since nought so stock ish, hard, and full of rage. 
But music for the time doth chanse his nature. 
The man that hath not music in himself. 
Nor is not mov'd with concord of sweet sounds. 
Is fit for treasons, stratagems, and spoils ; 
The motions of his spirit are doll as night. 
And his affections dark as Erebus : 
Let no lodi man be trusted. 



A good Deed compared to a Candle^ and the 
Effects of Time, Circumstances, (3tc, 

Por. How far that little eandle throws his 
beams I 
So shines a good deed in a naughty world. 

Net. When the moon shone we did not see 
the canrye. 

Por. So doth the greater glory dim the less : 
A substitute shines brightly as a king. 
Until a king l>e by ; and then his state 
Empties itself, as doth an inland brook 
Into the main of waters. Music ! hark I 

Net. It is your masic, madam, of the house. 

Por. Nothing is good, 1 see, without respect ; 
Methinks it sounds much sweeter than by day. 

Ner, Silence bestows that virtue on it,madam . 

Por. The crow does sing as sweetly as the lark 
When neither is attended; and, I think. 
The nightingale, if she should sing by day. 
When ev'ry goose U cackling, would be thought 
No belter a musician than the wren. 
How many things by reason season*d are 
To their right praise, and true perfection !^ 
Peace, ho! the moon sleeps with Endymioo, 
And would not be awak'd 1 

Moon-lirht Night. 

This night methinks. is but the day-light 
It looks a Tittle paler j *tis a day, [sick j 

Such as the day is when the sun is hid. 
Profession needless, where Intentions are 

sincere. 

Sir, you are very welcome to our house: 
It must appear in other ways than words. 
Therefore 1 scant this breathing courtesy. 
Elegant Compliment. 

Fair ladies, you drop manna in the way 
Of starved people. 

§ 7. MERRY WIVES OF WINDSOR. 

Shakspearb. 
Description of Spendthrifts, who seek to better 
their Fortunes by rich fVivn. 

He doth object, I am too great of birth ; 
And that, my state being gall'd with my ex- 
I seek to heal it only by his wealth: [pense. 
Beside these, other bars he lays before me— • 
My riots past, my wild societies ; 
And tells me, 'tis a thing impossible 
I should love thee but as a property. 

A valuable Woman loved for her own sake. 

— Wooing thee, I found thee of more value 
Than stamps in gold, or sums in sealed bags ; 
And 'tis the very riches of thyself 
That now I aim at. 

Fairies : their Rewards and Punishments. 

Cricket, toWindsorchimneysthalt thou leap: 
Where fires thou find'st unrak'd, and hearths 

unswept. 
There pinch the maids as blue as bilberry. 
Our radiant queen hates sluts and sluttery. 
Go you ; and where *s Pede ? you find a maid 
That ere she sleep hath thrice ner prayers said. 
Rein up the organs of her fantasy ; 
Sleep she as sound as careless infancy : 
But those that sleep, and think not on their sins. 
Pinch them, arms, legs, back, shoulders, sides* 
and shins. 
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J«. A MIDSUxMMER NIGHrS DREAM. 

Shakspbarb. 
Tediousnen of Expectaiion. 
Tikes How slow 
This old raiion wanes ! she lingers my desires. 
Like to a step-dame, or a dowager. 
Long withering out a joung man*s revenue. 
The Witchcrnfl of Love. 
My pacious duke, 
This Biao hath witchM the bosom of my child : 
Thoo, thou, Lysatider, thou hast given her 

rhymes. 
And interchang*d love tokens with my child : 
Thou hast by moon-light at her window sung. 
With feigning voice, verses of feigning love ; 
And stoPo the impression of her fantasy 
With bracelets of thy hair, rings, gauds, con- 
ceits, [sengers 
Knacks, trifles, nose^ys, sweetmeats, mes- 
Of strong prevailment m unharden*d youth: 
With cunning hast thou filch*d my daughter's 

heart: 
Tam*d her obedience, which is due to me. 
To ftnbbom harshness. 

A Fathers Auihoriiy, 
To you your father should be as a god : 
One that compos*d your beauties ; yea, and one 
To whom you are but as a form in wax 
Bf him imprinted ; and within his power 
To leave the figure, or disfigure it. 

Tket. Therefbre, fair Hermia, question your 

desires, 
Kdow of your youth, examine well your blood, 
Whether (if \'Ou yield not toyourfather'schoice) 
You can endure the livery of a nun; 
For aye to be in shady cloister mew*d ; 
To live a barren sister all your life, 
Chanting faint hymns to the cold fnntless 

m<ion. 
Thrice bles&ed they, that master so their blood. 
To onderBO such maiden pilgrimage 1 
But earthlier happy is the rose distil I'd, 
Than that which,withering on the virgin thorn. 
Grows, lives, and dies, in single ble»edness. 

Her, So will 1 grow, so live, so die, my lord. 
Eft I will yield my virgin-patent up 
Ualo his lordship, to whose linwish'd yoke 
My seal eonsents not to give sovereignty. 

True Love ever crossed. 
Lws, Ah me ! for aasht that e%'er I could read, 
Codild ever hear by tale or history. 
The course of true love never did run smooth : 
Bat either it was different in blood. 
Or else misgrafted in respect of years ; 
Or else it stood upon the choice of friends : 
Or, if there were a sympathy in choice. 
War, death, or sickness, did lay siege to it ; 
Making it momentary as a sound, 
Swilt as a shadow, short as any dream ; 
Brief as the lightning in the collicd night. 
That, io a spleen, unfolds both heav*n and 

earth : 
Aad, ere a man hath now*r to say — Behold ! 
The jaws of darkness oo devour it up : 
So ^ick bri^t thiogi come lo coDtosion 2 



Her. Then let us teach our trial patience. 
Because it is a customary cross, > [sighs. 

As due to love, as thoughts and dreams, anA 
Wishes, and tears, poor fancy's followers. 

Assignation, 
I swear to thee, by Cupid's strongest bow. 
By his best arrow with the golden head. 
By the simplicity of Venus' doves, [loves ; 
By that wnich knitteth sbuls, and prosfiers 
And by that fire which burnt the Carthage 

Queen, 
When the false Trojan under sail was seen ; 
By all the vows that ever men have broke. 
In number more than ever women spoke ; 
In that same place thou hast appointed me. 
To-morrow truly will I meet with thee. 

Modest and generous Eulogium qfa Rival. 
Hel, Call you me fair ? That fair again unsay: 
Demetrius loves you, fair ; O happy fair ! 
Your eyes are lode-stars, and your tongue 

sweet air 
More tunable than lark to shepherd's ear. 
When wheat is green, vy^cn hawthorn buds 

appear. 
Sickness is catching : O, were favor so I 
Yours I would catch, fair Hermia, ere I go : 
My ear should catch your voice, my eye your 

eye ; [melody. 

My tongue should catch your tongue's sweet 
Were the world mine, Demetrius being bated. 
The rest I'll give to be to you translated. 

teach me how you look ! and with what art 
You sway the motion of Demetrius* heart. 

Moon. gglP'- 

When Phoebe doth behold 
Her silver visaze in the watery glass. 
Decking with liquid pearl the bladed grass. 

Love. 
Things base and vile, holdine no (|uantlty. 
Love can transpose to form anddignity : 
Love looks not with the eyes, but with the 

mind. 
And therefore is wing'd Cupid painted blind | 
Nor hath Love's mind of any judgement taste i 
Wings, and no eyes, figure unhe^y haste; 
And therefore is Love said to be a child. 
Because in choice he is so oft besuird : 
As waggish boys in games themselves forswear; 
So the Doy Love is peijur'd every where. 

Cowslips, and Fairy Employment, 
The cowslips tall her pensioners be; 
In their gold coats spots you see ; 
Those be rubies, fairy favors ; 
In those freckles live their savors; 

1 must go seek some dew-drops here. 
And hang a pearl in every cowslip's ear. 

Puck, or Robin Good-fellow. 
I am that merry wand' rer of the night. 
I jest to Oberon, and make him smile. 
When I a fat and beau-fed horse beguile, 
Neiehing in likeness of a filly foal ; 
And sometimes lurk I in a gossip's bowl^ 
In very likeness of a roasted crab; 
And when she drinks, againtl her lips I bob. 
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Add on her wlther*d dewlap pour the ale ; 
The wibcst aunt, telling the saddest tale» 
Sometime for three^foot-stool mistakcth me ; 
Then slip I from her bum, down topples she. 
And rails or cries, and falls into a cough : 
And then the whole quire hold their hips and 
loffe ; [swear 

And waxen in their mirth, and neeze, and 
A merrier hour was never wasted there. 

Fairy Jealousy, and the Effects of it. 
These are the forgeries of jealousy ; 
And never, since the middle summer's spring, 
Met we on hill, in dale, forest, or mead. 
By paved fountain, or by rushy brook. 
Or on the beached margent ot the sea. 
To dance our ringlets to the whistling wind. 
But with thy brawls thou hast disturbed our 

sport: 
Therefore the winds, piping to us in vain. 
As in revenge, have sucK*d up from the sea 
Contagious fogs ; which, falling in the land. 
Have every pelting river made so proud, 
That they have overborne their continents. 
The ox hat therefore stretched his yoke in vain, 
The ploughman lost his sweat : and the green 

corn 
Hath rotted, ere its youth attained a beard ; 
The fold stands empty in the drowned field. 
And crows are fatted with the murrain stock \ 
The nine men's morris is f.llcd up with mud, 
And the quaint mazes in the wanton green. 
For lack of tread is undistinguishable. 
The human mortals want their winter here ; 
No nisht is now with hymn or carol blest ; 
ThcMwe the moon, the governess of floods. 
Pale in her an^r, washes all the air. 
That rheumatic diseases do abound. 
And, thorough this distcm()erature, we see 
The scasoni alter ; hoary-headed frosts 
Fall in the fresh lap of tne crimson rose ; 
And on old Hyems' chin, and icy crown. 
An od*rou8 chaplet of sweet summer-buds 
Is, as in mock'ry, set : the spring, the summer. 
The chilling autumn, angry winter, change 
Their wonted liveries, and the *mazed world 
By their increase now knows not which b 

which. 

Love in Idleness, 
Thou remembcr*st 
Since once I sat upon a promontory. 
And heard a mermaid, on a dolphm's back. 
Uttering such dulcet and harmonious breath 
That the rude sea grew civil at her song; 
And certain stars shot madly from their spheres 
To hear the sea-maid's music. 
That very time I taw (but thou couldst not) 
Flyinc between the cold moon and the earth, 
Cupid, all arm'd : a certain aim he took 
At a fair vestal, throned by the west ; 
And loos'd his love-shaft smartlv from his bow. 
As it should pierce a hundred thousand hearts. 
But I might see young Cupid's fiery shaft 
Quench a in the chaste beams of the wat'ry 



It fell upon a little western flowV, [wound. 
Before milk-white f now purpled^with love't 
And maidens call it, " Love in Idlenesss." 

Virtuous Loves Protection and Reliance, 

Your virtue is my privilege for that. 
It is not night when I do see your face. 
Therefore I think 1 am not in the night -, 
Nor doth this wood lack worlds of company > 
For you in my respect are all the world. 
Then how can it be said, I am alone, 
When all the world is here to look on me ? 

A Fairy Bank, 

I know a bank, whereon the wild thyme 
blows. 
Where ox-li[)s and the nodding violet grows ; 
Quite over-canopy'd with luscious woodbine. 
With sweet niusK-roses, and with egl.miine; 
Thcre'sleeps Titania, sometime of the night, 
Luird in these flow'rs with dances anddeligliL 

Fairy Courtesies, 

Be kind and couru ous to this gentleman : 
Hop in his walks, and gumbol in his eyes ; 
Feed him with apricots and dewberries ; 
With purple gra|>es, green figs, and mulberries ; 
The honey-bags steal from the humble bees. 
And for night-tapers crop their waxen thighs. 
And light them at the fiery glow-worm's eyes^ 
To have my love to bed, and to arise; 
And pluck the wings from piiinted butterflies. 
To fan the moon-beams from his sleeping eyes ; 
Nod to him, elves, and do him oourtebies. 

Swiftness of Fairy* s Motion, 

I K0» I go, look how I go : 
Swifter than arrow from the Tartar's bow. 

Sense of Hearing quickened hy Loss ff Sight . 

Dark night, that from the eye his fuociion 
takes. 
The ear more ouick of apprehension makes. 
Wherein it doth impair the seeing sense. 
It pays the hearing double recompense. 

Female Friendship, 

Is all the council that we two have shar'd. 
The sister vows, the hours that we have spent. 
When we have chid the hasty-footed time 
For partine us : O i and is all forzot ? 
All school-days' friendship, chi^hood inno- 
We, Hermia, like two artificial gods, fcence) 
Have with our needles created both one flower. 
Both on one sampler, sitting on one cushion i 
Both warbling oGone song, ooth in one key; 
As if our hands, our sides, voices, and minds. 
Had been incorporate ; so we grew together. 
Like to a double cherry, seeming {)arted. 
But yet an union in partition : 
Two lovely berries moulded on one stem ; 
So with two teeming bodies, but one heart ; 
Two of the first like coats in heraldry. 
Due but to one, and crowned with one crest. 



And the imperial vot'ress passed on, [moon ; I And will you rend our ancient love asunder. 
In maiden meditation, fancy free. I To join with men in scorning vour poor friend ? 

Td mark'd I what the boa of Cupid fidl : j It it oot friendly, 'tis not maiocnly : 
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Oar MX as well as I may chide you for it ; 
Though I alone do feci the injury. 

Lovers Hate the greatest Harm, 

What can you do me greater harm than hate? 

Female Timidity. 

I pray you, though you mock me, gentlemen. 
Let ner not hurt mc j I was never curst ^ 
I have no gift at all in shrewishness ; 
i im a right maid for my cowardice. 

Day'hreak, 

Night*s swift dragons cut the clouds full fast, 
And yonder shines Aurora's harbinger ; 
At whose approach, ghosts wandering here 
Trjop home to church-yards. [and there. 

Embracing, 

So doth the woodbine the sweet honey-suckle 
Gently entwist — the female ivy so 
Eorings the barky fingers of the elm. 

Dew in Flowers, 

That same dew, which sometime on the buds 
Wis wont to swell like round and orient 

pearls. 
Stood now within the pretty flov^nret's eyes 
Like tears, that did their own disgrace bewail. 

Uuntins, and Hounds, 

Tkes» We will, fair queen, up to the moun- 
Aod mark the musical confusion [tain's top. 
Of bounds and echo in conjunction. 

Hip. I was with Hercules and Cadmus once, 
Wbco in a wood of Crete they bay'd the boar 
U'itii bounds of Sparta ; never did I hear 
S\ich gallant chiding. For, besides the groves, 
Ttie ^kics, the fountains, e\'Vy region near 
Seem'd all one mutual cry } I never heard 
So musical a discord, such sweet thunder. 

Tkes. My hounds are bred out of the Spar- 
un kind. 
So flew *d, so saiuled ; and their heads are hung 
Wiih cars that sweep away the morning dew ; 
Ciook-kneeM, and dew-lapp'd, like Thessalian 
bulb, [belb, 

Si'jw in pursuit, but match'd in mouth like 
Lach under each. A cry more tuneable 
W» never balloo'd to, nor cheer d with horn. 

Fairy Motion, 
Then, my qiiee'n^ in silence sad 
Tnp we after the night's shade : 
U'c the globe can compass soon 
Srifier than the wand' ring moon. 

Conj'used Remembrance. [able. 

These things seem small and undistinguish- 
L:ke iar-off mountains turned into clouds. 

The Power of Imagination. 
The lunatic, the lover, and the poet. 
Are of imagination all compact: 
(}z.e sees more devils than vast hell can hold ; 
Txui is the madman. The lover, all as frantic. 
Seta Helen's beauty in a brow of Kgypt. 
Tbc poet's eye, in a fine phrensy rolling, 
i><h glance'from heav'n to earth, from earth to 
Arid, as imagination bodies forth [heav'n. 
The forms of diings tmknowD, the poet's pea 



Turns them to shapes, and gives to airy no- 
A local habitation and a name. [thing 

Simpleness and modest Duty always acceptable, 

Philust. No, my noble lord. 
It is not for you. I have heard it over. 
And it is nothinz, nothing in the world; 
Unless you can nnd sport in their intents. 
Extremely stretch'd, and cunn'd with cruel pain. 
To do you service. 

Thes. I will hear that play : 
For never any thing can be amiss, 
When simpleness and duty tender it. 

Hip. I love not to see wretchedness oer- 
And duty in his ser\ice perishing. [charg'd, 

Thes. Why, gentle sweet, you shall see no 
such thing. 
Our S})ort shall be to take what they mistake: 
\nd what poor duty cannot do. 
Noble respect takes it in might, not merit. 
Where I have come, great clerks have purposed 
To greet me with premeditated welcomes ; 
Where 1 have seen them shiver and -look pale, 
.Make periods in the midst of sentences. 
Throttle their practis'd accents in their fears. 
And in conclusion dumbly have broke off. 
Not paying me a welcome. Trust me, sweet. 
Out of this silence, yet, 1 pick'd a welcome: 
And in the modesty of fearful duty 
I read as much, as from the rattling tongue 
Of saucy and audacious eloquence. 
Love, therefore, and tongue-ty'd simplicity. 
In least speak most, to my capacity. 

Clock. 
The iron tongueof midnighthath told twelve. 

Night. 
Now the hungry Hon roars. 

And the wolf behowls the moon; 
Whilst the heavy ploughman snores. 

All with weary Usk fore-done. 
Now the wasted brands do glow. 

Whilst the screech-owl screeching loud. 
Puts the wretch that lies in woe. 

In remembrance of a shroud. 
Now it is the time, of night. 

That the graves, all gaping wide. 
Every one lets forth his sprignt 

In the clmrch-yard paths to glide. 
And we fairies that do run. 

By the triple Hecat'b team. 
From the presence of the sun. 

Following darkness like a dream. 
Now are frolic ; not a mouse 
Shall disturb this hallow'd hous; ; 
I am sent with broom before. 
To sweep the dust behind the door. 



§ 9. MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING. 

Shakspearb* 

Peace inspires Love. 
But now I am retum'd, and that war 
thoughts 
Have left their places vacant, in their rooms 
Come thronging soft and delicate desires. 
All prompting me how fair young Hero is. 
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FHtndskip in Love. 

Friendship is constant in all other things. 

Save in the office and afiairs of love: 

Therefore all hearts in love use their own 

Let every eye negotiate for itself, ftongues, 

t And trust no agent : beauty is a witch, 

; Against whose charms faith melteth into blood. 

Merit always modesi. 
It is the witness still of excellency, . 
To put a strange face on his own perfection. 

A Song. 
Sigh no more, ladies, sigh no more. 

Men were deceivers ever ; 
One foot in sea, and one on shore. 
To one thing constant never. 
Then sigh not so. 
But let them so. 
And be you blithe and bonny, 
Converting all your sounds of woe 
Into Hey nonny nonny. 

^ Favotsriies compared io Honey-suckles, &c. 
Bid her steal into the pleached bower. 
Where honey>suckles ripenea by the sun 
Forbid the sun to enter ; like favorites 
Made proud by princes, that advance their pride 
Against that power that bred it. 

Scheme to captivate Beatrice, 
Let it be thy part 
To praise him more than ever man did merit: 
My talk to thee must be, how Benedick 
Is sick in love with Beatrice : Of this matter 
Is little Cupid's crafty arrow made. 
That only wounds by hearsay. 

Angling, f^c. 

The pleasant*st angling is to see the fish 
Cut wiib her solden oars the silver stream. 
And greedily aevour the treacherous bait : 
So angle we for Beatrice. 

A scornftil and satirical Beauty. 

Nature never fram'd a woman's heart 
Of prouder stuff than that of Beatrice. 
Disdain and scorn ride sparkling in her eyes. 
Misprising what they look on : and her wit 
Values itself so highly, that to her 
All matter else seems weak ; she cannot love. 
Nor take no shape, nor project of affection. 
She is so self-enaear^d. 

I never yet saw man, [tur'd. 
How wise, how noble, young, how rarely fea- 
But she would spell him backward ; if fair 
fac*d, [sister ; 

She'd swear the gentleman should be her 
If black, why Nature drawing of an antic. 
Made a foul blot ; if tall, a lance ill-headed ; 
If low, an agate very vilely cut; 
If speaking, why, a vane blown with all winds j 
If silent, why^ a block, moved with none. 
So turns she crery man the wrong side out : 
And never gives to truth and virtue that 
Which simplenese and merit purchaseth. 

Slandering the Object, a Way to destroy j(f' 

J'eciion. 
No; rather I will so to Benedick, 
And oomiel him lo ^t ag^D»t hit passion s 



And, truly, 1*11 devise some honest slanden. 
To stain my cousin with ; one doth not kncnr 
How much an ill word may empoison liking. 

Beatrice" s Recantation, 

What fire is in mine ears? can this be true ? 

Stand I condemn'd for pride and scorn so 
much ? 
Contempt farewell ! and maiden pride adieu ! 

No elory lives behind the back of such. 
And, Benedick, love on, I will requite thee. 

Taming my wild heart to thy lovinz hand ; 
If thou dost love, my kindness shaU incite 
thee 

To bind our loves up in a holy band : 
For others say thou dost deserve ; and I 

Believe it better than reportingly. 

Dissimulation. 
O, what authority and show of truth 
Can cunning sin cover itself withal ! 
Comes not that blood as modest evidence 
To witness simple virtue i Would you nol 

swear. 
All you that see her, that she were a maid. 
By these exterior shows ? But she is none : 
Sne knows the heat of a luxurious bed ; 
Her blush is guiltiness, not modesty. 

Female Seeming, 
I never tempted her with word too lai^je ; 

But as a brother to a sister show*d 

Bashful sincerity and comely love. 

Her, And seem*d I ever otherwise to you f 
Clau. Out on thy seeming! I will writi 
against it : 

You seem to me as Dian in her orb ; 

As chaste as is the bud ere it be blown : 

But you are more intemperate in your blood 

Than Venus, or those pani|)er*d animals 

That rage in savage sensuality. 

An injured Lover's Abjuration iff Love, 
O Hero 1 what a hero hadst thou been. 
If half thy outward graces had been placed 
About the thoughts and counsels of thv heart! 
But fare thee well, most foul, most fair ! farew^)« 
Thou pure impiety, and impious purity I 
For thee I'll lock up all the ^tes of love. 
And on my eye-lids shall coi^ecture hang. 
To turn all beauty into thou^ts of harm. 
And never shall it more be gracious. 

A Father lamenting his Daughiers Itffmmy^ 

Do not live. Hero ; do not ope thine eyes j 

For, did I think thou wouldst not quickly dic^ 

Thought I thy spiriu were stranger than thy 

shames. 
Myself would, on the rearward of reproaches. 
Strike at thy life. — GrievM I, I had but one? 
Chid I for that at frugal nature's frame? 
O, one too much by thee ! why had I one ? 
Why ever wast thou lovely in my eyes? 
Why had I not, with chariuble hand. 
Took up a beggar's issue at mv gaUrs ? 
Who smeared thus, and mir u with infamy, 
I might have said, ''No part of it is mine ; 
This shame derives itself from unknown kiins«** 
But mine, and mine I loy'd, and mine 1 
piais*d. 
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And mioe thai I was proud on ; mine so much 
Tint I myself was to myself not mine, 

Valaiag of her ; why she O she is fallen 

hto a pit of ink* that the wide sea 
Hath drops too few to wash her clean agjain 1 
Aad ^t loo little, which may season give 
Tsher foul uimed Besh I 

lumocence discovered by Cavntenance, 

1 have mark*d 

AtboQsand blushing apparitions 

To start into her face , a thousand innocent 

shames, 
b ingel whiteness, bear away those blushes ; 
And io ^iCT eye there hath appear'd a Bre 
To bum the errors that these princes hold 
Apiou her maiden truth. Call me a fool ; 
Trust not my reading, nor my observations, 
Wlkcfa with experimental seal doth warrant 
Tbe tenor of my book ; trust not my age, 
Mj rrverence, calling, nor divinitv. 
If diis sweet lacly lie not guiltless here 
Vakr tome bitmg error. 

Resolution. 
I know not : if they speak but truth of her. 
These haiKls shall tear her : if they wrong her 

honor, 
IVc proudest of them shall well hear of it. 
Tiaie haOi not yet so dried this blood of mine, 
Xor a^ so eat up my invention. 
Not ibrtone macie such havoc of my means, 
Ner my bad life reft me sO much of friends, 
fiat they shall find» awak*d in such a kind. 
Both sueogth of limb, and policy of mind. 
Ability in means, and choice of friends. 
To qmt me of them throughly. 

The Desire of loved Oljecis heightened by their 

Loss. 
This, well carried, shall, ou her behalf 
QttDge slander to remorse ; that is some good : 
But not for that dream 1 ou this strange course, 
fiat oo this travail look for greater birth. 
She dying, as it must be so maintained, 
Upaa' the instant that she was accus'd, 
Skafl be lamented, pi ly*d, and excus'd 
Of eicnr hearer. For it so falls out. 
That what we have, we prize not to the worth 
While we enjoy it ; but being lack'd and lost, 
Wby, then we rack the value ; then we find 
TW virtne that possession would not show us 
^hile it was oors. So will it fare with Claudio : 
Vlieo he shall hear she died upon his words, 
TW idea of her life shall sweetly creep 
hia has stndy of imagination ; 
Ax4 ereiy lovely organ of her life 
Sksfl cnie apparell'd in more precious habit, 
MsR noviiig, delicate, and full of life 
iais the eye and prospect of his soul, 
TVai when she liv*dt indeed. Then shall he 
ilf e%er love had interest in bis liver) [^mourn 
latf wish he had not so accused her ; 
Ka, thoi^ he thought his accusation true. 
Lr ihb be so, and doubt not but success 
WtQ fashioa the event in better shape 
Tbtt I can lay it down in likelihood. 
Wi, if all aim hot this be levelled ^lae^ 
Tk sopptMUioa of the Udy t death 



Will (juench the wonder of her infamy ; 
And, if it sort not well, you may conceal her 
(As best beBts her wounded reputation) 
In some reclusive and religious life. 
Out of all eyes, tongues, minds, and injuries. 

Leon, Being that, alas 1 
I flow in grief, the smallest twine may lead me. 

Counsel of no W^eight in Misery. 

I pray ihee, cease thy counsel. 
Which falls into my ears as profitless 
As water in a sieve : give not me counsel ; 
Nor let no comforter delight mine ear. 
But such a one whose wrongs do suit with 

mine. 
Bring me a father that so Iov*d his child. 
Whose joy of her is overwhelmed like mine. 
And bid him s|)eak of patience : fmine. 

Measure his love the length and breadth of 
And let it answer every strain for strain ; 
As thus for thus, and such a grief for such. 
In every lineament, branch, shape, and form: 
If such a one will smile and stroke his beard. 
In sarrow wag; cry hem ! when heshouldgroan ; 
Patcii grief with proverbs ^ make mismrtune 

drunk 
With candle-wasters : bring him yet to me. 
And I of him will gather patience. 
But there is no such man ; for^ brother, men 
Can counsel, and give comfort to that grief 
Which they themselves not feel ; but tasting it» 
Their counsel turns to passion, which before 
Would give preceptial medicine to rage; 
Fetter strong madness in a silken thread ; 
Charm ach with air, and agony with words. 
No, no ; *tis all nien*s ofRce to si^eak patience 
To those that wring under the load of sorrow ^ 
But no man*s virtue, nor sHfhciency, 
To be so moral when he shall endure [sel ; 
The like himself: therefore give me no coun- 
My griefs cry louder than advertisement. 

Ant. Therein do men from children nothing 
differ. [blood : 

Leo. I pray thee,*pea€e — I will be flesh and 
For there was never yet philosopher. 
That could endure the tooth-ach patiently. 
However they have writ the style of gods. 
And made a pish at change and sufferance. 

An aged Father s Resentment of Scandal. 

Tush, tush, man ! never fleer and jest at me ; 
I speak not like a dotard nor a fool ; 
As, under privilege of age, to brag [do» 

What 1 have done, being younz, or what would 
Were I not old. Know Cluudio, to thy head. 
Thou bast so wrong d my innocent child and 
That I am fore VI to lay my rev*rencc by; [me. 
And, with gray hairs, and bruise of many aays» 
To challenge thee to trial of a man. 
I say, thou hast belied mine innocent child; 
Thy slander hath gone through and through 

her heart, ^ 

And she lies buried with her ancestors : 
! in a tomb where never scandal slept. 
Save this of hers, fram'd by thy villany. 

Talking Braggarts, 
Cla. Away« I wiU not have to (to wilh you. 
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Leo, Canst thou so dafTe me? thou haat 
kiird my child: 
If thou kill St me, boy, thou shalt kill a man. 
Ant, He shall kill two of us, and men in- 
deed: 
But that's no matter ; let him kill one 6rst : — 
Win me and wear me,— let him answer me: 
Come, follow me, boy ; come. Sir boy, follow 

me: 
Sir boy, 1 '11 whip you from your foyning fence : 
Nay, as I am a gentleman, I will. 

Leo. Brothe r [my niece : 

Ant. Content vourself. God knows, I lov*d 

And she is dead ; slandered to death by vil- 

That dare as well answer a man indeed, [fains; 

As I dare take a serpent by the tongue : 

Boys, apes, brag:garts. Jacks, mifk-sops ! — 

ifo. Brother Anthony — [them ; yea, 

Ant, Hold you content; what, man! I know 

And what they weigh, even to the utmost 

scruple : 
Scambling,out- facing, fashion-mongering boys, 
That lie, and cog, and flout,depra ve,and slander, 
Co anticly, and show outward hideousness. 
And speak off h.ilf a dozen dangerous words. 
How they might hurt their enemies, if they 
And this is all. [durst : 

No Valor in a bad Cause. 
In a false quarrel there is no true valor. 

Viliain to he noted. 
Which is the villain ? let me see his eyes ; 
That when 1 note another man like him, 
I may avoid him. 

Dirge on Hero's Death ly Slander, 
Done to death by slanderous tongues 

Was the Hero that here lies; 
Death, in guerdon of her wrongs. 

Gives tier fame which never dies ! 
So the life that died with shame 
Lives in death with glorious fame 1 

Day -break. 
The wolves have prey'd ; and look the gentle 

day. 
Before the wheels of Phosbus round about. 
Dapples the drowsy east with spots of grey. 

Time of Slander a temporary Death. 
She dy*d, my lord, but whiles her slander liv*d. 



§ 10. THE TAMING OF THE SHREW. 

Shakspearb. 

Hounds, 
Tht hounds shall make the welkin answer 
them. 
And fetch shrill echoes from the hollow earth. 

Painting. 
Dost thou love pictures ? we wil) fetch thee 
Adonis, painted by a running brook ; [straight 
And Cytncrea all in sedges hid, [breath, 

Which seem to move and wanton with her 
£*en as the waving sedges play with wind. 

Mirth and Merriment, its Advantage. 
Seeing too much sadness hath congeaTd your 
blood. 



And melancholy is the nurse of phrensy. 
Therefore they thought it good you hear % 

p^ay* . . . 

And frame your mind to mirth and merriment. 

Which bars a thousand harms and lenzthenslife. 

The Uses of Travel and Study. 

Luc. Tranio, since — for the great desire I hail 
To see fair Padua, nursery of arts — 
I am arriv*d from fruitful Lombordy, 
The pleasant garden of great Italy ; 
And, by my father's love and leave, am arm*cl 
With his good will, and thy good com|>any. 
My trusty servant, well approved in all : 
Here let us breathe, and nappily institute 
A course of learning and ingenious studies. 
Pisa, renowned for grave citizens, 
Gave me my being, and my father first, 
A merchant of great traffic thro' the world, 
Vincentio, come of the Bentivolii. 
Vincentio's son, brought up in Florence, 
It shall become, to serve all hopes conceived. 
To deck his fortune with his virtuous deeds : 
And therefore, Tranio, for the time I study. 
Virtue, and thai part of phiWsophy 
Will I apply, that treats of happiness 
By virtue s|)ecially to be achicv'd. 
Tell me thy fnind : for 1 have Pisa left. 
And am to Padua come ; as he that leaves 
A shallow plash, to plunge him in the deep. 
And with satiety s«!eK8 to quench his thirst. 

Tra. Mi perdonate, gentle master mine, 
I am in all affected as yourself; 
Glad thsTl you thus continue your resolve. 
To suck the sweets of sweet philosophy. 
Only good master, while we do admire 
This virtue, and this moral discipline. 
Let's be no stoics, nor no stocks, I pray; 
Or so devote to Aristotle's checks. 
As Ovid be an outcast quite abiur'd : 
Talk logic with acquaintance that you have. 
And practise rhetoric in your common talk : 
Music and poesy use to quicken you : 
The mathematics, and the metapnysics, [yoa t 
Fall to them as you find your stomach senrct 
No profit grows where is no pleasure ta*en !<«• 
In brief. Sir, study what.you most afifect. 
Love atjifst Sight. 

Tra, I pray. Sir, tell me— is it possible 
That love should of a sudden take such hold ? 

Luc, O, Tranio, till I found it to be tnie^ 
I never thought it possible or likely ; 
But see ! while idly I stood looking on, 
I found the effect of love in idleness : 
And now in plainness do confess to thee,-» 
That art to me as secret and as dear 
As Anna to the queen of Carthage was— 
Tranio, I burn, I pine, I perish, Tranio, 
If I achieve not this youne modest girl : 
Counsel me, Tranio, for I know thou canst; 
Assist me, Tranio, for I know thou wilt. 

Tra, Master, it is no time to chide you now. 
Affection is not rated from the heart : fso^ 
If love have touch*d you, nought remains Dot 
Redime te captum quam queas minimo. 

Travel, 

Such wind fA scatters young men thro* tha 
worlds 



Book III. 



DRAMATIC. 



621 






Tn seek their fortuneft farther than at home. 
Where small experience grows. 

fTomans Tongue, 
'Ditnk you a little din can daunt ray ears ? 
Have I not in my time heard lions roar? 
Hare I not heard thesea, pufTd up with winds. 
Rase like an angry boar, chafed with sweat ? 
Hai-e I not heard great ordnance in the field ? 
Aod heaven*s artillery thunder in the skies ? 
Have I not in a pitcned battle, heard [clang? 
Loud 'larums, neighing steeds, and trumpets* 
And do you tcU me of a woman's tongue, 
T>at fnvcs not half so great a blow to th* ear 
As will a chesnut in a farmer s fire? 

Extremes cure each other. 
Where two ragi ng fi res meet together, [fury. 
Thej do consume the thing that feeds their 
Tbough little fire grows sreat with little wind. 
Yet extreme gusts will blow out fire and all. 

Beauty, 
Say that she frown ; 1*11 say she looks as clear 
K% flDoming roses newly wash*d with dew. 

Music. 
Prepostenms ass ! that never read so far. 
To know the cause why music was ordain'd 1 
Was it not, to refresh the mind of man 
After his studies, or his usual pain ? 
Then give me leave to read philosophy. 
And* while I pause, serve m your harmony. 

ff^tfe married to all her Husbands Fortunes. 

To me she *s married, not unto my clothes: 
Coold I repair what she will wear in me, 
A) I can cnange these poor accoutrements, ' 
Twere well for Kate, and better for myself. 

Description of a mad WediUng. 

^\Vhen the priest 

Did ask if Catherine snould be his wife ; [loud, 
** Ay, bv gogs-woons,** quoth he, and swore so 
Tlat, all amaz'd, the priest let fall the book 3 
And, as he stoopt a^in to take it up, 
TVs m^l-brain'd bndegroom took him such 

a cuff [and priest ; 

That down fell priest and book, and book 
" Xow uke them up," quoth he, " if any list." 
Tram. What said the wench when he rose 

op s^ain ? [stampt and swore, 

Grrm. Trembled and shook : for why, he 
As if the vicar meant to cozen him. 
Bet, after oaany ceremonies done. 
Is calls for wine : [aboard, 

" A health,'* qooth he, as if he had been 
Carousing to his mates after a storm : 
(^idTd off the miiscadel, and threw the sops 
AJItn the vexton's face; having no other reason^ 
, Bbi that his beard Krew thin and hungerly, * 
Azid seem'd to ask his sops as he was orinking. 
Tkis doocy he took the bride about the neck, 
hai kiss*d her lips with such a clamorous 



Tbt, at the parting, all the church did echo. 

fUnseiU's Trial <ifku Wtfe in the ArHcU t(f 

Dress. 
BA. Here is the cap jfour worship did be- 



Pet. Why, this was moulded on a porrioger. 
A velvet dish ! — fie, fie! 'tis lewd and filthy: 
Why, 'tis a cockle, or a walnut-shell, 
A knack, a toy, a trick, a baby's cap ; 
Away with it : come, let me nave a bi^^r. 

Cath, I'll have no bigger ; this doth fit the 
time. 
And gentlewomen wear such caps as these. 

Pet. When you are gentle, you shall have 
And not till then. [one too. 

Hot, That will not be in haste. rs|)eak ; 

Calh, Why, Sir, I trust, I may have leave to 
And speak I will ; I am no child, no babe ; 
Your oetters have endur'd me say my mind ; 
And if you cannot, best you stop your ears. 
My tongue will tell the aneer of my heart ; 
Or else, my heart, concealing it, will break : 
And, rather than it shall, I will be free. 
Even to the uttermost, as I please, in words. 

Pet, Why thou say'st true : it is a paltry cap, 
A custard coffin, a bauble, a silken pie : 
I love thee well, in that thou lik'st it not. 

Cath. Love me or love me not, I like the cap; 
And it I will have, or I will have none. 

Pet. Thy gown? why, ay, come tailor, 
let us see *t. 
O, mercy, God ! what masking stuff is here ! 
What's this? a sleeve? 'tis like a demi-can- 



non: 



W^hat ! up and down, carv'd like an apple-tart ? 
Here *s snip and nip, and cut, and slish, and 
Like to a censer in a barber s shop : [slash. 
Why, what, o'devil's name, tailor, call'st 
thou this? [gown. 

Hor, I see, she *s like to have neither cap nor 

TaiL You bid me make it orderly and well. 
According to the fashion and the time. 

Pet, Marry, and did ; but if you be remem- 
I did not bid you mar it to the time, [ber'd. 
Go hop me over every kennel home. 
For you shall hop without my custom. Sir : 
I '11 none of it : nence 1 make your best of it. * 

Cath, I never saw a better fashioned gown. 
More quaint, more pleasing, more commend- 
able : 
Belike, you mean to make a puppet of me. 

Hie Mind alone valuable. 

Pet. Well, come my Kate ; we will unto 
your father's. 
Even in these honest mean habiliments ; 
Oor purses shall be proud, our garments poor; 
For 'tis the mind that makes the body rich : 
And as the sun breaks thro* the daltkest clouds. 
So honor peereth in the meanest habit. 
What, is the jay more precious than the lark. 
Because his featners are more beautiful ? 
Or is the adder better than the eel. 
Because his painted skin contents the eye? 
O, no, good Kate ; neither art thou the worse 
For this poor furniture and mean array. 

A lovely Woman. 

Fair, lovely maiden, young and affiible. 
More clear of hue, and far more beautiful 
Than precious sardonyx, or purple rocks 
Of amethysts, or glistering hyacinth : 
-^weet Catherine, this lovely woman— 
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Cath. Fair, lovely lady, brightand crystalline. 
Beauteous and stately as the eye-train d bird, 
As glorious as the morning wash'd with dew. 
Within whose eyes she takes her dawning 

beams. 
And golden summer sleeps upon thy' cheeks ; 
Wrap up thy radiations in some cloud. 
Lest that thy beauty make this stately town 
Unhabitable as the burninff zone. 
With sweet reflections of thy lovely face. 

Happiness attained. 

Happily I have arriv*d at last 
Unto the wished haven of my bliss. 

Others measured by ourselves. 

He that is giddy thinks the world turns 
round. 

Greyhound, 

O Sir, Lucentio slipp*d me for his grey- 
hound, [master. 
Which runs himself, and catches for his 

W\fes Submission. 
Marry, neace it bodes, and love, and qiiiet life. 
And awful rule, and right supremacy; [happy? 
And, to be short, what not, that 's sweet and 

The Wife's Duty to her Husband. 
Fie! (ie! unknit that threat'ning, unkind 
brow. 
And dart not scornful glances from those eyes. 
To wound thy lord, thy kins, thy governor ; 
It blots thy beauty, as frosts bite the meads ; 
Confounds thy fame, as whirlwinds shake fair 
And in no sense is meet or amiable. [buds, 
A woman mov*d is like a fountain troubled. 
Muddy, ill-seeming, thick, bereft of beauty. 
And while it is so, none so dry or thirsty 
Will deisn to sip, or Umch one drop of it. 
Thy husband is thy lord, thy life, tny keeper. 
Thy head, thy sovereign^ one thai cares for 
• thee. 

And for thy maintenance commits his body 
To painful labor both by sea and knd ; 
To watch the night in storms, the day in cold. 
While thou licst warm at home, secure and safe. 
And craves no other tribute at thy hands. 
But love, £iir looks, and true obedience ;•— > 
Too little payment for so great a debt. 
Such duty as the subject owes a prince. 
Even sucn, a woman oweth to her husband s 
AikI when she's froward, peevish, sullen, sour. 
And not obedient to his honest will 
What is she but a foul contending rebel 
And gncekss traitor to her loving Imd ? 
I am asham'd that women are so simple 
To ofier war where they should kneel tor peace j 
Or seek for rule, supremacy, and sway. 
When they are bound to serve, love, and ob^. 
Why are our bodies soft, and weak, and smooth. 
Unapt to toil and trouble in the world. 
But that our soft conditions and our hearts. 
Should wrfl agree with oar external paru ? 
Come, OMBe, yoo froward and unable worms! 
My mimi hath been as big as one of 3fours, 
My heart as grial ; my reason haply more, 
Tobauil/ p«dforwMtf| •adftowslbr frown: 



But now I see our lances are but straws ; 
Our strength as weak, our weakness past com 
pare; fare 

That seeming to be most, which we indeed leas 
Then veil your stomachs, for it is no boot; 
And place your hunds beneath your husband'i 
In token of which duty, if he please, [foot 
My hand is ready — may it do him ease I 

§11. THE TEMPEST. Suakspeake 

Miranda and Prospero, 

Mir, O I have suiTer'd 
With those that I saw suffer ! A brave vessel. 
Who had, no doubt, some noble creatures ho 
Dash'd all to pieces. O the cry did knock [her, 
Against my very heart ! Poor souls ! they po* 
Hud I been any god of power) I would [rish di 
Have sunk the sea within the eartli, or e er 
It should the good ship so have swallow'd, and 
The freighting souls within her. 

Pros. Wipe thou thine eyes, have comfort; 
The direful spectacle of the wreck which touch*d 
The very virtue of compassion in thee, 
I have with such provision in mine art 
So safely ordered, that there is no soul- 
No not so much perdition as an hair. 
Betid to any creature in the vessel [sink. 

Which thou heard*st cry, which thou saw*A 

Calibans Curses, 
As wicked dew, as e*er my mother bnish*d 
With raven s feather from unwholesome fen. 
Drop on you both ! a south-west blow on ye. 
And blister you all o*er ! 

I must eat my dinner. 

This island *s mine, by Sycorax my mother. 

Which thou tak'st from me. when thoa 

camest 6rst, fwouldst give roe 

Thou stroak*dst me, and maast much of me : 
Water with berries in *t, and teach me how 
To name the bigger light, and how the less. 
That burn by day and night : and then I lov'd 

thee. 
And show*d thee all the (qualities o* th* isle, 
Xlie fresh springs, brine-pits, barren place and 

fertile ; 
Curs*d be I, that I did so ! all the charms 
Of Sycorax. toads, beetles, bats, light on yoat 
For I am all the subjects that you have, [mo 
Who firstwas mine own king: and here you siy 
In thb hard rock, whiles you do keep from me 
Th' rest of th' island. 



Caliban^s Exultation qfler Prospero tells Mm 
he sought to violate the Honor qfhis Child* 
Oh, no, ho, ho !— I would it had been donet 
Thou didst prevent me, I had peopled else 
This isle with Calibans. 

Pros, Abhorred slave! 
W^'hich any print uf goodness will not take. 
Being capable of all ill ! I pity d thee. 
Took pains to make thee speak, taught thmt 

each hour 

One thing or other; when thou didst nor, 

savage, riike 

Know thine own meaning, but wouldst gapbie 

I A thing most brutiah^ I endow'd thy pnrpotet 



Book in. 



DRAMATIC. 



<kts 



Vrph wovds that made them known : hut thy 

rile race, [^Qod-nature 

Though thou didst lcarn» had that in *t which 

Could not ahide to be with; therefore wasl 

Daerrcdly confin*d into this rock, [thou 

Who hada dcierv*d more than a prison. 

Cmi. You uught me language; an<l my 

profit on 't [you 

Is, I know how to curse: the red plague rid 

For leamiog me your language ? 

Music, 
Where should this music be ? in air or earth ? 
It loonds no more : and sure it waits upon 
SooM fod of th* island. Sitting on a bank. 
Weeping again the king my father's wreck, 
Tbii music crept by me upon the waters ; 
AHning both their fury and my passion 
Wiin its sweet air. 

AneVs Song, 
Full &thom five thy father lies; 
Of his bones are coral made ; 
Those are pearls that were his eves ; 

Nothing of him that doth facie 
But doth suffer a sea chanae 
Into something rich ana strange. 
Sea Njmphs hourly nng his knell. 

Hark now I Kear them, ding, dong, bell. 

JmMU SitmpHetitf of Miranda on Jirst View 

of Ferdinand* 
Prms. Th'isk gallant, which thou seest. 
Was io the wreck : and, but be *s something 
stain'd [mighlst call him 

With jgnef, that *8 beauty s canker, thou 
A floodly person—— 
Mir. I might call him 
• A thing divine : for nothing natural 
1 crcff saw so noble. 

Fer, Most sore, the goddess 
Ofe wbom these airs attend 1 



'. There *s nothing ill can dwell in such a 
If the ill spirit hate so lair a house, (^temple : 
Goad thif^ will strive to dwell with t. 
A Lover* t Speech, 
Mj spirits, as in a dream, are all bound up. 
1^ other's loss, the weakness which I feel, 
tm wreck of all my friends, or this man's 

threats. 
To whom I am sobdu*d, ace but light to me, 
M^l^ I ImU through my prison once a day 
Bdkold this maid : all comers else o* th* earth 
Uc liberty make use of; space enough 
" I in such a prison. 

Bengnation and Gratitude* 

you. Sir, be merry ; you have cause 
wre all) of joy ; for our escape . 
beyond our lo« : our hint ot woe 
OKio » every day lome sailor*s wife. 
Bister of some merchant, and the mer- 
chant [racle, 
just oar theme of woe : but for the mi- 
an <wr preservation) few in millions 

like us: then wisely, good Sir, 
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Oar sorrow with our comfort. 



[weigh 

M of Ferdinands swimming ashore^ 
ImbI tha tutuA under hiin. 



And ride upon their backs : he trod the vrater* 
Whose enmity he flung aside, and breasted 
The surge most swoln that met him ; his bold 

head 
*Bove the contentious waves he kept, and oar*d 
Himself with his good arms in lusty strokes 
To th* shore : that o'er his wave- worn basb 

bow'd. 
As stooping to relieve him : I not doubt 
He came alive to land. 

Too severe tteproqf animadverted upon. 
The truth you speak doth lack some gentle- 
And time to speak it in : you rub the sore [nesi^ 
When you should find the plaster. 

Satire on Utopian Forms of Govemmeni, 
V the commonwealth I would by contraries 
Execute all things: for no kind of traffic 
Would I admit ; no name of magistrate ; 
Letters should not be known ; ricnes, poverty. 
And use of service, none; contracts, succession. 
Bourn, bound of land, tilth, vineyard, olive 
No use of metal, corn, or wine, or oil: [none; 
No occupation : all men idle, all : 
And women too, but innocent and pure : 
No sovereignty : 

All things m common nature should produce. 
Without sweat or endeavour ; treason, felony. 
Sword, pike, knife, gun, or need of any engine. 
Would I not have ; but nature should bring 

forth 
Of its own kind, all foison, all abundance. 
To feed my innocent people. 
I would with such perfection govern. Sir, 
To excel the golden age. 

Sleep. 
Do not omit the heavy offer of it. 
It seldom visits sorrow : when it doth. 
It is a comforter. 

A fine Aposiopesis, 
They fell together all, as by consent ; 
They dropp*d, as by a thunder-stroke. What 

might [more; 

Worthy bebastian ?-^, what might ?•— no 
And yet, methinks, I see it in thy See, 
What thou shouldst be : th* oocasioa speaka 

thee; and 
My strong imagination sees a crown 
Dropping upon thy head. 

Caliban*s Curses, 
All the infections that the suh suckt up 
From bogs, fens, flats, on Prosper fidl, and 

make him 
By inch-meal a disease 1 His smrits hear me. 
And yet I needs must curse. !But thay *11 not 

pinch, [mire* 

Fright me with urchin-shows, pitch me i* th* 
Nor lead me, like a fire-brand, m the dark 
Out of my way, unless he bid them ; hot 
For every trifle are they set upon me : . [me. 
Sometimes, like apes, that moe aocl chatter afc 
And after bite me ; then like hedge^bogi^ 

which 
Lie tumbling in my bare-foot way, and mount. 
Their pricks at my foot-ftil : sometime am I 
All wound with adders, who with clorto 

tODgUit 
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Do hi« me into madne s s \jo, now, lo ! 
Here comes a spirit of his, and to torment me. 
For bringing wood in slowly : I Ml fall flat ; 
Perchance, he will not mind me. 

Calibans Promises. 
I *ll show thee the best springs : I MI pluck 
thee berries j 
I Ml fish for thee, and get thee wood enough. 
A plague upon the tyrant that I serve ! 
I Ml bear hini no more ^tick8, but follow thee, 
Thou wondrous man. 

I pry* thee, let me bring thee where crabs grow ; 
And I with my long nails will dig thee pig-nuts ; 
Show thee a jay s nest, and instruct thee how 
To spare the nimble marmozet : I Ml bring thee 
To clust*ring filiierds, and sometimes I 11 get 
Young sea-mels from the rock. [thee 

True and unhtassed Affection. Ferdinand 

bearing a Log. 
There be some sports are painful : but their 

labor [ness 

Delight in them sets off: some kinds of base- 
Are nobly undergone : and most poor matters 
Point to rich ends. This m^ mean task would be 
As heavy to me, as Mis odious ; but [dead. 
The mistress wliom I serve, quickens what *s 
And makes my labors pleasures : O, she is 
Ten times more gentle than her father *s 

crabbed : [move 

And he 's composed of harshness. I must re- 
Some thousanos of these lop, and pile *em up. 
Upon a sore injunction. My sweet mistress 
Weeps when she sees me work : and savs, such 
Had ne*er such executor. I forget ; [baseness 
But these sweet thoughts do even reTresh my 
Most busy-less when I do it. [labors, 

Admir*d Miranda 1 
Indeed, the top of admiration : worth 
What's dearest to the world ! full many a lady 
I have eyed with beit re^rd ; and many a time 
Tbfe harmony ' of their tongues hath into 
bondage [tues 

Brought my too diligent ears ; for several Tir- 
Have I lik*d several women : never anv 
WMth so full soul, but some defect in her 
Did quarrel with the noblest grace she ownd. 
And put it to the foil : but you, O you. 
So perfect, and so peerless, are created 
Of every creature's nest. 

Mirandds offering to carry the Logt for him 
1$ peculiarly elegant. 

If you Ml sit down, [that, 

1 11 bear your logs the while ; pray give me 
I 'U carry it to the pile. 

And qfterwardt how innocent I 
— — I am a fool. 
To weep at what I *m glad of. 
I am your wife, if you will marry me : 
If not, 1 Ml die your maid : to be your fellow 
You may deny me : but 1 Ml be your servant. 
Whether you will or no. 

Pumehment ^Crimes deiwfed, not forgotten. 

For which foul deed 
The pow*n, delajiDg, not fofgettiDg^ have 



Incens*d the seas and shores, yea, all the crea- 
A gainst your peace. [turet 

Guilty Conscience. 
O, it is monstrous ! monstrous ! fit : 

Methought the billows spoke, and told me of 
The winds did sing it to me ; and the thunder. 
That deep and dreadful organ-pipe, pro- 

nounc'd 
The name of Prosper. It did bass my trespass. 
Con. All throe of them are desperate ; their 
great guilt. 
Like poison given to work a great time after, 
Now gins to bite the spirits. 

Prosper 0*1 Boast of Miranda. 
O Ferdinand, 
Do not smile at me that I boast her off: 
For thou slialt find she will outstrip all praise,* 
And make it halt behind her. 

Conlinence b^ore Marriage. ^ 
Pros. If thou dost break her virgin-knot. 
All sanctimonious ceremonies may [before 
With full and holy rite be niinister*d. 
No sweet aspersion shall the heavens let fall 
To make this contract grow j but barren hate. 
Sour-eyed disdain, and discord shall bestrew 
The union of your bed with weeds so loathly. 
That you shall hate it both ; therefore, take 
As Hymen s lamps shall light you. [heed, 

A Lovers Protestation, 
Ferd. As I hope 

For quiet days, fair issue, ana long life. 
With such love as 'tis now ; the murkiest den. 
The most opportune place, the strong*st sug- 
gestion 
Our worser genius can, shall never melt 
Mine honor into lust : to take away 
The edge of that day's celebration. 
When I shall think, or Phoebus* steeds are 
Or night kept chain'd below. [foundered. 

Passion too strong for Vows. 
Pros. Look thou be true ; do not give dal- 
liance [straw 
Too much the rein; the strongest oatns are 
To the fire i' the blood : be more abstemious. 
Or else, good-night your vow ! 

FerdinancTs Answer, 
I warrant you. Sir: 
The white, cold, virgin-snow upon my heart 
Abates the ardor of my liver. 

Vanity ofltuman Nature. 
• Pros. Our revels n6w are ended : these our 



actors 
(As I foretold you) were all spirits, and 
Are melted into air, into thin air : 
And, like the baseless fabric of this vision. 
The cloud-capt towers, the gorgeous palaoet« 
The solemn temples, the great globe itself. 
Yea all which it inherit, shall dissolve : 
And, like this insubstantial pageant faded. 
Leave not a rack behind 1 We are such stuff 
As dreams are made on ; and our little life 
Is rounded with a sleep. 

Drunkards enchanted by Ariel. 
Ariel. I told vou. Sir, they were red hot 

with drinxing ; 
So full of valor, that they smote the air 
For breathiDg ia their £M:es : beat the groaad 
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tor kissinff of their feet ; yet always bending 
Towards their project. Then I beat my tabor ; 
At which, like unback'd colts^ they prick'd 

theif ears, 
Adfancd their eye-'lids, lifted up their noses. 
At they smelt music : so t charm'd their ears. 
That, calf.iike, they my lowini^ follow^ thro* 
Tooch*d briers, sharp furzes, pricking goss, and 

thorns. 
Which enter'd their frail skins: at last I lefi'em 
r th* 61thy mantled pool beyond your cell. 
There dancing up to the chms* 

Caliban, 
Pros. A devil, a born devil, on whose nature 
Nufture can never stick ; on whom my pains. 
Humanely taken, all, all lost, quite lost ; 
And as with age his body uglier grows, 
Sa his mind cankers. 

Lighi qfFout, 

Pray vmi, tread softly, that the blind mole 
Hear a foot fdl* [may not 

Fine Seniimeni of Humanity itn Repentance. 

Jriei. — — The king, [ed ; 

His brother, and yours, abide all three distract- 
And the remainder mourning over them, 
Brim-fuU of sorrow and dismay; but chiefly 
Hifli that you term*d the good old lord Goh- 
ralo J [drops 

Ha tears run down his beards like wmtefs 
From eaves of reeds : your charms so strongly 

work em. 
That, if you now beheld them, your affections 
Would become tender. 

Prot. Dost thou think so, spirit ? 

Jriel, Mine would. Sir, were I human. 

Prm$» And mine shall. 
Hau thou, who art but air, a touch, a feeling 
Of their afflictions, and shall not myself. 
One of their kind, that relish all as sharply, 
ftMioa 93 they, be kindlier mov'd than thou 

art? 
Tho* with their high wrongs I am struck to the 

auick. 
Yet with my nobler reason, *^inst my fury 
I>o I take part , the rarer action is [nitent, 
Ib virtue than in vengeance : they bemg pe- 
Hie flole drift of my purpose doth extend 
Not a frown farther. 

Fairies and Magic. 
Ye ehres of hills, brooks, standing lakes, and 



And ve, that on the sands with printless foot 
Db cnase the ebbing Neptune, and do fly him, 
When he oomes back ; you demy-puppets, that 
^noon-shine do the green sour ringlets make. 
Whereof the ewe not bites; and you, whose 

pastime 
If lo make midnight mushrooms ; that rejoice 
To hear the solemn curfew ; by whose aid 
(Weak masters tho* ye be) I have bedimm'd 
Tht noontide sun, call*d forth the mutinous 



And 'twixt the green sea and the azur'd vault 
Sec roaring vrar : to the dread rattling thunder 
Bm9 1 giTcn fire, and rifkd Jove*s § tout oak 



With his own bolt : the strong*bas*d promon* 
tory [up 

Have I made shake : and by the spurs pluck'd 
The pine and cedar : graves at my command 
Have wak*d their sleepers ; oped and let them 
By my so potent art. [forth 

Senses returning. 
The charm dissolves apace : 
And as the mornmg steals upon the night. 
Melting the darkness, so their rising senses 
Begin to chase the ignVant fames, tnat mantle 
Their clearer reaso p 

Their understanding 
Begins to swell ; and the approaching tide 
Wul shortly 611 the reasonable shores. 
That now he foul and muddy. 

ArieTs Song. 
Where the bee sucks, there suck I ; 

In a cowsiip*s bell I lie : 
There I couch when owls do cry. 
On the bat's back I do fly 
After sunset merrily: 
Merrily, merrily, shall I live now. 
Under the blossom that hangs on the bough. 

Patience. 
Alon, Irreparable is the loss ; and patience 
Says, it is past her cure. 

Pros, I rather think, [grace. 

You have not sought her help ; of whose soft 
For the like loss, 1 have her sovereign aid^ 
And rest myself content. 

§ l«. TWELFTH NIGHT, or WHAT 

YOU WILL. SHAKSPBARBi 

Music and Love, 
If music be the food of love, play on. 
Give me excess of it ; that, surfeiting. 
The appetite may sicken, and so die. 
That strain again : — it had a dying fall : 
O, it came o*er my ear, like the sweet south. 
That breathes upon a bank of violets. 
Stealing, and giving odour ^Enough; no 

more; 
*Tis not so sweet now as it was before. 
O spirit of love, how quick and fresh art thou I 
That, notwithstanding thy capacity 
Recciveth as the sea, nought enters there. 
Of what validity and pitch soever. 
But falls into abatement and low price, 
Kven in a minute I So full of shapes is &ncy. 
That it alone is high fantastical. 

Love, in reference to Hunting. 
O, when my eyes did see Olivia first, 
Methought she purg'd the jir of pestilence; 
That instant was I turn'd into a nart: 
And my desires, like fell and cruel hounds. 
E'er since pursue me. 

Natural Affection akin to Love, 
O, she, that hath a heart of that fine frame 
To pay this debt of love but lo a bmiher. 
How will she love, when the rich golden shaft 
Hath kiird the flock of all affections else 
That live in her; when liver, brain, and heart. 
These sovereign thrones, are all supplied, and 

fiird 
(Her sweet perfections) with one self-king 1 
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Xh^mipiian qf Sebastian t Escape, 
'» ■ I saw your brother, 
Most provident in peril, bind himself [tice) 
(Courage and hope ooth leaching him the prac- 
To a strong mast, thut liv'd upon the sea ; 
Where, like Arion on the dolphin's back, 
I saw him hold acquaintance with the waves. 
So long as I could see. 

Actions qf the Great always talked of, 
X ou know 
Wht^t great ones do, the less will prattle of. 

Outward Appearance a Token qf inward f Forth, 

There b a fair behaviour in thee, captain ; 
And, though that nature with a beauteous wall 
Doth oft close in pollution, yet of thee 
I will believe, thou hast a mind that suits 
With this thy fair and outward character. 

A beautiJUl Boy, 
Dear lad, believe it ; 
For they shall yet belie thy happy years. 
That say, thou art a man ; Diana's lip 
Is not more smooth and rubious ^ thy small 

P>P«. 
Is as the maiden's organ, shrill and sound. 

And all is semblative a woman's part. 

Beauty, 
*Tis beauty truly blent, whose red and white 
Kature's own sweet and cunning hand laid on : 
Lady, you are the crueFst she anve. 
If you will lead these graces to the grave. 
And leave the world no copy. 

Extreme Love. 
My lord and master loves you : O, such love 
Could be but recompensed, though you were 
The nonpareil of beauty. [crown'd 

Character qfa nolle Gentleman, 
Yet I suppose him virtuous, know him noble. 
Of grttit estate, of fresh and stainless youth ; 
In voices well divulg'd, free, Icarn'd, and 

valiant. 
And, in dimension, and the shape of nature, 
A gracious person ; but yet I cannot love him ; 
He might nave took his answer long ago. 

Refolved Love, 
Olio, —Why, what would you? 
Vio. Make me a willow cabin at your gate. 
And call upon my soul within the house : 
Write royal cantos of contemned love. 
And sing them loud even in the dead of night; 
Holla your name to the reverberate hills. 
And make the babbling gossip of the air 
Cry out, Olivia I O, you should not rest 
Between the elements of air and earth. 
But you should pity me. 

Disguise. 
Disgntse, I see, thou art a wickedness. 
Wherein the pregnant enemy does much. 
How easy is it, for the proper &lse 
In women's waxen hearts to set their forms ! 
Alas ! our frailty is the cause, not we ; 
For, such as we are made of, such we be. 

Serious Music most agreeable to Lovers. 
Now, good Cesario, but that piece of song. 
That old and antique song we heard last night : 
Hetbought, it did relieve my passion much^ 



More than light airs and recollected terms 
Of these most brisk and giddy- paced times. 

True Love, 

Duke, Come hither, boy, if ever thou shalt 
In the sweet ))angs of ii remember me: [love. 
For such as 1 am, all true lovers are : 
Unstaid and skittish in all motions else. 
Save in the constant image of the creature 
That isbelov'd. — How dost thou like this tone! 

yio. It gives a very echo to the stat 
Where love is thrond. 

In Love, the fVomen should be youngest. 

Too old, by heaven 1 Let still the woman 
take 
An elder than herself; so wears she to him. 
So sways she level in her husl>and*8 heart. 
For, boy, however we da praise ourselves. 
Our fancies are more giddy and un6rm. 
More longing, wavering, sooner lost and won. 
Than women's are. 

rio. I think it well, my lord. [thyself, 

Duke, Then let thy love be younger than 
Or thy affection cannot hold the bent : 
For women a^e as roses ; whose fair flower. 
Being onc^e display'd, doth fall that very hour. 

Character qfan old Song, 
Mark it, Cesario, it is old and plain : 
The spinsters and the knitters in the sun. 
And the free maids that weave their thread 

with bones. 
Do use to chant it ; it is silly sooth. 
And dallies with the innocence of love 
Like the old age. 

Song, 
Come away, come away, death. 

And in sad cypress let me be laid : 
Fly away, fly away, breath ; 

1 am slain by a fair cruel maid. 
My shroud of white stuck all with yew, 

O, prepare it ; 
My part of death no one so true 

Did share it. 
Not a flower, not a flower sweet. 

On my black coflin let there be strown ; 
Not a friend, not a friend greet [throwB: 

My poor corpse, where my bones shall he 
A thousand, thousand sighs to save. 

Lay me, O where 
Sad true lover ne'er find my grave. 
To weep there. 

Concealed Love. 

Duke, There is no woman's sides 
Can bide the beating of so strong a passion 
As love doth give my heart: no woman's 

heart 
So big, to hold so much ; thev lack retention. 
Alas 1 their love may be call'a appetite- 
No motion of the liver, but the f^Iate.-^ 
That suffers surfeit, clojrment, and revolt : 
But mine is all as hunery as the sea. 
And can digest as much : make no compare 
Between that love a woman can bear me« 
And that I owe Olivia. 

f^o. Ay, but I know— 

Duke, What dost thou know ? [qw% ; 

Fio» Too well what love women to mca mwj 



Boos III. 



DRAMATIC. 



087 



Tn faith, they are as true of heart as we. 
My father had a daughter ]ov*d a man. 
As it migtit be, perhnps, were I a woman^ 
I should your lordship. 
Duke And what's her history? [love, 

Fio. A blank, my lord: she never told her 
But let concealment, like a worm i* th* bud. 
Feed on her damask cheek : she pin'd in 

thought; 
And, with a green and yellow melancholy, 
Sbe sat like Patience on a monument, 
Soulingat grief. 

A Jes/er, 
Thb felknr b wise enough to play the fool ; 
And to do that well, craves a kind of wit : 
He mast obsene their mood on whom he jests. 
The oualitj of persons and the time ; 
And like tne haggard, check at every feather 
That comes before his eye. This is a practice. 
As full of labonr as a wise man*s art : 
for folly, that he wisely shows, is fit ; 
Batsriacmcn*sfbllyfairn quite taints theirwit. 



Flattery, its iit Effects. 
My servant. Sir! Twas never meriy world, 
Sfooe lowly-feigning was calFd compliment. 

Unsought Love, 
Cevrio, br the roses of the spring, 
Br imdhooa, honor, truth, and every thing, 
I lore thee so, that, maugre all thy pnde. 
Nor wit, nor reason, can my passion hide. 
i>r> not extort thy reasons from this clause. 
For that I woo, thou therefore hast no cause : 
Bnt rather reason thos with reason fetter: 
L<»«e soci^ht is good, but giv'n unsought is 
better. 

Ingratitude, 
Am, Is*t possible, that my deserts to you 
Can lack persuasion ? Do not tempt my misery, 
Lnt that it make me so unsound a man. 
As to upbraid you with those kindnesses 
That I have done for you. 

Fio. I know of none ; 
Nor know I joa by \oice, or any feature : 
I hale ingravitude more tn a man, 
IVb lying, vainness, babbling drunkenness. 
Or amy taint of vice, whose strong corruption 
Inhabitt oar frail blood. 

Deformity in the Mind, 
Amt. But O, how vile an idol proves this god ! 
Thou hast, Sebastian, done good feature shame. 
Id nature there's no blemisli but the mind ; 
Noof can be call'd deform'd but the unkind: 
Virtue is beauty; but the beauteous evil 
Are empty trunks, oerflourish'd by the devil. 

ignarmnea of ourselves : — One Drunkards 

Hejtectian on another. 
Then he's a rogue. After a passy-roeasure, 
I hate a dmoken rogue. [orapuvin. 



{ 13. THE TWO GENTLEMEN OF 

VERONA. >HAKSP£ARB. 

The Jduaniages of Travel, Isfc. 
VuL CEASB'lopemiade, my loving Protheus ; 
BoBe-Jtcepiog youth have ever koneiy wiu : 



Wer *t not affection chains thy tender days 
To the sweet izloiices of thy honored love, 
I rather would entreat thy company. 
To see the wonders of the worlo abroad. 
Than, living dully sluggardiz'd at home. 
Wear out thy youth with shapeless idleness ; 
But, since thou lov'st, love still, and thrive 

therein. 
Even as I would, when I to lore begin, [adieu ! 
Pro. Wilt thou begone? Sweet Valentine, 
Think on thy Protheus, when thou haply seest 
Some rare note-worthy object in thy travel : 
Wish me partaker in thy happiness. 
When thou dost meet good-hap 3 and, in thy 
If ever danger do environ thee, [danger. 

Commend' thy grievance to my holy prayers. 
For I will be thy beadsman, Valentine. 

The Evils of being in Love. 
To be in love, where scorn is bousht with 

rns, [moments mirth, 

, with heart-sore sighs ; one fading 
With twenty watchful, weary, tedious nights. 
If haply won, perhaps, a hapless gain 3 
If lost, why then a grievous labor won ; 
However, but a folly bought with wit. 
Or else a wit by folly vanquished. 

Love commended and dispraised. 

Pro. Yet writers say, as in the sweetest bud 
The eating canker dwells, so eating love 
Inhabits in the finest wits of all. 

Fal. And writers say, as the most forward 
Is eaten by the canker, ere it blow, [bud 

Even so by love the young and tender wit 
Is turn*d to folly ; blasting in the bud. 
Losing his verdure even in the prime. 
And all the fair effects of future hopes. 

Pro. He after honor hunts, I after love: 
He leaves his friends, to dignify them more: 
I leave myself, my friends, and all for love. 
Thou, .Tulia, thou hast metamorphos'd me : 
Made me neglect my studies, lose my time. 
War with good counsel, set the world at 

nought ; 
Made wit with musing weak, heart-sick with 
thought. 

Lovefrotrard and dissembling. 

Maids, in modesty, say No, to that [Ay. 
Which they would have the proflf'rer construe 
Fie, fie ! how wayward is this foolish love. 
That, like a testy babe, will scratch tlie nurse^ 
And presently, all humbled, kiss the rod 1 

The Advantages of Travel. 
Pant. He wonder d that your lordship 
Would suffer him to spend riis youth at home. 
While other men, of slender reputation. 
Put forth iheir sons to seek jfHvferment out: 
Some to the wars, to try their fortune there; 
Some, to discover islands far away ; 
Some, to the studious uniirersities. 
For any, or for all these exercises. 
He said, that Protheus, your son, was meet; 
And did request me to iin{X)rtuiie you. 
To let him spend his time no more at home. 
Which would be great impeachment to his age 
in having known no travel in hia youth. 

%% % 
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Ani, Nor need*st thou much importune me 
to that 
Whereon this month I have been hammering, 
I have considered well his loss of time ; 
And how he cannot be a perfect man. 
Not being tried and tutor a in the world : 
Experience is by industry achieved. 
And perfected by the swift course of time. 
Love compared to an April Day. 
Of how this spring of love resembleth 
Th* uncertain glory of an April day ; 
Which now shows all the beauty of the suh, 
. And by and by a cloud takes all away ! 

An accomplished youns Gentleman. 
His years but young, but nis experience old ; 
His head unmeliow*d, but his judgment ripC} 
And, in a word (for far behind his worth 
Come all the praises that I now bestow),* 
He is complete in feature, and in mind. 
With all good grace to grace a gentleman. 

Contempt oj Love punished. 
I have done penance for contemning love : 
Whose high imperious thoughts have punish'd 
With bitter fasts, with penitential groans, fme 
With nightly tears, and daily heart-sore sighs i 
For, in revenge of my contempt of love. 
Love hath chas'd sleep from my enthralled eyes. 
And made them watchers oi my own hearths 

sorrow. 
O gentle Protheus, love*8 a mighty lord ; 
And hath so humbled me, as, 1 confess. 
There is no woe to his correction. 
Nor to his service, no such joy on earth ! 
Now no discourse, except it be of love ; 
Now can I break my fast, dine, sup, and sleep 
Upon the vef^ naked name of love. 

Love fed by Praise. 
—Call her divine. 
Pro. I will not flatter her. 
Fai. O flatter me: for love delights in praises; 

Lover's Wealth. 
Not for the world : why, man, she it mine 
And I as rich in having such a jewel, [own : 
As twenty seas, if all their sancls were pearl. 
The water nectar, and the rocks pure gold. 

True Love jealous. 
For love, thou know*flt, is full of jealousy. 

Love compard to a waxen Image. 
Now mv love is thaw*d. 
Which, like a waxen image *^intt a fire. 
Bears no impression of the thing it was. 

Unheetf/ul Vows to he broken. 
Unheedful vows may hecdfully be broken ; 
And he wants wit that wants resolved will 
To learn his wit to exchange the bad for better. 

Opposition to Love increases ii, 
Jul. A true devoted pilsrim is not weary 
To measure kingdoms witn his feeble steps ; 
Much less shall she tlut hath love's wings to 

fly; 
And when the flight is made to one so dear. 
Of such divine perfection, as Sir Protheus. 
Lue. Better forbear, till Protheus make 
return. ^ fsotU's food ? 

Jul. Oh,4tnow*fl thou not, hb looka are my 



Pity the dearth that I have pined in. 
By longing for that food so long a time. 
Didst thou but know the inly touch of love. 
Thou wouldst as soon go kindle fire with snow* 
As seek to quench the Bre of love with words. 

Luc. I dfo not seek to quench your love*s 
But (qualify the fire's extreme rage, [hot fire ; 
Lest It should burn above the bounds of reason. 

Jul. The more thou damm'st it up, the more 
it burns : 
The current, that with gentle murmur glides. 
Thou know'st, being stopp'd, impatiently doth 
But when his fair course is not hindered, [rage ; 
He makes sweet music with the enameird 
Giving a gentle kiss to every sedge [stones. 
He overtaketh in his pilgrimage ; 
And by so many winding nooks he strays 
With willing sport to the wide ocean. 
Then let me go, and hinder not m}i course 
I 'II be as patient as a gentle stream. 
And make a pastime of each weary step. 
Till the last step have brought me to my love : 
And there I'll rest, as, after much turmoil, 
A blessed soul doth in Elysium. 

A faithful and constant Lover. 

His words^re bonds, his oaths are oracles ; 
His love sincere, his thoughts immaculate ; 
His tears, pure mettsengers sent from his heart; 
His heart as far from fraud, as heaven from 
earth. 

Gifts prevalent with Woman. 
Win her with gifts, if she respect not words; 
Dumb jewels, often, in their silent kind. 
More than quick words, do move a woman's 
mind. 

Flattery prevalent with Woman. 
Flatter and praise, commend, extol their 

graces; 
Tho* ne er so black, say they have angels* faces. 
That man that hath a tongue I say is no man. 
If with his tongue he cannot win a ^oman. 

A Lovers Banishment. 
And why not death, rather than live in tor* 
To die is to be banished from myself: [ment? 
And Sylvia is myself. Banish'd from her. 
Is self from self; a deadly punishment I 
What light is light, if Sylvia be not seen ? 
What joy is joy, if Sylvia be not by? 
Unless it be to think that she is by. 
And feed upon the shadow of perfection. 
Except I be by Sylvia in the night. 
There is no music in the nightingale: 
Unless I look on Sylvia in the day. 
There is no day for me to look upon« 
She is my essence ; and I leave to be. 
If I be not by her fair influence 
Fotter'd, illumin'd, cherish'd, kept alive. 

A beautiful Person petitioning (in vain). 

. Ay, ay ; and she hath oflered to the doom 
(Which unrevers'd stands in efiectual force) 
A sea of melting; pearl, which some call tears : 
Those at her fatner*s churlish feet she tender'dl ; 
With them, upon her knees, her humble sell ^ 
Wringing her hands, whose whiteness to be- 
cminethem. 
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As if bot now they waxed pale for woe : 
But neither bended knees, pure hands held np. 
Sad sishs, deep groans, nor silver-shedding tears. 
Could penetrate her uncom passionate sire. 

Hope. . 
Hope is a lover*8 staff; walk hence with that: 
And iDanage it against despairing thoughts. 

Love compared io a Figure on Ice. 
This weak impress of love is as a figure 
Trenched in ice, which, with an hour's heat. 
Dissolves to water, and doth lose his form. 
Three Things hated by fVomen. 
Pro. The best way is, to slander Valentine 
With falsehood, cowardice, and poor descent : 
Tliree thin^QS that women highly nold in hate. 
DuJke. Ay, but she *11 think, that it is spoke 
Fro. Ay, if his enemy deliver it; [in hate. 
Therefore, it must, with circumstance, be 

spoken 
By one whom she esteemeth as his friend. 

The Power of Poetry with Women. 
Say* that upon the alur of her beauty 
VoQ sacrifice your tears, your sighs, your heart: 
Write, till your ink be dry ; and with your tears 
MoUt it again ; and frame some feeling line. 
That may discover such integrity: — 
For Orpheus* lute was strung with poet's 
smews ; [stones, 

Whojie ^olded touch could soften steel and 
Make tif^rs tame, and huge leviathans 
Fonake unsounded deeps to dance on sands. 

Song. 
Who is Sylvia ? what is she. 

That all our swains commend her ? 
Holv, fair, and wise is she : 

Tike heavens such grace did lend her. 
That she might admired be. 

b she kind as she is fair ? 

For beauty li\es with kindness : 
Lore doth to her eyes rejiair. 

To help him of his blmdncss ; 
And, being helped, inhabits there. 

Then tu Sylvia let us sing. 
That Sylvia is excelling ; 
She excels each mortal thing 

Upon the dull earth dwelling : 
To her let us garlands bring. 
A Lover t Rest. 
Jul. And so, good rest. 
Pro. As wretches have o'er night. 
That wait for execution in the morn. 

True Love. 
Thyself hast lov*d : and I have h^ard thee say. 
No grief did ever come so near thy heart, 
Af when thy lady and thy true love died, 
Upon wboae grave thou vow'dst pure chastity. 
Beauty neglected and lost. 
But since she did neglect her looking-glass, 
Aod threw her sun-expelling mask away, 
Tbe air hath stan'd the roses in her cheeks, 
had pioch'd the lily-tincture of her face. 
The Power qf Action, 
And, at that time 1 made her weep a-good, 
¥v I did pby a lamentable part : 
Madam, 'twas Ariadne, passioning 
For TlicMat* perjury, and uDJmt li^t ; 



Which I so lively acted with my tears. 
That my poor mistress, moved therewithal. 
Wept bitterly; and, would I might be dead 
If 1 in thought felt not her very sorrow ! 
JVomen sacred even to Banditti. 
Fear not ; he bears an honorable mind. 
And will not use a woman lawlessly. 
A Lover in Solitude. 
How use doth breed a habit in a man ! 
This shadowy desert, nnfrec^uented woods, 
I better brook than flourishing peopled towns. 
Here can I sit alone, unseen of any. 
And to the nightingale's complaining notes 
Tune my distresses, and record my woes. 
O, thou that dost inhabit in my breast. 
Leave not the mansion so long tenuntless ; 
Lest, growing ruinous, the building fall. 
And leave no memory of what it was ; 
Repair me with thy presence, Sylvia : 
Thou gentle nympii, cherish thy forlorn swain. 
Love unreturned. 
What dangerous action, stood it next to. 
death. 
Would I not undergo for one calm look ? 
O, 'tis the curse in love, and still approv'd. 
When women cannot love where they're be- 

lov'd. 
Infidelity in a Friend^ and Reconciliation on 

Repentance, 
Vol. Treacherous man I [mine eye 

Thou hast beguil'd my hopes ; nought but 
Could have persuaded me : now I dare not say, 
I have one friend alive; thou wouldst dis- 
* prove me. [hand 

Who should be trusted, when one's own right 
Is perjur'd to the bosom ? Protheus, 
1 am sorry, I must never trust thee more. 
But count the world a stranger for thy sake. 
The private wound is deepest. 

Pro. My shame and guilt confound me.— 
Forgive me, Valentine: if hearty sorrow 
Ik a sufRcient ransom for offence, 
1 tender it here ; I do as truly suHer, 
As e'er I did commit. 

Val. Then I am paid ; 
And once again I do receive thee honest. — 
Who by re|)entance is not satisfied, 
Is nor of heaven nor earth. 

Inconstancy in Man, 
O heaven ! were man 
But constant, he were perfect : that one error 
Fills him with faults. 

A worthy Gentleman. 
Now by the honor of my ancestry, 
I do anplaud thy spirit, Valentine, 
And trunk thee worthy of an empress* love. 
Know then, I here forget all former griefs. 
Cancel all grudge, repeal thee home again. 
Plead a new state in thy unrivall'd merit 
To which I thus subscribe — Sir Valentine, 
Thou art a gentleman, and well deriv'd : 
Take thou thy Sylvia, for thou hast deserv'd 
Reformed Exiles. [her. 

These banished men 
Are men endued with worthy qualities ; 
Th^ are reformed, civil, full of good. 
And fit for great employment, worthy lord. 
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$ 14. THE WINTERS TALE. 

SUAKS PEARS. 

YotUhful Friendship and Innocence. 
Wi were, fair queen, [behind. 

Two lads that thought there was no more 
But such a day to-morrow as to-day, 
And to be boy eternal. [sun, 

We were as Iwinn'd lambs, that did frisk i' th* 
And bleat theone at th* other ; what we chang'd. 
Was innocence for innocence ; we knew not 
The doctrine of ill-doing ; nor dream*d. 
That any did : had we pursued that life. 
And our weak spirits ne'er been higher rear'd. 
With stronger blood we should have answcr'd 

Heaven 
Boldly — ** Not guilty i" the imposition cleared. 
Hereditary ours. 

Praise, tit Influence on IFomcn, 
Cram us with praise, and make us 
At iaX as tame things : one good Oec<l, dying 

tongueless. 
Slaughters a thousand, waiting upon that : 
Our praises are our wages : you may ride us 
W^itn one soft kiss a thousand furlongs, ere 
With spur we heat an acre. 

Nature, 

How sometimes nature will betray its folly, ' 
Its tenderness : and make itself a pastime 
To harder bosoms ! 

A Father 8 Fondness for his Child, 
Leon. Are you so fond of your young prince 
Do seem to be of ours ? [as we 

Pol. If at home. Sir, 
He*8 all my exercise, my mirth, my matter -. 
Now my sworn friend, and then mine enemy; 
My parasite, mv soldier, statesman, all : 
He makes a July*s day short as December : 
And, with his varying childness, cures in me 
Thoughts that jvould thick my blood. 

Faithful Service, 
Cam, In your affairs, my lord. 
If ever I were wilful negligent. 
It was mv folly : if indubtriously 
I playM tbe fool, it was my negligence. 
Not weighing well the end : if ever fearful 
To do a thing, where I the is!>ue doubted. 
Whereof the execution did cry out 
Azainst the non-performance, *twas a fear 
Wnich oft infects the wisest ; these, my lord. 
Are such allow*d in6rmitie8, that honesty 
Is never free of. 

Jealousy, 
Is whispering nothing? 
Is leaning cheek to cheek ? is meeting noses? 
Kissing with inside lip ? stopping the career 
Of laughter with a sigh } (a note infallible 
Of breaking honesty : ) horsing foot on foot ? 
Skulking in ooroers? wishmg clocks more 

swift ? 
Hours, minutes? noon, midnieht? andalle3re8 
Blind with the pin and web, but theirs, theirs 

onlv [thing ? 

That would, onseen, be wicked ? Is this no- 
Why, then the world, and all that's in*t, it 

nothins ; 
The covcxiogtty if nothing) BobcBua oolhingi 



My wife is nothing : nor nothing have these 
If this be nothing. [ noihingiSy 

King-killing detestable, 

^To do this deed 

Promotion follows : if I could 6nd example 
Of thousands that had struck anointed kings. 
And flourished after, Td not do*t ; but since 
Nor brass, nor stone, nor parchment^ bears not 
Let villany itself forswear it. [one. 

The Effects of Jealousy, 
This Jealousy 
Is for a precious creature 1 as she *8 rare. 
Must it be great ; and, as his person's mighty. 
Must it be violent : and as he does conceive 
He is dishonor'd by a man, which e^er 
Professed to him, why, his revenges must 
In that be made more bitter. 



Knowledge sometimes hurtful. 
There may be in thi* cup 
A spider steep*d, and one may drink, depart, 
Anu yet partake no venom ; for his know* 
Is not infected : but if one pres<rnt [ledge 

Th* abhorr'd insredientto his eye, make known 
How he hath drunk, be cracks his gorsc, his 
With violent hefts. [si<ks. 

Calumny, 
Praise her but for this her without-<kK)r 
form 
(Which, on my faith, desenes high speech) 
and strai}<ht [brands. 

The shrug, the hum, or ha; these pretty 
That calumny doih use;-— O! 1 am out. 
That mercy does : for calumny will fear 
Virtue itself — ihebe shrugs, these hums, and 

[tween. 



las, 



When you have said, she 's goodly, come be- 
Ere you can say she*s honest. 

Fortitude and Iftnnc0nc€, 
Iler. Do not weep, good fools ; 
There is no cause : when you shall know your 

mistress 
Has deserx-ed prison, then abound in tears. 
As i come out : this action, I now go on. 
Is for my better grace. 

Honesty and Honor. 

Here's ado. 
To lock up honesty and honor from 
The access of gentle visitors. 

The Silence of Innocence eloquent. 
The silence often of pure innocence 
Persuades, when speaking fails. 

Affectionate Child, 

To see his nobleness ! 
Conceiving the dishonor of his mother. 
He straight declined, droop*d, took it deeply : 
Pasten'd and fix*d the shame on't in himself! 
Threw ofl" his spirit, his appetite, his sleep. 
And downright languish*a. 

Child resembling his Father, 
Beboki, my lords. 
Although the print be little, the whole mattet 
Aiui copy of tne £uher, eye, nose, lip, 
The trick of his frown* ms forehead : najr the 
valley, [smiles ; 

ThepieUydimpteiofU0chiB,andGheiik; his 
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The Tcry mould and frame of hand, nail, finger: 
And ihou, good goddess nature, which hast 

.made it 
So like to him that got it, if thou hast 
The ordering of tlie mind too, *mongst all 

colors 
No yellow in*t ; lest she suspect, as he does. 
Her children not her husband's ! 

An Infant to be exposed. 

Come on, poor babe : [vens 

Some pow*rful spirit instruct the kites and ra- 
To be thy nurses ! Wolves and bears, they say, 
Caurog their savageness aside, have done 
Like oflices of pity. 

Htrmione pleading her innocence. 

It pow*rs divine 
Bdiold our human actions (as they do), 
I doubt not then, but innocence shall make 
False accusation blush, and tyranny 
Tremble at patience. You, my lorcf, best know 
(W1k> will seem least to do so) my past life 
Hath been as continent, as chaste, as true. 
As I am now unhappy ; which is more 
Than hbtory can pattern, though devis'd. 
And play*d to take specutors; for behold me,— 
A fellow of the royal bed, which owe 
A moiety of the throne, a ^;reat king's daughter. 
The moUier to a hopeful prince^— here standing. 
To |»rate and ulk of life, and honor, Tore 
Who please to come and hear. For life, I 
prize it [honor, 

As I wei^h ^ief, which I would spare; for 
Tis a denvative from me to mine. 
And only that I stand for. I appeal 
To your own conscience. Sir, before Polixenes 
Came to your court, how I was in your grace. 
How merited to be so ; since he came. 
With what encounter so uncurrent I 
Have strain*d, to appear thus : if one jot beyond 
The bound of honor ; or, in act, or will. 
That way inclining; harden'd be the hearts 
Of all that hear nie, and my near st of kin 
Ciy, fie, upon my grave ! 

A Wifei Lots of all Things dear, and Contempt 

of Death. 

Le^. Look for no less than death. 

Her. Sir, spare your threats ; 
ITie bug, which you would fright me with, I 

seek. 
To me can life be no commodity; 
The crown and comfort of my life, your favor, 
I do give lost ; for I do feel it sone. 
But know not how it went. My second joy. 
And first-fruits of my body, from his presence 
I an barr*d like one infectious: my third 

comfort, 
Scarr'd most imluokily, is from ray breast. 
The iDDocent milk in its most innocent mouth. 
Haled oat to murther: Myself on every post 
ProclaimM a strumpet ; with immodest hatred. 
The child-bed privile^ denied, which 'longs 
To wtMDeo of all fashion: lastly, hurried 
Here to this place, i* the open air, before 
I have got strength of limit. Now, my lieg^. 
Tell me what bkniiigB I hare here aHre^ 



Tliat I should fear to die; therefore proceed. 
But yet hear this, mistake me not,^no; life» 
f prize it not a straw : but for mine honor^ 
(Which I would free) if 1 shall becondemn'd. 
Upon surmises ; all proofs sleeping else. 
But what your jealousies awake; I tell you, 
'Tis rigor, and not law. 

Despair of Pardon, 
But, O thou tyrant ! 
Do not repent these things ; mr they are heavier 
Than all thy woes can stir : therefore betake 

thee 
To nothing but despair. A thousand knees^ 
Ten thousand years together, naked, fasting. 
Upon a barren mountain, and still winter, 
In storm perpetual, could not move the gods 
To look tnat way thou wert. 

An Account rfa Ghost" s appearing in a Dream. 
I have heard (but not believed), the spirits 
of the dead 
May walk again : if such thing be, thy mother 
.Appeared to me last night; for ne'er was dream 
So like a waking. To me comes a creature> 
Sometimes her head on one side, some another; 
I never saw a vessel of like sorrow. 
So fiird, and so becoming ; in pure white robes 
Like very sanctity, she did approach 
My cabin where 1 lay : thrice bow'd before me. 
And, gnsping to begin sonie speech, her eyes 
Became two spouts : the fury spent, anon 
Did this break from her: *' Good Antigonus, 
Since fate, aoainst thy better disposition. 
Hath made thy person for the thrower out 
Of my poor babe, according to thine oath ; 
Places remote enough are in Bohemia, 
There weep, and leave it crying: and, for the 

babe 
Is counted lost for ever, Perdita 
I pr'ythee call it : for this ungentle business. 
Put on thee by my lord, thou ne'er shalt see 
Thy wife Paulina more." And so with shrieks. 
She melted into air. Affrighted much, 
I did in time collect myself; and thought 
This was so, and no slumber. Dreams are toys i 
Yet, for this once, ye^j superstitiously, 
I will be squar'd by this. 

An Infant exposed. 

Poor wretch. 

That, for thy mother's fault, art thus expos'd 
To loss, and what may follow ! Weep I cannot. 
But my heart bkeds: and most accurs'd am I, 
To be by oath enjoin'd to this. — Farewell! 
The day frowns more and more ; thou art tike 

to have 
A lullaby too rough : I never saw 
The heavens so dim by day. 

Deities trantformedfor Love, 
The gods themselves. 
Humbling their deities to love, have taken 
The shapes of beasts upon them. Jupiter 
Became a bull, and bellow'd ; the green Nep- 
tune 
A ram, and bleated ; and the fire-rob'd god. 
Golden Apollo, a poor humble swain. 
As I seem now: their transformations 
Were never for a piece of beauty rarer; 
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Nor in a wa^ so chaste: since my desires 
Run not before mine honor ; nor my^lusts 
Bum hotter than my faith. 

Miatrest of the Sheep'shearing, 
Shep. Fie, daughter ! wheti my old wife 

liv*d, upon 
This day, she was both i)antler, butler» cook ; 
Both dame, and servant; welcomed all; servM 

all: [here. 

Would sing her song, and dance her turn : now 
At upper end o* the table, now i' the middle; 
On his shoulder, and his: her face o* fire 
Witli labor ; and the thing she took to quench 

it. 
She would to each one sip: you are retir*d. 
As if you were a feasted one, and not 
The hostess of the meeting. Pray you, bid 
These unknown friends to us welcome, for it is 
A way to make us better friends, more known. 
Come quench your blushes and present your 

self [on. 

That which you are, mistress o* the feast: come 
And bid us welcome to vour sheep-shearing. 
As your good flock shall prosper. 

A Garland for old Men* 

Per. Reverend Sirs, 
For you there 's rosemary, and rue : these keep 
Seeming, and savor, all the winter long ; 
Grace, and remembrance, be unto you both. 
And welcome to our shearing ! 

Per. Shepherdess, 
( A fair one are you) well you fit our ages 
With flowers of winter. 

hature and Art. 

Per. Sir, the year growing ancient— 
Not yet on summer s death, nor on the birth 
Of trembling winter; the fairest flowers o* the 

season 
Are our carnations, and streakM gilly-flow*rs. 
Which some call nature's bastards : of that 

kind 
Our rustic garden *s barren ; and I care not 
To get slips of them. 

Pol. Wherefore, gentle maiden. 
Do you neglect them ? 

Per. For 1 have heard it said. 
There is an art, which, in their piedness, shares 
With great creatinK nature. 

PoL Say, there be •, 
Yet nature is made better by no mean. 
But nature makes that mean: so, o*er that art. 
Which, you say, adds to nature, is an art 
That nature makes. You see, sweet maid, we 

marry 
A gentle cyon to the wildest stock ; 
And make conceive a bark of baser kind 
By bud of nobler race : This is an art 
Which does mend nature— change it rather*. 
The art itself is nature. [but 

Per. So it is. 

Pol. Then make your garden rich in gilly- 
And do not call them bastards. [flowers, 

A Garland for a middle aged Man. 

Per. rU not put 

The dibble in earth, to let one slip of them ; 
No mpre tban^ were I painted^ I would with 



This youth should say, *twerc well ; and only 
Desire to breed by me.— [theiefoie 

Here 's flowers for you ; 
Hot lavender, mints, savory, marjoram ; 
The maryeold that goes to bod with the aun. 
And with nim rises, weeping; these are flowen 
Of middle summer ; and, 1 think, they aregiveo 
To men of middle age* 

A Garland for Young 5Ien, 

Cam. I should leave grazing, were I of yoar 
And only live by gazing. [flock. 

Per. Out, alas! 
You *d be so lean, that blasts of January 
Would blow you through and through. Now, 

my fairest friend, 
I would I had some Bowers o* the spring, that 

might [youra; 

B^ome your time of day ; and yours, and 
That wear upon your virsin-branches yet 
Your maiden- heads growiiifg: — O, Proserpina, 
For the flowVs now, that, frighted, thou leit*st 
From Di8*s waggon ! daffodils [fall 

That come before the swallow dares, and take 
The winds of March with beauty, violets, diiu. 
But sweeter than the lids of Juno*s eyes. 
Or Cytlierea's breath ; pale primroses. 
That die unmarried, ere they can behoU 
Bright Phcehus in his strength, a malady 
Most incident to maids ; bold oxiips, and 
The crown imperial ; lilies of all kinds. 
The flower-de-luce being one! O, these I lack. 
To make you garlands of; and, my sweet 
To strew him o*er and o*er. [friend, 

Fol. What like a corse ? 
Per. No, like a bank, for love to lie an4 

play on ; 
Not like a corse : or if — not to be buried. 
But quick and in mine arms. 

A Lover t Commendation, 

What you do, - [sweet. 

Still betters what is done. When you speak, 
rd have yon do it ever : when you sing, 
I'd have you buy and sell so; so give alms; 
Pray so ; and, for the ordering your affairs. 
To sing them too. When you do dance, 1 wish 

you 
A wave o* the sea, that you might ever do 
Nothing but that ; move still, still so. 
And own no other function : each your doing. 
So singular in each particular. 
Crowns what you're doing in the present deeds. 
That all your acts are queens. 

Honest IVooing. 

Per. O Doricles, 
Your praises are too large : but that your youth. 
And the true blood which peeps so fairly 

through it,' 
Do plainly give you out an unstain'd shepherd ; 
With wisdom I might fear, my Doricles, 
You woo'd me the false way. 

Fol. I think, you have 
As little skill to tear, as I have purpose 
To put you to *t. But, come ; our dance, I pray : 
Your hand, my Perdita : so turtles pair. 
That never mean to part. 
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True Love, 
They call him Doricles ; and he boasts him- 
To have a worthy feeding: but I have it [self 
Upon his own report, and I believe it ; 
He looks like tooth : he says he loves my 

daughter ; 
I think so too ; for never gaz*d the moon 
Upon the water, as he*ll stand, and read, 
As't were my daughter's eyes: and, to be plain, 
I think . there-is not half a kiss to choose. 
Who loves another best. 

Presents liitle regarded by real Lovers. 
PoL ' How now, fair shepherd ? 
Yoar heart is full of something that does take 
Your mind from feasting. Soothe when I was 

young. 
And handed love as yon do, I was wont 
I To load my she with knacks: I would have 
ransack'd 
The pedLir s silken treasury, and have pour*d it 
To her accepunce : you have let him go, 
^ And nothing marted with him. If your lass 
^ Inierpreiatioo should abuse, and call this 
Your lack of love, or bounty, you were straited 
For a reply, at least, if you make care 
Uf happy holding her. 

Flo. Old Sir, I know 
Si^ prizes not such trifles as those are : 
T!ie giftt, she looks from me, are pack*d and 

lock-d 
Up in roy heart ; which I have given already. 
But ooc deiiver*d. (), hear me breathe my love. 
Before thn ancient Sir, who, it should seem. 
Hath sometime lov*d : I take thy hand ; this 

hand 
Af foft as d«>ve*s down, and as white as it, 
Or Ethiopian's tooth, or the fann'd snow. 
That's (>olted by the northern blast twice o*er. 

Tender Affection. 
Were I cfown'd the most imperial monarch. 
Thereof most worthy ; were I tne fairest youth 
That ever made eye swerve ; had force, and 
knowledge [them, 

M«we than was ever man's — I would not prize 
Without her love : for her, employ them all ; 
Coaimend them, and condemn them to her 
Or k> their own perdition. [ser\'ice, 

A F^ttur the best Guest at his Sons Nuptials, 

Methinks, a father 
Is, at the nuptials of his son, a suest [more ; 
That best becomes the table. Pray you, once 
Is aoc year father grown incapable 
Of icaKKiable affiurs ? Is he not stupid 
With Mf/t, and altering rheums ? Can he speak ? 

iunow aian from man ? dispute his own estate ? 

Lies be not bed-rid I and a^xn does nothing. 

Bat what be did, being childish ? 

Fim, l^a, good Sir I 
fit has his hwth,and ampler strength, indeed. 
Than most hare of his age. 
Pmi, By my white beard 
Toa aStr nim, if this be so, a wrong 
Sonethtng un61ial : reason, my son, 
SteoidclBooae himself a wife; but as good rea- 
1W£itbef (all wfagie^ it Bathing ebe [son, 



But fair posterity) should hold some counsel 
In such a business. 

Rural Simplicity . 
I was not much afeard : for once or twice, 
J was about to speak : and tell him plainly. 
The self-same sun that shines upon his court 
Hides not his visage from our cottage, but 
Looks oa all alike : 

Selfish old Man, 
O, Sir, 
You have undone a man of foursrore-three. 
That thought to fill his grave in quiet; yea^ 
To die upon the bed my father died. 
To lie close by his honest bones ; but now 
Some hangman must put on my shroud, and 
Where no priest shovels in dust. [lay uie 

Prosperity the Bond, Affliction the Looser, of 

Love, 
Prosperity's the very bond of love, [ther 
Whose fresh complexion and whose heart toge- 
Affliction alters. 

Self- Conceit, 

^n/. How blestare we that are not simple men! 
Yet nature mi^ht have rtiade me as these are } 
Therefore I will not disdain. 

Self" Reproach, and too severe Reproof, 

Cle. At the last, [evils ; 

Do, as the heavens have done; forget your 
With them forgive yourself. 

Leo, Whilst I remember 
Her and her virtues, I cannot forget 
My blemishes in them ; and so still think of 
Tnc wrong I did myself; which was so much. 
That heirless it hath made my kinzdom ; and 
Destroy'd the sweefst companion, that e'er man 
Bred his hopes out of. 

Pau, True, too true, my lord ; 
If, one by one, you wedded all the world. 
Or, from tlie all that are, took something good. 
To make a perfect woman ; she, you kul d. 
Would be unparallel'd. 

Leo. I think so. Kill'd I 
She I kill'd I I did so : but thou strik'st roe 
Sorely, to say I did , it is as bitter 
Upon thy tongue, as in my thought: now« 
Say so but seldom. ^ood now, 

Cle. Not at all, good lady : 
You might have spoken a thousand things, that 

would 
Have done the time more benefit, and grac*d 
Your kindness better. 

Love more rich for what it gives, 

Leo. I might have look'd upon my queen's 
full eye ; 
Have taken treasure from her lips^-p « 

Pau. And left them 
More rich, for what they yielded* 
A captivating fVoman, 
— — This is a creature. 
Would she begin a sect, might quench the zeal 
Of all professors else ; make proselytes 
Of who she but bid follow. 

Anguish of Recollection for a lost Friend. 

Pr'^thee no more; cease; thou know'st. 
He dies to me again, when talk'd of: sure. 
When I shall lee this geatlemaQ, thy t^^eoohM 
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Will bring me to consider that, which may 
Unfurni&h me of reason. 

Effects of Beauty. 
The blessed gods. 
Purge all iDfection from our air, whibt you 
Do climate here 1 

A Statue, 
What was he, that did make it? 5^, my lord, 
Would YOU not deem it breathed? ana that 

those veins 
Did verily bear blood ? 
Masterly done : 

The very life seems warm upon her lip. 
The fixture of her eye has motion in't. 
As we were mock*d with art. 

— Still, methinks, [chisel 

There is an air comes from her : What fine 
Could ever yet cut breath ?— Let no man mock 
ForXwill kiss her. [me. 

Affliction to a penitent Mind pleasing, 
Pau, I am sorry, Sir, I have thus far stirr*d 
But I could afflict you further. [you : 

Leo, Do, Paulina; 
For this affliction has a taste as sweet 
As any cordial comfort. 

IFidow compared to a Turtle, 

I an old turtle, [there 

Will wing me to some withered bough ; and 
My mate, that's never to be found again. 
Lament till I am lost. 



§ 15. ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA. 

Shakspbare. 
Antonys Sqftnest. 

His captain's heart. 
Which in the scuffles of great fighu hath burst 
The buckles in his breast, reneges all temper ; 
And is become the bellows, and the fan. 
To cool a gip>sy's lust. 

Lovey the Nobleness qf L\fe. 

Let Rome in Tiber melt ! and the wide arch 
Of the rang*d empire fall 1 here is my space; 
Kingdoms are clay; our dungy earth alike 
Feeds beatt as man : the nobleness of life 
Is, to do thus ; when such a mutual pair. 
And 8U£h a twain can do*t ; in whicn, I bind 
On pain of punishment, the world to weet. 
We stand up peerless. 

Lover's Praise. 

Fie, wrangling queen ! 
Whom every thing becomes, to chide, to laugh, 
.To weep ; whose every passion fully strives 
To make itself, in thee, fair and admired 1 

Great Minds respect Truth, [teller. 

Mes. The nature of bad news infects the 

Ant, When it concerns the fool or coward. — 

On : [thus : 

Things that are past are done, with m^— 'tis 

Who tells me true, thoush in his tale lie death, 

I hear him as he Aatter*d. [tongue ; 

Speak to me home, mince not the general 

Nune Cleopatra as she s caird*in Rome : 

Rail thou in Fulvia's phrase ; and taunt my 

faulu [lioe 

With such fuU UecDce, as both txnch and na- 



Have pow*r to utter^ O, then we bring forth 
weeds [told us. 

When our quick winds lie still, and our ills 
Is as our caring. 

Things lost valued. 
Forbear me.— 
There's a great spirit gone ! Thus did I desire it: 
What our contempts do often hurl from us. 
We wibh it ours again ; the present pleasure. 
By revolution lowering, does become 
Tlic opposite of itself : she's good, being gone; 
The hand could pluck her l)ack, that sihov'd 
her on. 
The Mutahilitu qfthe People. 
Our slippery people 
(Whose love is never link'd to the deserver, . 
Till bis deserts are past) begin to throw 
Pompey the Great, and all his dignities. 
Upon nis son ; who, high in name and pow*r. 
Higher than both in blood and life, stands up 
For the main soldier. 

Cleopatra s contemptuous Raillery, 
Nay, pray you, seek no color for your going. 
But bid farewell, and go : when you sued 

staying. 
Then was the time for words : no going then- 
Eternity was in our lips and eyes ; [poor. 
Bliss in our brows* bent ; none our parts so 
But was a race of heaven : they are so still. 
Or thou, the greatest soldier in the world. 
Art turn'd the greatest liar. 

Cleopatra's anxious Tenderness* 

Ant. I'll leave you, lady. 

Cleo. Courteous lord, one word. 
Sir, you and I must part — but that's not it: 
Sir, you and 1 have lov'd — but there's not it ;— 
That you know well : something it is I would-^ 
O, my oblivion is a very Antony, 
And I am all- forgotten. 

Cleopatra's Wishes for Antony on Parting* 
Your honor calls you henoe ; 
Therefore be deaf to my unpity'd folly. 
And all the gods go with you ! Upon your 

sword 
Sit laurel'd victory 1 and smooth success 
Be strew'd before your feet ! 

Antony s Vices and Virtues. 
Lep. I must not think 
There are evils enouj^ todarkenall his goodness: 
His faults, in him, seem as the spots of hcaTcn, 
More fiery by night's blackness ; hereditary. 
Rather than purcnas'd ; what hecannot change^ 
Than what he chooses. « 

Cces, Youare too indulgent. Let as grant it 

is not 
Amiss to tumble on the bed of Ptolemy ; 
To sive a kingdom for a mirth ; to sit 
Ana keep the turn of tippling with a slate } 
To reel tfie streets at noon, and stand the bvftl 
With knaves that smell of sweat: say, thk 

becomes him, 
(As his composure must be rare indeed. 
Whom these things cannot blemish) yet naU 

AnUmy 
No way ezense his foils, when we do bear 
Sositatwatgmahitiightticss. Ifheftir4 
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Htt Tacancy with his volttptuousness, 
FoO surfeits, and tlie dryness of bis bones, 
Cftil on him for*t: but to coufound such time. 
That drums him from his sport, and speaks as 
As his own state and ours — ^'tis to be chid [loud 
As we rate boys, who, being mature in know- 
Icdp, [sure, 

Fnvn' their experience to their present plea- 
And so rebel to judgement. 

Antooy, 

Leare thy lascirious wassels. When thou once 

Wert beaten from Modena, where thou slew'st 

Hirtius and Pansa, consuls, at thy heel 

Did (amine follow; whom thou fought*st against. 

Though daintily brought up, with patience 

more 
TTian savages could suffer: Thou didst drink 
The stale of hones, and the gilded puddle 
Which beasts would cough at. Thy palate 

then did deign 
The roughest berry on the rudest hedge ; 
Yea, like the stag, when snow the pasture 
sheets, [Alps, 

The barks of trees thou browsed*st *. on the 
It i« reported, thou didst eat strange flesh. 
Which some did die to look on : and all this 
0t wuoiMk thine honor that I speak it now) 
Was bcHiie to like a soldier, that thy cheek 
So much as lank'd not. 



Cietpatra on the absence qf Antony. 
O Charmian, [sitshe ? 

Where thiok'st thou he is now ? stanoshe? or 
Or does he walk ? or is he on his horse ? 
O happy horse, to bear the weisht of Antony I 
Do bravely, horse ! for wot*st thou whom thou 

mov*st ? 
The <lemi- Atlas of this earth, the arm 
And burgonet of man. He's speaking now. 
Or murmuring, " Where's my serpent of old 
For so he calls me ; now I feed myself [Nile ?'* 
Wiih most delicious poison : think on me 
That am with Phoebus* amorous pinches black ; 
And wrinkled deep in time ! Broad-fronted 

Caesar, 
When thuo wast here above the ground, I was 
A morsel for a monarch ; and great Pompey 
Woold stand, and make his eyes grow in my 

brow; 
There would he anchor his aspect, and die 
With lookii^ op his life. 

Messengert from Lovers grateful. 
How much unhke art thou Mark Antony ! 
Tec, coming from him, that great medicine hath 
Wifh his unct gilded thee. 

Aniowfs Lone and Dissipation. 
Ale, Good fnend, quoth he, 
Sav, ** Xbe firm Roman to great Egypt sends 
Tl&is treasure of an oyster ; at whose toot. 
To ■triMl the petty present, I will piece 
&v <»paleot throne withf kingdoms ; all the 

Si^thosB, shall call bet mistress.** Sohe nodded, 
Aod soberly did mount an arm-gaunt steed. 
Who ficigh*<i io high, that what I would have 
Wat beastly dumh id by hka. [spoke 



Cle. What, was he sad, or merry ? 
Ale. Like to the time o* th* year, between 
the extremes 
Of hot and cold ; he was nor sad or merry. 

Cle. O well-divided disposition ! — Note him. 
Note hitn, good Charmian, 'tis the man ^ but 

note him. 
He was not sad ; for he would shine on those 
That make their looks by his ; he was not 

merry; 
Which seem d to tell them, his remembrance lay 
In Egypt with his joy : but beiw(;en both : 
O heavenly mingle I — Be 'si thou sad or merry. 
The violence of either thee becomes; 
So does it no man else. 

The Vanity of human fVishes. 
Pom. If the great gods be just, they shall 
The deeds of justest men. [assist 

Men. Know, wortny Pompey, 
That what they do delay, they not deny. 

Pom. Whiles we are suitors to their throne. 
The. thing we sue for. [decays 

Men. We, ignorant of ourselves, 
Begoftenourown harms, which the wise pow*rs 
Deny us for our good ; so find we profit. 
By losing of our prayers. 
Pompey s IVish for Antony's Captivity in 

Pleasure. 
Pom. I know they are in Rome together. 
Looking for Antony: butall the charms of love. 
Salt Cleopatra, soften thy wan lip ! 
Let witchcraft join with beauty, lust with both ! 
Tie up the libertine in a field of feasts, 
Keep his brain fuming : Kpicurean cooks 
Sharpen with cloyless sauce his afi))etite ; 
That sleep and feeding may prorogue his honor. 
Even till a Lethe'd didness. 

Antony s Soldiership, 
Pom. ■ \lenas, I did not think. 



This amorous surfeiter woukl have don'd his 
For such a petty war : his soldiership [helm 
Is twice the oilier twain : but let us rear 
The higher our opinion, that our stirring 
Can from the lap of Egypt's widow pluck 
The ne*er lust-wearied Antony. 

Antonyms ingenuous Acknowledgement. - 
Art. The article of my oath— 
C(Bs. To lend me arms and aid, when I r^ 
quir*d them ; 
The which you both denied. 

Ant. Neglected, rather ; [me up 

And then, when poison*d hours had bound 
From my own knowledge. As nearly as I. 

may, 
I '11 play the penitent to you : but mine honestv 
Shall not make poor my greatness, nor my pow r 
Work without it. Tnah is, that Fulvia, 
To have me out of Egypt, made wars here ; 
For which myself, the lenorant motive, do 
So far ask pardon, as bents mine honor 
To stoop in such a case. 

Lep. Tis nobly spoken. 
Description of Cleopatra's Sailing down the 

Cydnus. 
The barge she sat in, like a burnish*d throOe^ 
fiurn'd on the water : the poop was beaten gnkL 
Purple the sails, and so perfumedt that . x 
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The winds were love-sick with them : th' oars 
were silver : [made 

Which to the tune of flutes kept stroke, and 
The water which they beat, to follow faster. 
As amorous of their strokes. For her own 
It beggar*d all description : she did lie [person. 
In her pavilion (clotn of gold, of tissue), 
0*er-picturing that Venus, where we see 
The tancy out-work nature. On each side her 
Stood pretty dimpled boys, like smiling Cu- 
pids, 
With divers-colorM fans, whose wind did seem 
To fflow the delicate cheeks which they did cool. 
And what they undid, did. 
jigr. O rare for Antony ! 
Eno. Her gentlewomen, like the Nereids, 
So many mermaids, tended her i* th* eyes. 
And made their bends adornings. At the helm, 
A seeming mermaid steers ; the silken tackle 
Swell witn the touches of those flow'r-sofi 

hands 
That yarely frame the office. From the barge 
A stran^^e mvisible perfume hits the sense 
Of the adjacent wharfs. The city cast 
Her people out upon her; and Antony, 
Enthroned i' th* market-place, did sit alone, 
Whistling to th' air ; wnich, but for vacancy. 
Had gone to gaze on Cleopatra too. 
And made a gap in nature. 

Cleopatra s infinite Power in pleasing. 
Age cannot wither her, nor custom sule 
Her infinite variety : other women cloy 
The appetites they feed ; but she makes hungry, 
Where most she satisfies. For vilest things 
Become themselves in her, that the holy priests 
Bless her when she is riggish 

The unsettled Humor of Lovers, 
Enter Cleopatra^ Charmian, Iras, and Alexas, 
Cleo, Give me some muMc; music, moody 
Of us that trade in love. [food 

Omnes, The music, ho ! 

Enter Mardian the Eunuch, 
Cleo, Let it alone : let*s to billards : come, 

Charmian. 
Char, My arm is sore, best play with Mar- 
dian. 
Cleo. As well a woman with an eunuch 

. P'ay, [Sir. 

As with a woman ; come— you'll play with me. 

Mar. As well as I can. Madam. 

Cleo. And when good will is show*d, tho* 
it come too short. 
The actor may plead pardon. 1*11 none now :— 
Give me min« angle — we'll to the river: there. 
My music playing far off, I will betray 
Tawny-finn*d fishes ; my bended hook shall 

pierce 
Their slimy jaws ; and, as I draw them up, 
1 11 think tnem every one an Antony, 
And say. Ah, ha ! you are caught. 

Char. *Twa8 merry, when 
You wa^r*d on your angling; when your 

diver 
Did hang a salt-fish on his hook, \vhich he 
With fervency drew up. 

Cleo, That time i— O times 1 
I laugh*d him out of patience ^ and that night 



I laugh'd him into patience: and next mom. 
Ere the ninth hour, I drunk him to his bed ; 
Then put my tires and mantles on him, whilst 
I wore his sword Philippan. 

Ambition, jealous of a too successful Friend, 
O Silius ! Silius ! 
J have done enough : a lower place, note well. 
May make too great an act: for learn this, 

Silius, 
Better to leave undone, than by our deed 
Acquire too high a fame, when him we senre*f 
away. 

Octavias Entrance, what it should have leen. 
Why have you stolen upon us thus ? You 
come not 
Like Caesar's sister : the wife of Antony 
Should have an army for an usher, and 
The neighs of horses to tell of her approach. 
Long ere -she did appear: the trees by th* way 
Should have borne men ; and expectation 

fainted. 
Longing for what it had not: nay, the dust 
Should na\'e ascended to the root of heaven 
Rais'd by our populous troops- But you are 

come 
A market-maid to Rome ; and have prevented 
The ostentation of our love, which, lefl uq« 

shown. 
Is often left unlov'd ; we should have met 

you 
Bv sea and land ; supplying ev'ry stage 
With an augmented greeting. 

fromen. 
Women are not 
In their best fortunes strong ; but want will 
The ne*er-touch*d vestal. [perjure 

Fortune forms our Judgement, 
I see man's judgements are 
A parcel of their fortunes ; and things outward 
To draw the inward quality after them, 
Tb suffer all alike. 

Loyalty. 
Mine honesty and I begin to square. 
The loyalty well held to fools does make 
Our faith mere folly : yet, he that can endure 
To follow with allegiance a fall'n lord. 
Does conquer him tnat did his master conquer. 
And earns a place i' the story. 

JVisdom superior to Fortune, 
Wisdom and fortune combating together. 
If that the former dare but what it can. 
No chance may shake it. 

Vicious persons infatuated ly Heaven, 
When we in our viciousness grow hard, 
(O misery on*t!) the wise gods seal our eyet 
In our own filth, drop our clear judgementi^ 

make us 
Adore our errors ; laugh at us ; while we ttml 
To our confusion. 

Fury expels Fear, \p^^ 

Now he*ll outstare the lightning. To be fis# 
Is to be frighted out of fear : and, in that mooiL 
The do\'e will peck the estridge ; and I tee ttia 
A diminution m our captain's brain 
Restores his heart : when valour preyt on reason 
It eats the sword it fights with« 
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A Matter taking Leave qfhis Servants* 
Tend me to-night ; 
May be, it is the period of your duty : 
Haply, you shall not see roe more ; or if,-^ 
A mangled shadow. Perchance to-morrow 
Vou''Il serve another master. I look on you 
As one that takes his leave. Mine honest 

friends, 
I turn you not away ; but, like a master, 
Married to your good service, stay till death : 
Tend me to-ni^ht two hours, I ask no more. 
And the gods yield you for it. 

Earhf Rising the Way to Eminence, 
This roorninsy like the spirit of a youth 
That means to oe of note, begins betim^. 
Aaiomy to Cleopatra on his return with Fictorv. 
O, thou day o* th* world, [all. 

Chain mine arm*d neck ; leap thou, attire and 
Through proof of harness to my hearty and there 
iUde on tne pants triumphing. 

Loathed L\fe, 
O sovereign mistress of true melancholy. 
The poisoQOus damp of night dispunge upon 
That lifcy a very rebel to my will, [me ; 

May hang no longer on me. 

Antony s Despondency, 
Oh son, thy uprise shall I see no more : 
Fortune and Antony part here ; even here 
Do we shake hands. All come to this ! The 

hearts 
"Hnt spanieKd me at heels, to whom I gave 
That wishes, do discandy, melt their sweets 
On bk»soming Caesar ; and this pine is bark*d, 
Tikat ovcr-topD*d them ail. 

Departing^ Greatness, 
The soul and body nve not more in parting 
T^an greatness going off. 

Antony on his Jaded Glory, 
Ant. Sometime, we see a cloud that*s dra^n- 
A taper, sometime, like a bear, or lion, [ish ^ 
A tower*d citadel, a pendant rock, 
A forked mountain, or blue promontory. 
With trees upon *t, that nod unto the world, 
Aod mock oor eyes with air : — ^Thou hast seen 

these signs; 
Tbnr are black vespeKs pageants. 
Erms. Ay, mv lord. 

Aat. That wnich is now a horse, even with 
a thought 
Hie rack dislimns, and makes it indistinct. 
As water is in water. 
Eros. It does, my lord. [tain is 

Ant. Sly ffood knave, Eros, now thy cap- 
£>cn soch a body : here I am Antony, 
Yet caaoot hold this visible shape, my knave. 
I aade these wars for Egypt ; and the queen, 
Khoae heart I thought I had, for she had mine ; 
Vhirh, whilst it was mine, had annex*d unto't 
A Biliion more, now lost ; she, Eros, has 
Hek'd cards with Caesar, and hht play*d my 
Uaio an enemy's triumph. X^'^'^ 

Sot, weep not, gentle Eros; there is left us 
Omndwi* to end ourselves, 
Dnsr^iwn of Cleopatra s {supposed) Death. 
Death of one oerson can be ixaid but once ; 
that she has dischaiged. What thou 
wooldftdOf 



Is done unto thy hand ; the last she spake 
Was Antony ! most noble Antony I 
Then in the midst a tearing groan did break 
The name of Antony ; it was divided 
Between her heart and lips : she render*d life. 
Thy name so buried in her. 

Cleotatra on the Death oj Antony, 
It were for mc 
To throw my sceptre at th* injurious gods ; 
To tell them, that this world did equal theirs. 
Till they had stofn our jewel. All's but 

nought ; 
Patience is sottish ; and impatience does 
Become a dog that's mad : then is it sin. 
To rush into the secret house of death, [men? 
Ere death dare come to us ? How do you, wo- 
What, what ? good cheer I Why how now, 

Charihian ? 
My noble girls ! — ^Ah women, women ! Look, 
Our lamp is spent, it* s out :— Good sirs, take 

heart : [what's noble. 

We'll bury him: and then, what's brave. 
Let *s do it after the high Roman fashion. 
And make death proud to take us. Come away: 
This case of that huge spirit now is cold. 

Death, 
My desolation does begin to make 
A better life : 'tis paltry to be Caesar ; 
Not being fortune, he's but fortune's knave, 
A minister of her will ; and it is great 
To do that thing that ends all other deeds ; 
Which shackles accidents, and bolts up change; 
Which sleeps, and never palates more the dung, 
The beggar's nurse and Caesar's. 

CleopatrcCs Dream, and Description oj Antony, 
Cleo. I dream'd, there was an emperor 
Antony ; 
O, such another sleep, that I might see 
But such another man ! 

Dot. If it might please you— [in stuck 
Cleo, His face was as the heavens; and there* 
A sun and moon; which kept their course. 
The little O, the earth. [and lighted 

Dot, Most sovereign creature — [arm 

Cleo, His legs bestrid the ocean : his rear'd 
Crested the world : his voice was propertied 
As all the tuned spheres, and that to friends ; 
But when he meant to quail and shake the orb, 
He was as rattling thunder. For his bounty. 
There was no winter in 't ; an autumn 'twas 
That srew the more by reaping ; his delights 
Were dolphin-like ; they show'd his back above 
Tlie element they liv'd m ; in his livery 
Walk'd crowns and crownets; realms and 
As plates dropt from his pocket, [islands wcrt 

Firm Resolution, 
How poor an instrument 
May do a noble deed ! he brings me liberty. 
Mv resolution's plac'd, and I have nothiog 
Ot woman in me : now from head to foot 
1 am marble consunt : now the fleeting moon 
No planet is of mine. 

Cleopatra s Speech on applying the Asp. 

Give me my robe, put on my crown ; I hart 
Immortal longiogs in me. Now no mora 
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The juice of Egypt*8 grape shall moist this lip: 
Yare, yare, good Iras ; quick— >methinks, i hear 
Antony call ; I see him rouse himself 
To praise iny noble act ; I hear him mock 
The luck ot Cesar, which the gods cive men 
T* excuse their after wrath. Husband, I come : 
Now to that name, my courage, prove my title ! 
I am fire, and air ; my other elements 
I give to baser life. So,— •have you done ? 
Come then, and take the last warmth of my lips : 
Farewell, kind Charmian ; Ina, long farewell. 
[^Kisses them, Iras falls and dies. 
Have I the aspic in my lips? Dust fall? 
If thou and nature can so gently part. 
The stroke of death is as a lover s pinch. 
Which hurts, and isdesired Dostthoulie still? 
If thus thou vanishest, thou telfst the world 
It is not worth leave-taking. 

Cfkar Dissolve, thick cloud, and rain ; that I 
The gods themselves do weep. [may say, 

Cleo This proves me bas e 
If she first meet the curled Antony, 
He *ll make demand of her ; and spend that kiss 
Which is my heaven to have. Come, thou 

mortal wretch, 
XTo the asp, which she applies to her breast.'] 
With thy sharp teeth this knot intrinsicate 
Of life at once untie : poor venomous fool. 
Be angry and dispatch. O, couldst thou speak. 
That I misht hear thee call great Cesar ass, 
Unpolicy'd! 

CAof. O, eastern star. 

Cleo. Peace, peace ! 
Dost thou itot see my baby at my breast. 
That sucks the nurse asleep ? 

Ckmr. O, break, O, break I [sentle— 

C/fo. As sweet as bdm, as soft as air, as 
O Antony ! Nay, I will take thee too :— 

{^Applying another Asp, 
What should 1 stay {^Dies. 

GAor. In this wiide world? so, fare thee well. 
Now, boast, thee, death 1 in thy poaacssion lies 
A lass unpuallerd. 

1 16. CORIOLANUS. SHAKStBAiift. 

Mok. 

What would yoo have» tou curs I 

That like nor pcftoc nor war f The one affirights 

yo«, yoo. 

Hie other makes vou pioiid. He that trusts to 

Whefe he shcmld find yoo lions, finds you 

harca; 
Where foxes, geese ; yon are no surer, no. 
Than is the coal of fire upon the ice. 
Or hailstone in the sun. i our virtue », fhim. 
To make him worthy, whose cyffence subdues 
And curse that justice did it. Who deserves 

greatness. 
Deserves your hatt : and. your affections are 
A sick man's appetite, who desires most that 
Which would! tncrease his evil. He that de- 
pends 
Upon yonr favors, swims with fins of lead. 
And hews down oehavrith rushes. Hangye^— 

trust ye? 
Witk flivy OMuaHia yo»da douige » Biadf 



And call him noble, that was now your hale» 
Him vile that was your garland. 

Aufidiuss Hatred to Coriolanus, 

Nor sleep, nor sanctuary. 

Being naked, sick ; nor fane nor Capitol, 
The prayers of priests, nor times of sacrifioe, 
Kmbarquements all of fury, shall lift up 
Their rotten privilege and custom *gainst 
My hate to Marcius. Where I find him, were it 
At home, upon my brother*s guard, even there. 
Against the hospitable canon, would I 
Wash my fierce hand in his heart. 

An imaginary Description of Corioianus umr^ 

ring. 
Methinks I hear hither your husband's dram; 
See him pluck Aufidius down by the hair \ 
As children from a bear, the Volsces shunning. 
him : [thua^— 

Methinks I see him stamp thus,— -and cidl 
" Come on, ye cowards ! ye were got in fear^ 
Though ye were bom in Kome :** hia hXooif 
brow [ffMS 

With his mail'd hand then wiping, ibrtn he 
Like to a harvest man, that*s task*d to mow 
Or all, or lose his hire. j^blood I 

Virge. His bloody browl Oh, Jupiter, no 
Vol, A way, you fool ! it more becomes a man* 
Than gilt his trophy : the breasts of Hecuba» 
When she did suckle Hector, looked not love- 
lier f blood 
Than Hector*s forehead, when it spit forth 
At Grecian swords contending. 

Doing our Duty merits not Praise. 
Pray now, no more : mv mother. 
Who has a cnarter to extol her blood. 
When she does ))rai9e me, grieves me : I hmm ' 
done, [duc*d 

As you have done^ that*s what I ean ! in- 
As you have been ^ that's for my country : 
He tliat has but effected his good will. 
Hath OTerta*en mine act. 

Popularity. [siglhti 

All tongues speak of him : and the bleared 
Are spectacled to see him. Your prattling nnnn 
Into a rapture lets her baby cry. 
While she chats him : the kitchen malkin pint 
Her richest lock ram *bout her reechy neck, 
Clamb*ring the walls to eye him: stalls, bulha^ 

windows. 
Are smothered up, leads filled, and ridges hon*d 
With variable complexions ; all agreeing 
In earnestness to see him : seld-shown ftament 
Do press among the popular throngs, and puff 
To win a vulgar station : our veifd dames 
Commit the war of white and damask, in 
Their nicely-eawded cheeks, to the wanton spoil 
Of Phoebus* burning kisses : such a pother, i 
As if that whatsoever gpd, who leads him, ' 
Were slily crept into his human powers. 
And gave him graceful posture. 

Cominius* Speech in the Senate^ 

I shall lack voice : the deeds of Coriofamw 
Should not be utter*d feebljr- It is held \ 

That valor is the chiefest virtue, and 
Most dignifies the haver : if it bo^ ' 
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The man I speak of cannot in th« norU 
Be »JngIv countcqiois'd. At sixteen yean, 
When Turquin made a head Tor Rome, be 

fought 
Bevond the mark of othen; out theD dictator, 
W bom with all praise I point at, saw h'ttn fight. 
When with his Amaionian chin he drove 
The brinlcd lim before him : he bestrid 
Alt o'er-prest Roman, and i' the consul's vienr 
Slew three opposers : Tarquin'sself he met, 
And strack him on his bneej in that day's 

feats, 
Wfam he mi^t act the woman in the scene. 
He pror'd beit man i' the 6eld, and for his 

Wn broK-boand with the oak. His pupil-age 
MaD-entered thus, he waxed like a sea ; 
And in the brunt of seventeen battles since. 
He Inich'd all swords o' the ^rland. For this 
Bebre, and in Corioli, let me aay, [last, 

Icannntsfxak himhomei he stopp'd the flyers j 
Ab4, bv nia rare example, made the cowatd 
T«n tcrmr into nort : Aa waves befbre 
A ias«l under sail, so men obey'd, [stamp] 
Aai Ml be4ow hb stem : his sword (death'- 
fflkere it did mark, it look ; from face to fool 
He waa a thing of bknd, whose every motion 
Vm tim'd with dying cries ; alone he cnter'cl 
Ibr otortal pte o the city, which he painted 
With Aunlas destiny ; aidless came off. 
Add with a fudden reinforcement struck 
C«riolt, like a planet. Now ell's hi* : 
When by and by the din of war 'ean pierce 
Hia wdy aenie , than straight hia doubled s[drii. 
Bajwcbea'd what in flesh was &lirate. 
And m the battle came he ; where he did 
ftna leaking o'er the lives of mm, as if 
TwTR a perpetual spoil : and till we call'd 
Bnb fidia and city ouis, be never stood 
To case hia brean with panting. 

T%e MiMckief Bf Anarehg, 
My mul aches, 
7W know, when two authorities are up, 
Nwbef auprcuie, how soon confusion 
llay enter iwixt the gap of >>oth, and take 
TkoiK by the other. 

CMwaeler qf Cortoiaaut. 
Hi* Datnre is too n<rt>le for the world : 
Be would not flatter Neptune for his trident. 
Or Jore for his power to thunder. His hearts 
hia ntoath ; [vent , 

What hb breast forges, that his tongue mus-i 
Atad. briDs angry, does forget that ever 
Be heard loc name of death. 

Henor and Pelict/, 
I've heard you lay, 
Basor and policy, like unsevcr'd friends, 
r tte war do grow t^tbet : giant that, aotl 

icll me, 
!■ peace', what each of them by th' other lo». 
That ihcj combine not there 1 

Tkr Method to gain poptilar Favor. 

Go to them, with this bonnet in thy Hand ; 

And ihttt far having strelch'd it (beie De with 

them], [tineae, 

tbj knee baMDg the itonM (fi» iu aucb bu- 
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More learned than the tan], waving tliyhead. 
Which oEYen, thus, correcting thy stout heart, 
N'ow humble, as the ripest mulberry, [them, 
That will not hold the handlina ; or, say to 
Thou art their soldier, and, being Bred in broil*, 
Kast not ihewft way, which, thou dost confeas, 
V\''ere tit foe thee to use, as they to claim. 
In asking their good loves; but thou wilt frame 
Thyself, forsooth, hereafter theiia, so tar 
As thou hast puwer and persott. 

Cariiilanus: hit Abhorrence of Flattery. 
Well, I must do 't : 
Away, my disposition, and possess me 
Some harlot's spirit I mythroatofvrarbetnm'd. 
Which quir'd with my drum, into a pipe. 
Small as an eunuch, or the vir^n voice 
That babies lulls asleep ! the smiles of knave* 
Tent in my cheek* ; and school-boy's tear* 

The ((lasses of my sight I a beg^r's tongue 
Make motion through my lips ; and my arm'd 

Who bow'd but in my stirrup, bend like hia 
That hath receiv'd an almsl_l will not do't— 
Lest I surcease to honor mine own truth. 
And, by my body'* action, teach my mind 
A most inherent baseness. 
Ilii Matker'i Rtialutien on kit ituhbam Pride. 

At thy choice, then i 
To beg of thee, it is my more dishonm 
Than thou of them. Come all to rtllD : let 
Thy mother rather feel thy pride, than fear 
Thy dana'rouB stoutness : for I mock at death 
With as big heart as thou. Do as thou list. 
Thy valiantneis was mine, thou auck'dtt it 
But own thy pride ihyadf. [from me ; 

Hit Delettation qfike Vulgar. 
Yon common cry of cura I whwe breath I 
hate. 
As reek o' the rotten fern ; whose love* I pliEe 
As the dead carcases of unburied men. 
That do corrupt my air : I banish you ; 
And here remain with your uncertainty ! 
Let every feeble rumor shake your hearts i 
Your enemies with uodding of their plumaa 
Fan you into daapair ! have ihe power still 
To banish your defenders ; till at length 
Your ignorance (which finds not, tillit feel*. 
Making not reservation of yourselves. 
Still your own foes], deliver you, as mott 
Abated captives, to some nation 
That won you without blows. 

Precepli agaimt Ill'Jorlune, 



That, when the sea was calm, all boats alike 
Sbow'd masterahip in floating Fortum'a 
blows, fed, nave 

When moat struck home, being gentle wound- 
A noble cunning. You were used to load, me 
that would nuke inviucible 



416 



feLEGANT EXtRACtS, 



Book tir. 



On Common Friendships. 
Ohy worlds thy slippery turns I Friends now 

fast sworn. 
Whose double bosoms seem to wear one hearty 
Whose hours, whose bed, whose meal, and 

CXfrrisc, 
Are still together, who twin, Were, in love, 
Unseparabk', shall within this hour. 
On a dissension of a doit, break out 
To bitterest enmity. So fellest foes. 
Whose pasiiions and whose plots have broke 

their bleep 
To take the one the other, by some chance. 
Some trick not worth an egg, shall grow dear 

frieiids. 
And inteijoin their issues. 

Martial Friendship, 
Let me twine 



Mine arms about that body, where a^inst 
My grained ash an hundred times hatn broke. 
And scarr*d the moon with splinters ! here I 
1 he anvil of my sword ; and oo contest [clip 
As hotly and as nobly with thy love. 
As ever in ambitions strength I did 
Contend against thy valor. Know thou first, 
I lov'd the maid 1 married , never man 
Sigh*d truer breath ; but that I see thee here. 
Thou noble thing! more dances my rapt heart. 
Than when I first my wedded mistress saw 
Bestride my threshold. Why, thou Mars ! I 

tell thee 
We have a power on foot ; and I had purpose 
Once more to hew thy target from thy brawn. 
Or lose my arm for*t : thou hast beat me out 
Twelve several times; and I have nishtly since 
Dreamt of encounters 'twixt thyseltana me; 
We have been down toother in my sleep. 
Unbuckling helms, Bsting each other s tnroat. 
And wak*d half-dead with nothing. 

7^ Season of Solicitation. 
He was not taken well'; he had not dind : 
The veins unfill'd, our blood is cold, and then 
We pout upon the morning, are unapt 
To give or to forgive ; but when we have stufTd 
These pipes and these conveyances of our blood. 
With wine and feedinji;, we have suppler souls 
Than in our priest-like fasts: therefore I'll 
Till he be dieted to my request, [watch him 

Obstinate Resolution* 
My wife comes foremost ; then the honored 

mould 
Wherein this trunk was fraaoi'd, and in her 

hand [fection I 

The grand-child to her blood— But, out, af- 
All bond and privilege of nature, break 1 
Let it be virtuous to be obstinate :— [eyes. 
What is that curtesy worth ? or those dove's 
Which can make gods forsworn ! I melt, and 

am not [bows. 

Of stntnger earth than others!— my mother 
As if Olympus to a mole-hill should 
In supplication nod ; and my young boj 
Hath an aspect of intercession, which 
Great nature cries, deny not.— *Ijet the Volsces 
Plough Rome, and harrow luly ; 1*11 never 



Be such a gosling to obey instinct : but standi 
As if a man were author of himself. 
And knew no other kin. 

Relenting Tenderness* 
Like a dull actor now^ 



I have forgot my part, and I am out. 
Even to a full disgrace. Best of my flesh. 
Forgive my tyranny ; but do not say. 
For that, /orglve our iiomans.-"^, a kiss. 
Long as my exile, sweet as my revenge ! 
Now, by the jealous oueen of neaven, that kiss 
I carried from thee, dear ; and my true lip 
Hath virgin d it e*er since. You gods 1 I prate^ ^ 
And the most noble mother of the world M 

Leave unsaluted : sink, my knee, i* th* earth ^ ^ 
Of thy deep duty more impression show 
Than that of common sons. 

Chastihft 
The noble sister of Publicola, 
The moon of Rome ; chaste as the icicle. 
That 's curded by the frost from purest snow. 
And hangs on Dian's temple. 

Coriolanus*s Prayer Jor his Son* 
T he god of soldiers, 
With the consent of supreme Jove, inform * 
Thy thoughts with nobleness, that thou mayst 

» prove 
To shame invulnerable, and stick i* the wan 
Like a great sea-mark, standing every flaw. 
And saving those that eye thee! 

Coriolanus's Mothers pathetic Speech to him. 
•Think with thyself. 



How more unfortunate than all living ' 

Are we come hither: since that thy sight# 

which should 
Make our eyes flow with joy, hearts dance 

with comforts, [sorrow : 

Constrains them weep, aiKl shake with fear audi 
Making the mother, wife, and child, to see 
The son, the husband, and the father, tearing 
His country's bowels out. And to poor we 
Thine enmity's most capital : thou oarr^st oa 
Our prayers to the ^ods, which is a comfort 
That all but we enjoy. 

We must find 
An evident calamity, though we had [thoa 
Our wish, which side should win : for either 
Must, as a foreign recreant, be led 
With manacles along our streets ; or else 
Triumphantly tread on thy country's ruin ; * 
And bear the palm, for having bravely shed 
Thy wife and children's blood. For myself, ttmg 
I purpose not to wait on fortune, till [thee, 
Tnese wars determine : if I cannot persuade 
Rather to show a noble grace to both parts. 
Than seek the end of one, thou shalt no sooner ' 
March to assault thv country, than to tread 
(Trust to't thou snalt not) on thy mothcr^s ' 
That brought thee to this world. [womb. 

Peace c^fter a Siege. ' \ 
Ne*er through an arch so hurried the blowa 

tide, [hark yoa } ^ 

As the recomforted through the gates. Why , 

The trumpets, sackbuts, psalteries, and fifes, | 

Tabors, and cymbals, and the shouting Romany y 
Make ^e sun dance« 
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Shakspbare. I From fairies, and the tempters of the nirfit. 

Parting' L<n,er,. I ^"""^ °^'' ^^^^.^I^' . . . Cl^^f 

/••. Thou abouldst have made him 
Ai liule at a crow, or less, ere left 
To after-m him. 

-Pif. Madam, so I did. 



/■•. 1 would have broke my eye-strings : 
crack d em, btu 
Jo look opon him : till the diminution 
iM^apm had pointed him as sharp as my needle: 
^ S?- ^}^^ »^'m. till he haa melted fiom 
% The imallness of a gnat to air : and then 

** w!!L*"I^.. "*".^ *yc an<i wept. But, good - — -"« "•'^ wiwoncr inus; ine tiame C the 

5? *2* ^^ *'^'' ^"^"^ ^'"^ ^ [PisMiio, o '*P*'' 

wfr u- «»«f*d. madam, ™ws towards her ; and would under-peep her 

w TlfV^ vantage. T6 see th inclosed lights, now canopiSi [lids 

Imom 1 did not take mvlMv«> nC him K.«* ti«^i I Under these windows - wIiWa ^^a «...» r..».i 



r i: nu^ /^c/umo rises from the Trunk, 
lack. The crickets sing, and man's. o'er- 
labor d sense * 

Repaire itself by rest : our Tarquin thns 
Old softly press the rushes, ere he wAen'd 
1 he chasuty he wounded.— Cytherea, 
How bravely thou becomst thy bed I fresh lily I 
And whiter than the sheets I That I miffht 

touch ! ^ 

But kiss; one kiss !— Rubies unparagon'd 
Howdearly they do 't!— Tisher breaJhing that 
l^rfumes the chamber thus; the flame o' the 



Mott pretty thtnas 
How I would thml 

^OCk tllOUff-hf«. an 



t*»«ghtS» , _ , „„„^ ^^^^ ....w...«.„t.uU%YU 

-. u^*™r^?'* ^^^^' and such, pictures 3 tliere the window : 

iiie shes of I taly should not betray sucn 

M»c interest, and his honor ; or have charg'd ^adornment of her bed ;— the arras, figures, 

A. ^ 'V ^ [n>gn«. ^^^' *u^^' "^^ •"^^ ---and the contents o' 

At the sixth hour of morn, at noon, at mid- 1 . . . "^* ^^^> 
10 enoooDter me with orisons, for then 



I am in hesven for him $ or ete I could 
Give him that Dartinjs J^* which I had set 
Hetwizt two charming words, comes in my 
tether, ^ ^ 

AnA^ like the tyrannous breathing of the north, 
dhaics all oar Duds from growing. 

The Baseness of Falsehood to a JFife. 

Sinee doobting thinn go ill, often hurts more 
Ikn to be sure they do : for certainties 
tJtearepast remedies ; or, timely knowing, 
iieraneJy then bom, discover to me 
Whu both you spar and stop, 

UA. Had I this cheek [touch, 

To^fathe my lips upon ; this hand, whos^ 
wMK eveiy touch would force tlie feeler's 

?!** ^^ of loyalty ; this object, which 
S*^ pntoner the wild motion of mine eye, 
^^ ««. ^]7 here : should I (damn'd then) 
wcr With lint as common as the stairs 
libl tooant the capitol, join gripes with hands 
Maie hard with hourly bdshood (as 
IWi hbor}, then lie peeping in an eye, 
Jbie and uoluftrous as the smoky light 
iW 's fed with stinking tallow : it were fit. 
Tilt alj the plagues of hell should at one time 
uoDuntcr such revolt. 

imogess's Bedchambers in 

large Trunk, 

Imogen is discovered reading 



irav the tarwkr Iaova ■* kii«>n:««» . xt • • ..... 



L 

KiUdown ^^ 

Tf^.?^ *^^ ^ tape/,''lwve7t burniiig ; 
And if thou canst awake by four o* th* clock, 
*F J«o«cali mc— Sleep hath seiz'd me wholly. 
— .^ . , lExit Lady. 

i*/ your protectioQ I comjBend me, gods ! 



the stoiy. 
Ah, but some natural notes about her body. 
Above ten thousand meaner moveables. 
Would testify f enrich mine inventory : 
U sleep, thou ape of death, lit dull upon herl 
And be her sense but as a monument, 
Ihus in a chapel lying! Come off, come off; 

A. V ^ ATfiking off her bracelet. 

Aj slippery, as the Gordian knot was hard 1 

lis nunc: and this will witness outwardly. 
As strongly as the conscience docs within, 
1 o the madding of her lord. On her left breast 
A mole cinoue spotted, like the crimson drops 
1 bottom of a cowslip: Here 's a voucher, 

?«r^?§*'' ^^?? ^^'*'' '^^ ^"'<1 "nake : this secret 
Will force him think I have picked the lock 
andta'en [what end? 

Ihe treasure of her honor. No more.— To 
Why should I write this down, that's rivetted. 
:k;rew d to my memory ? She had been reading 

The tale ofTereus ; here the leaf 's tum'd down. 
Where Philomel gave up ;^I have enough : 
10 the trunk again, and shut the spring of it. 
awift, swift, you dragons of the night ! that 

dawning 
May bear the raven's eye : I lodge in fear ; 
1 hough this a heavenly angel, hell is here. 
IHe goes into the Trunk ; the Scene closes 

Gold. 

ti7k- k u 1 . "r»s 2;old [makes 

Which buys admittance : oft tt doth : yea, and 
Uiana s rangers false themselves, yield up 
Their deer to the stand o' the stealer : and 'tis 
gold 



Nay sometime hangs both thief and true man 1 
What can it not do, and undo? 
A Satire on IVomen, 
Is there no way for men to be, but women 
Must be half-workers? We a^c all bastaids • 
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And thai most venerable man, which I 
Did call my father, was I know not where 
When I was stamped ; some coiner with 

tools 
Made me a counterfeit: yet my mother seem*d 
The Di m o* that time ; so doth my wife 
The nonpareil of this. — O, vengeance! ven- 
geance ! 
Me of my lawful pleasure she restrain*d, 
And pray'd me, oft, forbearance ; did it with 
A pudency so rosy, the sweet view on 't 
Might well have warm*d old Saturn ; — that I 

thought her 
As chaste as unsimn*d snow. 

.... Could I find out [tion 

The woman's part in me ! — for there *8 no mo- 
That tends to vice in man, but I aflirm 
It is the woman's part ; be it lying, note it. 
The woman s . flattering, hers; deceiving, hers ; 
Lust, and rank thoughts, hers, hers^ revenges, 
hers ; [dain. 

Ambitions, covetinfi^s, change of prides, dis- 
Nice^longingii, slanders, mutability^: 
All faults that name, nay, that hell knows, 

why, hers; 
In part, or all ; but, rather, all: for even to vice 
They are not constant, but are changing still. 
One vice, but of a minute old, for one 
Not half iO old as that. 1 11 write against them. 
Detest them, curse them : — ^yet*tis greater skill 
In a true hate, to pray they have their will : 
The very devils cannot plague them better. 

A W\fet Impatience to meet her Husband. 

O, for a horse with wings ! — Hearst thou, 
Pisanio ? 
He is at Milford-Haven : read, and tell me 
How far *tis thither. If one of mean afiairs 
May plod it in a week, why may not I 
Glide thither in a day? Then, true Pisanio, 
(Who long*st, like me, to see thy lord, who 

lonest — 
O, let me *bate — but not like me : — ^yet longest. 
But in a fainter kind : — O, not like mc ; 
For mine *8 beyond beyond)— say, and speak 

thick, 
(Lore's counsellor should fill the bores of 

' hearing 
To the smothering of the sense)— how far it is 
To this same blessed Milford : And, by th* way 
Tell me how Wales was made so happy, as 
T inherit such a haven : But first ot all. 
How may we steal from hence ; and for the gap 
That we shall make in time, from oor hence- 
going, [hence ? 
And our return, t* excuse : but first, how get 
Why shoulil excuse be born, or e'er begot ? 
We 11 talk of that hereafter : Pr ythee, speak. 
How many score of miles may we well ride 
*Twixt hour and hour } 

Ph. One score, 'twixt sun and sun. 
Madam, *s enough for you ; and too much too. 
Imo, Why, one that rode to his execution, 
man, 
Could ne\'er go so slow : I have heard of riding 
' wagers. 
Where horses haTC been uiinbler than the sand 



run i* the clock's behalf. But this it 
foolery. 
Gobid my woman feign a sickness; say, [sently 
She '11 home t* her father ; and proviJe me pre- 
A riding suit ; no costlier than would fit 
A franklin's housewife. 

Pw. Madam, you 're best consider. 

Imo, I see before me, man, nor here, nor here. 
Nor what ensues ; but have a fog in them. 
That I cannot look through. Away I pr'yihee. 
Do as I bid thee : there 's no more to say ; 
Accessible is none but Milford way. 

A Forest, with a Cave, in (Fates, 
Enter Belarius, Guiderius, and Arviragus. 

Bet. A goodly day not to keep house, with 
sucn [fcate 

Whose roof 's as low as ours. Stoop, boys ; this 
Instructs you how t* adore the heavens ! and 
bows you [narchf 

To morning's holy office. The gates of mo* 
Are arch'd so hi^li that giants may jet through 
And keep their impious turbans on, without 
Good-morrow to the smi— Hail thou fiur 

heaven 1 
We house i' the rock, yet use thee not sohardlj 
As prouder livers do. 

Guid' Hail, heaven 1 

Arv, Hail, heaven I [yon hill : 

Bel. Now for our mountain sport : up to 
Your 1(^ are young! I '11 tread these flats. 

Consider, 
When* you above perceive me like a crow, 
'That it is place which lessens, and sets off. 
And you may then revolve what tales i 've told 

you. 
Of courts, of princes, of the tricks in war t 
This service is not service, so being done« 
But being so allow'd : To apprehend thus. 
Draws us a profit /rom all tnuigs we see ; • 
And often, to our comfort, shall we find 
The sharded l)eetle in a safer hold 
J Than is the full-wing'd eagle. O, this life 
Is nobler, than attending for a check ; 
Richer, than doins nothing for a bauble! 
Prouder, than rustling in unpaid-for silk ; 
Such gain the cap of him that makes them fine* 
Yet keeps his book uncross'd ; no life to ooia. 

Guid. Out of your proof you speak ; we, poor 
unfledffd, 
Have never wmg'd from view o* the nest; nor 

know not 
What air 's from home. Haply, this life is best 
If quiet life be best ; sweeter to you. 
That have a sharper known ; well correspond- 
With your stifl'age ; but, unto us, it is [iof 
A cejl of ignorance ; travelling a-bed ; 
A prison for a debtor that not dares 
To stride a limit. 

Arv. What should we speak of 
When we are as old as you? when we shall hear 
The rain and wind beat dark December, how. 
In this our pinching cave, shall we discoorsa 
The freezing hours away ? We have seen no* 

thing : 
We are beastly ; subtle as the fox, for pity : 
Like warlike as the wolf, for what we eat : 
Our ndor b> to chase what flics ; our caga 



We make a quire, u doth the prison'd bitd, 
Aod siiiR our boiuLige tntij. 

B*l. How you ipeak ! 
Did joo but k'now ihe city't unirira, [court. 
And fell ihem knowingly: the heait o' the 
Ai >iaT<d to leave, as keep ; who*e lop to climb 
liceruin (alKruE. orfoslipp'ry, that 
T1>e fnr '* ubad u raiting; the toil uf the war, 
A pain that onlr ie«ai) to seek out ilanser 
i UM nsnic of fame, and houor : which diet 

P the search j 
And tilth a oft a iland'roiu epitaph, 
Ai ncoid of fiiir act ; nay, many time* 
Doth ill dewTvc, by doingwell ; what'i worae, 
MuMcun'syaithecensure: O, boys, tltiaitory 
T^K world may read in me : my body's mark'd 
With Kotu^n iwonb; aitdmy report wai once 
Fintwiih thebmofnoteiCymbclinelov'dmr, 
And when a soldier was the theme, my name 
Was iMt far oflT: then wai I as a tree 
WhoM bou^s did btnd with fruit: btit, in 

one night, 
A MDfin, or robbery, call it what you will. 
Shook down my mellow hanginp, nar — " 
And left me bare to WMthc '' 

Btl, My fault being ^. . 

Bw that two Tillains, whoM falae oaths pre- 
■ild 



Slandtr. 

No, 'tia slander, 

Wliose edge is tharper than the swotd : whow 
tongue, [hnalh 

Out-venoms all the worms of Nile: whose 
Rides on the jimliog winds, anil doth belie 
All corners of the world : Kings, quceov, and 

Maids, matrons, nay, the secieti of the grave, 
'Hiit viperous slander enters. 

A If'tjr'i Inaocency. 

Fulsetohisbnll What is it to he falser 

To lie in watch there, and lo think on him t 

To weep 'twixt clock and clock? — K sleep 

To break it with a f^rful dream of him. 
And cry myself awukci That s fabe to'sbed f 
fForaan in Han't Dreis. 
You must forget to lie a woman ; change 
Command into obedience ; fear and niceneM 
[The handmaids of all women, or more truly 
Woman its pretty self), toa waegiih couTan, 
Ready In aiDei, quick-answer'd, saucy and 
* ■ [iinrrellous as the weazel : nay, you mutt 



Dw nanginp. n.v. my At ([..arreltous at the weaiel ; nay, you 
■athet. ,'■'"*(!; Forget that rarest treasure of your cheek, 

° .I.- / 1 r ". li Kxposing it (liut O, the harder heart! 



Foilom'd nij bauishmcDt i and, this twenty 
yeait, [world ; 

Thii rock,- and these demnnei, have been my 
Where I have liv'd at honest frre<lom ; paid 
Uorepiouidebu to heaven, than in all [tainsi 
The Rwr-end of my lime.— But up to the monn- 
Tbii U not hunter's language : he thai strike When from the 
The TCtiiton 6rsl, shall be ine lord o' ih' feast: 
To bim the other two shall minister ; 
And we will fear no poiton, which attends 
la place of greater state. 

T/ir Porct uf Nature. 
How hard it is, to hide the sparks of tiaturc 



jned^ ! j lo the greedy touch 
kissing Titan ; and forget 
Yonr laborsome and dainty ttimi, wherein 
Vou made great Juno angiy. 

The FoTtit and Cave. 
Enter Imogen in Boy'i Clolhei. 
Ima. I tee, a man's life it a tedious one t 
■ir'd mvitlfi ; " 



Havemadel'hegroundmybed. I should be tick, 
" that my rewluiion helps me. — Milford, 



thee. 
Thou wast within 3 ken. 0,JoTe! I think, 
Foun<lBtions (1y the wretched : toch, I mean. 
Where they should be relier'd. Two beggart 

told me, 
I could not mist my way : will p 



_ _Craib 

thej UiiBk they 're mine : and though train'd 
Dp thus meanly 

I'lhe esve, wherein they bow, their thoughts 

do hit 
Tile roofs of palncet ; and nature prompts them. 
Id limine aiid low things, to prince it, much 
Beyond the trick nf others. This Folydore, 
Tbe hcif of Cynibeline sikI Britain, whom 
The kiog bis father catl'd Guideriut, Jove ! 
When on my ihreo-fool ttool I sit, and tell 
The warlike feats I 've done, his spirits fly out 
Idu> oiy stoiy: say — thus 



Wh< 



I rich ones s( 

fulnc 



a tell true. To lapse in 



then Plenty at 



- , J- »^— * 

Aul ihia I setmy ibnion his neck;- 

Tbe princely blood flows in hit cheek, he ' Of hardh 

swcaa, [posture 

SbBXM hi* young nerves, and putt himtelf in 
Ttel acts my wordt. Tbe younger brother, 

C«lwal, 
(Onec, Arrnagnt) in n like ■ fiante [more 
Svikci life iota my tpe«cb, ma riiowi Bitch 



Is sorer than to lie for need ; and falsehood 
Iswoise in kings than begjcars.— My dear lonll 
Tliou art one o' the false ones : now I think on 
thee, 

ne ; but even before I wu, 
forfood,— But whaiitihitt 
\ Seeing Ihe Cavt. 
< it : — 'lis tome savage hold ; 
ill) Idare not call: yet famine, 
tre clean it o'eilhrow nature, makes it valiant. 
I peace breed cowards : haidncttevei 
!tt it mother. 



My hunger 's 
At point tc " 



Here is a paili I 



-Wca 



Can snore upon the flint, when retty tlotk 
Finds the duwii pil1ii»' hard. 

Ilarmlr$l Innecencf. 
Into. Good masters, harm me not i 
I BefiMC I entered hei«, I cali'd ; aud lh<ii%ta 
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To have begg*d, or boug^l^ what I have took ; 

goodtroth, 
I have stolen nought i nor would not, though 

I had found «• [meat : 

Gold ftrew'd o' th* floor. Here 's money for my 
I would have led it on the board, so soon 
As I had made mv meal ; and parted 
With prmers for tiie provider. 
OuuL Money, youth? 
An> All gold and silver rather turn to dirt ! 
As *tif no better reckond, but of those 
Who wonhip dirty gods. 

Biraggart, [not I 

To whom ? to thee ? What art thou ? Have 
An arm as big as thine ? a heart as big ? 
Thy words, I grant, are bigger ^ for I wear not 
My dagger in my month. 

Foohhardineu, 

B eing scarce made up, 
I mean, to man, he had not apprehension 
Of roaring terrors ; for defect or judgment 
Is oft the cure of fear. 

Inbpm RotfaUff, 
O, thou goddess. 
Thou divine nature, how thyself thou blazon*8t 
In these two princely bovs! They are as gentle 
As zephyrs, blowing below the violet. 
Not waggins his sweet head ; and yet as rough 
Their royal blood enchaf *d, as the nid*st wind. 
That by the top doth take the mountain pine. 
And make him stoop to the vale. Tis wonderful 
That an invisible instinct should frame them 
To royalty unleam*d ; honor untaught ; 
Civility not seen from odier^ valor. 
That wildly grows in them, but yields a crop. 
As if it had been sow*d! 

EfUer Arviragus, wiih Imogen a$ dead, bearing 
her in his Armt, 

BW. Look, here he comes. 
And brings the dire occasion in his arms. 
Of what we blame him for ! 

Arv. The bird is dcasd 
That we have made so much on. I had rather 
Have skipp'd from sixteen years of age to sixty. 
To have iuni*d my leaping time into a cnttcn. 
Than have seen tbb. 

Gitk/. O, sweetest, fairest lily I 
My brother wears thee not the one half to well. 
As wherf thou grew*st thyself. 

Bel O, neUncholyl 
Who ever yet oouki sound thy bottom? find 
The ooze, toshow what coast thy dufgish crare 
Might eas*liest harbor in? Thou blesnd thing 1 
iove knows what nun tboa mightst have 

made; but I, 
Thoudicdst, amostranboy, of mdaaeholy! 
How found you him ? 

An. StarK, as yon sit i 
Thus smtlins;, as some ty had tickled slomber. 
Not as death^ dart, being lai^*d at: his rig^t 
Reiiosing on a cushion. fcheek 

Cmd. Where? 

Arv. O* the floor : [put 

Hb arms that leagued : I thought he slept; and 
My clouted brogues (iron off ray feet, whose 
Ancirer'd my sttps too loud. [mdanen 



Guid, Why, he but sleeps : 
If he be gone, he *il make his grave a bed ; 
With female fairies will his tomb be haunted. 
And worms will not come to thee. 

Arv» With fairest flowers. 
While summer lasts, and I live here, Fidele, 
I *11 sweeten thy sad grave: thou shalt not lack 
The flow*r tlut *s like thy face, pale primroee; 

nor 
The azur d liare-bell, like thy veins ; no, nor 
The leaf of eglantine, whom not to slander. 
Out-sweeten d not thy breath; the ruddock 

would 
With chariuble bill (O bill sore shaming 
Those rich-left heirs, that let their fathers He 
Without a monument 1) bring thee all thu ; 
•Yea> and furr*d moss besides, when flow*rs are 
To winter-ground thy corse [non^ 



Bel. Great griefs, I see, med*cine the less: 

for Clotcn 
Is quite forgot. He was a queen s son, boys ; 
And, though he came our enemy, remember 
He was paid for that: though mean and mighty 

rotting 
Together have one dust ; vet reverence 
(That angel of the world) doth nuike distinction 
Of place tween high and low. Our foe was 

princely ; 
A^ though you took his life, as being our foe. 
Yet bury nim as a prince. 

Gwd, ^Tdj you fetch him hither. 
Thersites* body b as jgood as Ajax, 
When neither are alive. 

Funereal Dirge. 

Guid. Fear no more the heat o* the sun. 
Nor the furious winter's rages ; 
Thou thy worldly task hast done. 
Home art sone, and ta*en thy wages : 
Golden laos and girls all must. 
As chimney-sweepen, come to dust. 

Arv. Fear no more the frown o* the grea^ 
Thou art past the tyrant's stroke ; 
Care no more to clothe and eat ; 
To thee the reed is as the oak : 
Tlie sceptre, learning, physic, must 
All follow this, and come to dust. 

Gmid, Fear no more die lightning nash, 

Arv, Nor the all-dreaded thunder-stone ; 

Omid. Fear not slander, censure rash ; 

Arv, Thou hast finished joy and moan. 

Imogen awaidng. 
Yes, Sir, to Mnford-Haven ; which is the 
" way ?— 
I thank you— by yond' bush ? pray how far 

thither? 
*Odl pitikins !— can it be six miles yet ? 
I havo gone all night— >'fiuth, 1 *11 lie dov 



down and 



sleep 



But soft i no bedfellow ^-^>0 gods and goddesses! 

{^Seeing the body, 
Thewt flow'n are like the pleasures of the world ; 
This bloody man, thecareonH. Ihopeldream; 
For, so, I thought I was a cave-keeper. 
And cook to honest creatures : but 'tis nol to : 
TiraibiU a bolt of nothings shot at noiJUng» 
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H'bich the brain makes of fumes : our very 

eyes [Good feith, 

Are sometimes like our judj^mcnts, blind. 
I oemble still with fear : but if there be 
Yet left in heaven as small a drop of pity 
As a wren's eye^ fear*d gods, a part of it ! 
The dream's here still : even when I awake, it is 
Without roe, as within me ; not imagin'd, felt. 

Routed Army. 
fio blame be to you, sir; for all was lost. 
But that the heavens fought: the king himself 
Of his wings destitute, the army broken, 
And but the backs of Britons seen, all flying. 
Through a strait lane ; the enemy full-hearted 
LoQing the tongue with slaught ring, having 

work 
Moie plentiftil than tools to do*t, struck down 
Some mortally, some slightly touch'd^ some 

falling 
Mcrdy through fear; that the strait pass 

was damm*d flivins 

With dead men, hurt behind, and cowards 
To die with lengihen*d shame. 

Death. 

I, in mine own woe charm*d, [groan ; 
Ccmid not find Death, where I did hear him 
Nor feel him, where he struck : being an ugly 

noonster, [beds, 

Tis strange, he hides him in fresh cups, soft 
Sweet words ; or hath more ministers than we. 
That draw his knives i' the war. 

§ 18. HAML^ET. Shakspeare. 

Prodigies. 
Iv the most hiph and palmy state of Rome, 
A little ere the mightiest Jnlius fell, [dead 
The graves stood tenantless, and the sheeted 
Did squeak and gibber in the Roman streets ; 
Sun shone with trains of fire, dews of blood 

fell; 
Dioitiers vetl'd the sun ; and the moist star. 
Upon whose influence Neptune*senipirestands, 
Has sick almost to doomsday with eclipse. 
Ghtit wamisk at the Crowing of the Cock : a?id 
tie Reverence paid to Cknstmas-time. 

Ber. It was about tospeak, when thecock crew. 

Abt. And then it started like a guilty thing. 
Upon a ficarfol summons. I have heard. 
Toe oock, that is the trumpet of the mom. 
Doth with his lofty and shrill-sounding throat 
Awake the god of day; and, at his warning, 
Wbecher in sea or fire, in earth or air, 
Tb' eztravuant and erring spirit hies 
To hb ooonne : and of the truth herein. 
This pfcsent object made probation. 

Jur. It faded on the crowing of the cock. 
5«mie say, that ever *gainst that season comes, 
Wliercto our Saviours birth is celebrated, 
Thb bird of dawning singeth all night long; 
And then, they say, no spirit dares stir abroad, 
rhe nights are wholesome; then no planets 

Bcrike, 
No (airy takes, nor witch hath pow*r to charm, 
Si billowed and so gracious is the time. 

Morrnng. 
But, look, the mom, in russet mantle clad. 
Walks o*cr itkt dew of yon high eastern hill. 



Real Grief. 
Seems, madam ! nay, it is: I know not seems. 
*Tis not alone my inky cloak, good mother. 
Nor customary suits of solemn black. 
Nor windy suspiration of forc'd breath. 
No nor the fruitful river in the eye. 
Nor the deject^ 'haviour of the visage. 
Together with all forms, modes, shows of grief, 
Tbatcan denote me truly: these, indeed, teem. 
For they are actions that a man might play : 
But I have that within, which passeth show ; 
These, but the trapping and the suits of woe. 

Immoderate Gritf discommended, 

*Tu sweet and commendable in your nature, 
Hamlet, 
To give these mourning duties to vour father : 
But, you must know, your father lost a father ; 
That father lost, lost his; and the survivor 
In filial obligation, for some term [bound. 
To do obsequious sorrow. But to persevere 
In obstinate oondolement, is a course 
Of impious stubbornness; *tis unmanly grief: 
It shows a will most incorrect to Heaven ; 
A heart unfortified, or mind impatient ; 
An understanding simple and onschoord : 
For what we know, must be, and is as common 
As any the most vulgar thing to sense. 
Why should we, in our peevish opposition. 
Take it to heart .> Fie! 'tis a fiiult to Heaven, 
A fiiult against the dead, a fault to nature. 
To reason most absurd ; whose common theme 
Is death of fathers, and who still hath cried 
From the first corse till he that died to-day. 
This must be so. 

HamleCs Soliloquy on his Mothers Marriage. 

O, that this too, too solid flesh would melt. 
Thaw, and resolve ilself into a dew I 
Or that the Everlasting had not fix*d [God ! 
His canon *gainst self-slaughter! O God ! O 
How weary, stale, flat, and unprofitable 
Seem to me all the uses of this world ! 
Fie on*L! O fie ! *tb an unweeded garden. 
That grows to seed ; things rank and gross in 

nature 
Possess it merely, lliat it should come to this ! 
But two months dead ! nay, not so much, not 

two. 
So excellent a king ; that was, to this, 

Sperion to a satyr : so loving to my mother, 
^ at he might not let e*en the winds of heaven 
Visit her face too roughly. Heaven and earth \ 
Mmt I remember ?— why, she would hang on 
As if increase of appetite had ^wn [him» 
By what it fed on: and yet within a month-— 
L^t me not think on *t — frailty, thy name is 

woman! 
A little month ; — or ere those shoes were old. 
With which she folIow*d my poor father's body. 
Like Niobe, all tears;— ^why she, even she— 
O Heaven! a beast that wants discourse of 

reason. 
Would have moum*d longer^marricd with 

mine uncle. 
My fiither*s brother \ but no more like my fa« 

ther. 
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Than I to Hercules : within a month. 
Ere yet the salt of most unrighteous tears 
Had left the flushing in her galled eyes. 
She married: O most wicked speed, to post 
With such dexterity to incestuous sheets 1 
It is not, nor it cannot come to good. 

A complete Man. 
He was a man, take him for all in all, 
I shall not look upon his like again. 

Cautions to youns Ladies. 
For Hamlet, and the trifling of his favor. 
Hold it a fashion, and a to^ in blood ; 
A violet in the youth of primy nature. 
Forward, not permanent, sweet, not lasting. 
The perfume and suppliance of a minute. 
No more. 

Then weigh what loss your honor may sustain. 
If with too credent car you list his songs ; 
Or lose your heart ; or your chaste treasure open 
To his unmasterM importunity. 
Fear it, Ophelia, fear it, my dear sister ; 
And keep you in the rear of your aflfection. 
Out of the shot and danger of desire. 
The ch9ricst maid is prodigal enough. 
If she unmask her beauty to the moon : 
Virtue herself *scapes not calumnious strokes: 
The canker gSills the infants of the spring 
Too oft before their buttons he disclos'd : 
And in the morn and liquid dew of youth 
Contagious blastments are most imminent. 

A Satire on ungracious Pastors. 
I shall th* effects of thin good lesson keep 
As watchmen to my heart : but, good my Wo- 
Do not, as some ung;racious pastors do, [ther. 
Show me the steep and ihorny way to heaven ; 
Whilst, like a putt and reckless libertine, 
Himaelf the primrose paih of dalhuncc treads. 
And recks not his own read. 

A Father's Advice to his Son going to travel. 
Give thy thoughts no tongue. 
Nor any unproportionM thought his act. 
Be thou familiar, but by no means vulgar. 
The friends thou hast, and their adoption tried. 
Grapple them to thy soul with hooks of steel ; 
But (to not dull thy pnlm with entertainment 
Of each new-hatch a, uiifledg*d comrade. Be- 
Of entrance to a quarrel j but, being in, fware 
Bear it that the opposer may beware of thee. 
Give ev*rY man thine ear, but few thy voice: 
Take each man*s censure, but reserve thy judg- 
Costly thy habit as thy purse can buy, [ment. 
But notexpress*d in fancy; rich, not gaudy 3 
For the apparel oft proclaims the man. 
Neither a borrower, nor a lender be : 
For loan oft loses both itself and friend ; 
Aod borrowing dulls the edge of husbandry. 
This above all, to thine own self be true ; 
And it must follow, as the night the day. 
Thou canst not then be false to any man. 

ffamtet on the Appearance of his Fathers Ghost. 

Angels and ministers of grace defend usl 
Be thou a spirit of health, or goblin damn*d. 
Bring with thee airs from heaven, or blasts 
from bell. 



Be thy intents wicked, or charitable, 
Thou com*st in such a questionable shape. 
That I will siieak to thee ; I *ll call thee Hamlet^ 
King, father, royal Dane: O, answer me: 
Let me not burst in ignorance ! but tell. 
Why thy canoniz'd bones, hearbcd in death, 
i lave burst their cerements ? why the sepulchre 
VVherein we saw thee quietly inurn*d. 
Hath op'd his ponderous and marble iaws. 
To cast thee up again ? What otay this mean^ 
That thou, dead corse, a^ain, in complete steel, 
Revisit'st thus the glimpses of the moon, «• 
Making night hideous ; and we fools of nature. 
So horribly to shake our disposition 
With thoughts beyond the reaches of our souls ? 

The Mischief it might tempt him to. 
What if it tempt you towards the flood, my 
Or to the dreadful summit of the cliff, [lord. 
That beetles o'er his bu^e into the sea ; 
And there assume some other horrible form. 
Which might clepriveyour sovereignty of reason. 
And draw you into madness? Think of it: 
The very place puts toys of desperation. 
Without more motive, into ev'ry brain. 
That looks so many fathoms to the sea. 
And hears it roar beneath. 

Enter Ghost and Hamlet, 

Ham. Whither wilt thou lead me ? speak, 
I'll 20 no further. 

Ghost. Mark me. 

Ham. I will. 

Ghost. My hour is almost come. 
When I to sulphurous and tormenting flames 
Must render up myself. 

Ham. Alas, poor ghost 1 

Ghost. Pity me not, but lend thy serious 
To what I shall unfold. [hearing 

Ham. Speak, I am bound to hear. 

Ghost, bo art thou to revenge, when thou 

//am. What? [shah bear. 

Ghost I am thy father's spirit ; 
Doom'd for a certain term to walk the night. 
And, for the day, contin'd to fast in fires, 
I'ill the foul crimes done in my days of nature 
Are burnt and purgM away. But that I am for- 
To tell the secrets of my prison-house, [bid 
I could a tale unfold, whose lightest word 
Would harrow up thy soul 5 freeze thy young 

blood; 
Make thy two eyes, like stars, start from their 

spheres ; 
Thy knotted and combined locks to part. 
And each particular hair to stand on end 
Like quills upon the fretful porcupine : 
But this eternal blazon must not be 
To ears of flesh and blood : list, list, O list I 
1 f thou didst ever thy dear father love — 

Ham. O Heaven ! [murder. 

Ghost: Ro'cnge his foul and most unnatural 

Ham. Murder I 

Ghost Murder most foul, as in the best it is ; 
But this most foul, strange, and unnatural. 

Ham. Haste me to know it \ that I, with 
win^s as swift 
As meditatiOQ, or the thoughts of love. 
May sweep to my revenge. 
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Gkost. I find thee apt ; 
And duller sboaldst thou be than the fat weed 
That mot^ itself in ease on Lethe's wharf> 
Wouldit thou DOt stir in this? Now, Hamlet, 

hear: 
Tis given out, that, sleeping in my orchard, 
A serpeni stung me ; so the whole ear of Den- 
mark 
I^ hy a forged process of my death 
Rankly abused; but know, thou noble youth. 
The serpent that did sting thy father's life. 
Now wears his crown. 
Ham. O my prophetic soul ! my uncle ? 
Gkoit Ay, that incestuous, that adulterate 
beast. 
With witchcraft of his wit, with trait*rous gifts, 
(O wicked wits and gifts, that have the pow*r 
So toscti<ire!) won to his shameful lust 
Th»- w II of my most.seeroing-viriuous queen , 

Hjmitt, what a falling ofT^was there ! 
From mc, whose love was of that dignity. 
That it went hami in hand even with the vow 

1 made to her in marriage ; and to decline 
Upon a wretch, whose natural gifVs were poor 
T" ih«»se of mine ! 

But virtue, as it never will be mov'd, 
Thouzh lewdness court it in a shape of heaven; 
&> iiut, though to a radiant angel link*d. 
Will sate itself in a celestial bed, 
AikI prey on e;irl)age. 

Bat, soft ! motninks, 1 scent the morning air ;•— 
Brief let mc be: Sleeping within mine or- 
chard. 
My ctistom always of the af^erno^n, 
Upon my secure hour thy uncle stole. 
With juice of cursed hebenon in a vial. 
And in the porches of mine ears did pour 
"Hie lepcroiis distilment ; whose effect 
Hol(U such an enmity with hlnnd of man, 
TVat, swift as quicksilver, it coursus through 
The natural gates and alleys of the body; 
And, with a sudden vigor, it doth posset 
And curd, like eager droppiiif^s into milk. 
The thiu Mnd wholesome blooil : so did it mine ; 
And a most instant tetter bark'd about, 
Most lazarlike, with vile and loathsome crust. 
All my smooth body. 

Thus was I, sleeping, by a brother's hand. 
Of life, of crown, of queen, at once dispatched : 
Cut off even in the blossoms of my sin, 
Unliouserd, disappointed, un.inerd ; 
No rerkoning made, but sent to my account 
With all my imperfections on my head : 
horrible ! O horrible 1 most horrible ! 
If thou ha>t nature in thee, bear it not ; 
Let not the royal bed of Denmark be 
A couch for luxury and damned incest. 
B«t howsoever thou pursuest this act. 
Taint not thy mind, ni»r let thy soul contrive 
Against thy mother aught ; len\ e her to Heaven, 
And to tho*^ thoriu that in her bo^om lodge. 
To prick and sting her. Fare thee well at once ! 
The glow-worm shows the matin to be near, 
Aiwl gins to pale his ineffectual fire : 
Adieu, adieu, adieu 1 remember me. Exit. 
Hum. O, all jotgL host of heaven \ O earth 1 
what else ? 



And shall I couple hell? O fie! hold, hold, 

my heart i 
And you, my sinews, grow not instant old. 
But bear me stifBy up ! Remember thee ? 
Ay^ thou poor gnost, while memory holds a 

seat 
In this distracted globe. Remember thee? 
Vea, from the table of my memory 
I *11 wipe away all trivial fond records. 
All saws of books, all forms, all pressures past. 
That youth and observation copied there ; 
And tny commandment all alone shall live 
Within the book and volume of my brain. 
Unmixed with baser matter: yes, by Heaven. 
O most pernicious woman ! 
O villain, villain, smiling, damned villain! 
My tables, «-meet it is 1 set it down. 
That one may smile, and smile, and be a vil- 
lain; 
At least 1 am sure it may be so in Denmark. 

imning. 

So, uncle, there you are. Now to my word ; 
It is, *' Adieu, adieu! Remember me.*' 

Ophelia* s Deacription of Hamlet' s mad Address 

to her. 

My lord, as I was sewing in my closet. 
Lord Hamlet, with his doublet all unl)racM ; 
No hat upon his head ; his stockings foul'd, 
Ungarter'd, and down-gyved to his ancle ; 
Pale as his shirt ; his knees knocking each other; 
And with a look so piteous in nurnort. 
As if he had been loosed out ot hell 
To speak of horrors-^he comes before me. 

PoL Mad for thy love? 

iyph. My lord, I do not know ; 
But, truly, I do f^ar it. 

PoL What said he? 

Oph. He took mc by the wrist, and held me 
hard ; 
Then goes he to the length of all his arm ; 
And with his other hand thus o*er his brow 
He falls to such perusal of my face, 
As he would draw it. Long staid he so y^ 
At last — a little shaking of mine arm. 
And thrice his head thus waving up and dowri. 
He raisM a sigh so piteous and profound. 
As it did seem to shatter all his bulk. 
And end his being. That done, he let me go; 
And, with his head over his shoulder tum*d. 
He seeni'd to find his way without his eves ; 
For out of doors he went without their helps. 
And, to the last, bended their light on me. 

Old Age, 
'Beshrew my jealousy! 
It seems, it is as proper to our age 
To cast beyond ourselves in ouropinioos^ 
As it is common for the younger sort 
To lack discretion. 

Happiness consists in Opinion, 
Why, then, *tis none to you ; 
For there is nothing either good or bad, 
Kut thinking makes it so ; 
To joe it is a prison. 

Hamlefs Reflections on the Player and himself. 

O what a rogue and peasant slave am I i 
Is it not monstrous, that this player here. 
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But in a fiction, in a dream of paasionj 
Could force his soul so to his own conceit. 
That, from her working, all his Ftaage wann d ? 
Tears in his eyes, distraction in 's asp^t, 
A broken voice, and his whole function suiting 
With forms to his conceit ; and ail for nothing! 
For Hecuba ! 

What^s Hecuba to him. or he to Hecuba, 
That he should weep for her ? what would he do. 
Had he the motive and the cue for passion 
That I have ? he would drown the stage with 

tears. 
And cleave the gen*ral ear with horrid speech ; 
Make mad the guilty and appal the free. 
Confound the i^orant ; and amaze, iiuleed. 
The veiy faculties of eyes and ears. 
YctI— 

A doll and muddy-mettled rascal, speak. 
Like John-a-dreams, unpregnant ot my cause. 
And can say nothing ; no, not for a king. 
Upon whose j)roperty and most dear life 
A damn*d defeat was made. Am I a coward? 
Who calls me villain ? breaks my pate across ? 
Plucks off mv beard, and blows it m my face ? 
Tweaks me oy the nose, gives me the lie i* the 

throat. 
As deep as to the lungs? Who does me this ? 
Ha ! why, I should tike it : — for it cannot be 
But I am pig^n-liver'd, ami lack gall 
To make oppression bitter; or, ere this, 
I should have fatted all the region kites 
With this slave's offal : bloody, bawdy villain! 
Remorseless, treacherous, lecherous, kindless 

villain ! 
Why, what an ass am I ! This is most brave; 
That I, the son of a dear fatlicr murder*d, , 
Prompted to my revenge by heaven and hell. 
Must, like a whore, unpack my heart with 

words, 
And fall a cursing like a very drab, 
A scullion ! 
Fie upon *t ! fob ! About, my brains ! Humph ! 

I have heard. 
That guilty creatures, sitting at a play. 
Have by tne very cunnins of the scene 
Been struck so to the soul, that presently 
They have procJaiiD*d their malefactions : 
For murder, though it have no tonsiie, will speak 
With most miraculous organ. I '11 have these 

players 
Play somethiog like the murder of my father. 
Before mine uncle t 1*11 observe his looks ; 
111 tent him to the qaick ^ if he do blench, 
I know my coarse. The spirit, that I have seen, 
Maybeadevil: aod the deyil htth pow r 
To assume a pleasing shape; yea, and, pcriuiM» 
Out of my weakness and my melancholy, 
(As he is very potent with such spirits) 
Abuses me to damn me: I'U have giounds 
More relative than this; the play *s the Uiing 
Whekein I *11 catch the conscience of the kii^. 

Hypocrini. 

We are to blame in this— 

*Tis too much pror'd-— that, with devotiQn*s 

visage 
And pious action, we do sugar o'er 
The devil himself. 
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King, O, 'tis too true ! how smart 
A lash that speech does ^ive my conscience ! 
The harlot's cheek, beautied withplast'ring ar^ 
Is not more ugly to the thing that helps it. 
Than is my deed to my moit painted word. 

Life and Death weighed. 

To be, or not to be, that is the question i 
Whether 'tis nobler in the mind, to suffer 
The slings and arrows of outrageous fortune ; 
Or to take arms against a sea of troubles. 
And, by opposing, end ihem : To die — to sl e ep 
No more ; and by a sleep to say we end 
The heartache, and die thousand natural shocks 
That flesh is heir to ; — ^"tis a consUminatiou 
Devoutly to be wish'd. To die ; — to sleep } 
To sleep! perchance to dream; — ay, there's 
tne rub ; [come. 

For in that sleep of death what dreams may 
When wc have snufHed off this mortal coil. 
Must give us pause : — there's the respect, _ 
Thai makes calamity of so long life ; [time. 
For who would bear the whips and scorns of 
Th' oppressor's wrong, the proud man*s con* 

tumely. 
The pangs of d(*spis'd love, the law^s delay. 
The insolence of office, and the spurns 
That patient merit of th' unworthy takes. 
When he himself might his quietus m^ike 
With a bare bodkin ? Who would fordels bear. 
To grunt and sweat under a weary life $ 
But that the dread of something after death— 
The undiscovered country, from whose bourn 
No traveller retum^-^puzzles the will. 
And makes us rather bear those ills we hare. 
Than fly to others that we know not of? 
Thus conscience does make cowards of us all ; 
And thus the native hue of resolution 
Is sicklied o*er with the pale cast of thought ; 
And enterprises of sreat pith and moment. 
With this regard, tneir currents turn awry. 
And lose the name of action. 

Calumny. 
Be thou as chaste as ice, as pure as snow. 
Thou shalt not escape calumny. 

A nolle Mind disordered. 

O what a noble mind is here o'erthrown ! 

The courtier's, soldier's, scholar s eye, tongue, 

sword : 
Th* expectancy and rose of the fair state. 
The glass of fashion, and the mould of form, 
Th* observ'd of all observers! quite, quite 

down! 
And I, of ladies most deject and wreic|;^ed. 
That suck'd the honey of his music-vows. 
Now see that noble and most sovereign reason. 
Like sweet bells iangled, out of tune and harsh ; 
Th«t unniatch'a form and feature of blown 

youth. 
Blasted with ecstasy. 

On Flattery f and an even-minded Man. 
Nay, do not think I flatter : 
For what advancement may I hope from tliee. 
That no revenue hast, but thy good spirits. 
To feed and clothe thee? Why should the \xx)r 
be flatter'd ? 



Boos in, 

So, kt the cindird toti^e lic4t absurd pomp ; 
And crook the pf^am hinge» of the Knee, 
Wtwte ilirin may follow fowning. Doat tliou 

bnri 
Saoe mj dm moI vrw miilren of her choice, 
Aai cooU of men distinguish her election, 

ill ward th«c for herself: for Ihou hast 

be«r< 

■■, in tiilTering ill, that siiETen nothing ; 

I, that Ibrlune'i bufleti and lewarJs 
Km ta'ai «iih equal thanks: and bint are 

lh««, [mingled, 

Wbote btoMl and judgment are so well com- 
"nut thtv an not a iiipe for Fortune's finger 
Tftwanilwhslftoptlieplense: Give me the man 
Tteliinot pataioc'sibvc.andl will wear him 
In mj bean s core— ay, id my heart ofheart, 
Ai Ido tbec 

Midaigkl. 

Ti* IMW the TCty witching time of night ; 

When churrh-jards yawn, and helt iiiirlf 

Uathet out [hot btoud, 

-\»d<i __ . . 

n wU i]uakc lo look o 

hnrt. Ion: not thy nature : let nol eier 
The vHil of Nero enter this firm bosom: 
l^ cic be cruel, nnt unnatural : 

1 will i|Wak ibggrrs to her, but use none. 
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7b Si%'* Jt^ainng SoUloouy, 
Rffitehoni on him. 



R^fUeltoni 
O, oij oAmce i* rank, it smells lo hcav'n ; 
It biih ilw primal, eldni rune upon 't, 
Afcaithn-iniurderl Pray can I t>ot, 
Tbavgh iaclinalion be as sharp as wilr; 
Mj ttrangji* guilt defeats my atrong intent ; 
And. like > ami lo double business bound, 
I aand in p«u»e nlirre I shall first be^n, 
Aad both ncgteci. WlutI if this cursol hand 
Vt*t thicket than itself with brother's blood! 
b there oM nia enough in the sweet heavens 
To iraab ■( white m snow? Whereto senes 
Bdi w cMsfront the v>>age orotTcnce? [mercy, 
Jirf wlu's in prayer, bul this twofolcT force ; 
Tt W fe««>t*l1ed. ere we come to fall, 
Or|«tdan'<), being down? Then I'll look up; 
, Hy faill tl past. Dut O, what Ibrnvof prayer 
CniKtirmymrn? Foraive me my foul murder! 
Thu ^unnt be ; since I atu still possess'd 
OfthMccflccufor which I did the murder, 
Sly m>«n, mine own nmbition, and my ijueen. 
Mm one be paid-in'd, and retain th' oAencc! 
Ja ^K- «am>plcd currents of this world, 
p fc nea 't y Med band may shore byjuitice; 
*~^ -* *u» tttm, ihe wicked priic itself 
t the law ; but 'lis not so abot-e„' 
no iJniflling. ihi-rc ilic action lies 
le ntlurcj and we ourselves competl'il 
Lth in tbr teoli and forchend ofour fuults 
Tn p'r in ntidence. What then I what reaU i 
**" ' " rnunee can : what can it not I 
it, when nne cannot repent i 
ale! Oboiom, black as death I 
' thai, ttmg^ling to be free, 
>i;'d! iltlp, angel«, make a<3:iy! 



itnbborn knees! anil, heart, with siring* 

Be soft as sitiews of the new-born babe ; 
All may be well ! [The king knetlr. 

Enter Hamlet. [inR ; 

Ham. Nowmighl Idoil.natjnowheispr. >- 
And now I '11 do I ; tuid so he goes lo heav'n ; 
A nd so am I reveoR'd ! that would be scann'ii 
A villain kills my fithet; and, for tbat, 
1, his sole son, tTo tbii, same villain send 
To heaven I 

Why this is hire and salary, not revenge. 
He took my father grossly, AiU of bread ; 
W'ith nil his Climes broad-blown, »s flush at 

Mayi [ITeaveni'j 

And, how his audit stands, who knows, sa«i~ 
Hut, in our citcuinsUiice and course oflhouitht 
"Tis heavy with lum : and am 1 ihea iciengd 'I 
To take him in the purging of bis soul. 
When he is lit and seasoned for his pouage I 
No. 

Up, sword : and know thou a more horrid heotl J 
When ht is drunk, asleep, oi in his lage; 
Or in the incestuous pleasures of his bed ; 
At gaming, swearing; or about some act _ 

That has no rcUsh of salvation in'ts [ven^ 1 
Then triji him, that his heels may kick at he*-' 
And that hid soul may be as damn d and black* 
Aa hell whereto it goes. 

Hamltl and hit Mother. 

Queen. What have I done, that thou dar'lt'l 
In noise so rude against me? [wag thy tongnsV 

Hqiti. Such an act, ^ 

That blurs ilu: grace and blush of modesty; 
Calls virlue hypocrite ; takes off the rose 
From ihc fair forehead of an innocent love. 
And set* a blister therei makes marriage-vowi J 
As false as dicers' oaths ^ O, such a deed, 
As from the body of contraction plucks 
The very soul 1 and sweet religion makoi 
A rhapsody of words. 

fiHten. Ah me, what act I [ihiv, .] 

Ham. Look here, upon this picture, aud oii 
T)ie counterfeit presentment of two brotheia> 
Sec what a grace was seated on this brow : 
Hyperion's curls ; the front of Jove himself j > 
An eye like Mars, lo threaten and command j 
A station like the herald Mercury, 
Ncw-liohti'd on a Ilea ven-kis» ins hiti ; 
A combination, and a form, indeed. 
Where every god did seem to set his se 
TopvethewDrldas'uranccofaman; [follow!; J 
This wai your husband. — Look you no 
Heie li your husband; like a mildew'i 
Blasting his wholrMime brother. Hnveyoueyeal 
Could you on this fair mounlain leave to feed. 
And batten on this ninor? 

Queen. I) Hamlet, speak no more i 
Thou turn's! mine eyes into my very soul ; 
And there 1 see iiieh black anilgriimed sp'iU, 
As will uoi leave iheit linct. 
Knicr Gkust. 

Ham. Save nic, and hover o'er me with youc 
winRs, 
Vrki heavenly guanis ! — Wbai would your gra- 
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Queen. A\aa\ he's mad. [chide. 

Ham, Do you not come your tardy son to 
That, lapsM in time and patuiion, lets go by 
Th* im)K)rtant acting of your dread command ? 
O, say— . 

GfMst. Do not forget : this visitation 
Is but to whet thy almost blunted purpose. 
But, look ! amazement on thy mother sits: 
O step between her and her fighting soul i 
Conceit in weakest bodies strongest works ; 
Speak to her, Hamlet. 

Ham. How is it with you, lady? 

Queen. Alus ! how is it with you. 
That you do bend your eye on \ acancy, 
And with the incorporal air do hold discourse? 
Forth at your eyes your spirits wildly |X?ep; 
And, as the sleeping soldiers in the alarm. 
Your bedded hair, like life in excrements. 
Starts up and stands on end. (), gentle son, 
Upon the heat and flame of thy distemper 
Sprinkle cool patience. Whereon do you look ? 

Ham. On him ! on him ! look you how pale 
he glares ! [stones, 

His form and cause conjoin*d, preaching to 
Would make them capable. Do not look on me. 
Lest, 'with this piteous action, you convert 
My stern effects : then, what 1 have to do 
Will want true color; tears, perchance, for 

Quetn. To whom do you speak this? [blood. 

Ham. Do yon see nothing there? 

Poinfing to the Ghost. 

Queen, Nothin;;^ at all; yet all, that is, 1 see. 

Ham, Nor did you nothing hear? 

Queen No, nothing, btti ourselves. 

Ham. Why, look you there! look how it 
steals away 1 
My father, in his habit as he livM ! 
Lc)ok, wht-re he goes, even now, out at the 
portal. Edit Ghost. 

Queen This is the very coinage of your brain : 
This l>odiies8 creation ecstasy 
Is very cunnmg in. 
" Ham Ecstasy ! 

My pulse, as yours, doth temperately keep ..me, 
And makes as heolthful music: it is not madne::8 
Thai I have uttered ; bring me to the test. 
And I the matter will re-word: which madness 
Would gambol from. Mother, for love of grace, 
I^y not that flattering unction to your soul. 
That not your tre^i^ass, but my madness speaks : 
It will but skin and film the ulcerous place; 
Whiles rank corruption, mining all within. 
Infects unseen —Confess yourself to heaven; 
Repent w hat *s past ; avoid what is to come. 

Queen. O Hamlet 1 thou hast cleft my heart 
in twain. 

Ham Oy throw away the worser part of it. 
And live the purer with the other half. 
Good night but go not to my uncle's bed : 
Assume a virtue, if you have it not. 
That monster Custom, who all sense doth eat 
Of habit's devil, is an^el yet in this ; 
That to the use of actions fair and good 
He likewise gives a frock, or livery. 
That aptly is put on : refrain to night; 
And that shall lend a kind of easiness 
To the next abstiuence : the uext more easy : 



For use almost can change the stamp of nature ;\\ 
And either curb the devil or throw him out t 
With wondrous potcnc}'. Once more, good-/ 
night ! ' 

And when you are desirous to be blest, 
I '11 blessing beg of you. 

Queen. W hat bhall I do ? [do : 

Ham. Not this, by no means, that I bid you 
Let the bloat king tempt you again to bed ; 
Pinch wanton on your check ; call you his 

mouse ; 
And let him for a pair of recchy kisses. 
Or paddliiig in your neck with his damn'd fin- 
Make you to ravel all this matter out, [g^T9> 
That I essentially am not in madness, [know. 
But mad in craft. 'IVcre good, you let him 

Queen. Be thou assur'd, if words be made of 
breath. 
And breath of life, 1 have no life to breathe 
What thou hast said to me. 

Hum. I must to England, you know that? 

QueeH. AKt'k, I had forgot; 
'Tis so concluded on. 

Ham. Tht'Tvs letters seal'd ; and my two 
schoolfellows. 
Whom I will trust as I will adders fang*d. 
They bear the mandate ; ihcy must sweep my 

way. 
And marshal me to knavery: let it work ; 
For 'tis the sport, to have the engineer 
Hoist with his own petard : and it shall go bard. 
But I will delve one yard below their mines. 
And blow them at the m(X)n. 
Hamlets Urflictions on his own Irresofuiion» 

iiow all occasions do inform against roe. 
And spur my dull revenge ! What is a man. 
If his chief good and market of his time 
Be but to sleep and feed ? a beast, no more. 
Sure, he, that made us with such large discoune. 
Looking before and after, g^\e us not 
That ca^)ability and god-like reason 
To fust in us uiius d : now, whether it be 
l^stial oblivion, or some craven scruple 
Of thinking too precisely on the eveul, 
(A thought, which, quarter'd, halb but 9BB rj 
p;irt wibdom, \ 

Vnd ever three parts coward), I do not know 
Why yet I live to say. This tiling's to do; 
Sith I have cause, and will, and strength, 

means, -.^ 

To do't. Examples, gross as earth, exhort mef- ^ 
Witness, this army, of such mass, and chaig^ J 
Led by a delicate and tender prince, ' ^ 

Whose spirit with divine amnition pud, ' ^ 

Makes mouths at the invisible event ; | 

Exposing what is mortal, and unsure, ^ 

To all that fortune, death, and danfl;er dare. 
Even for an egg-shell. Rightly to be great* ^ 
Is, not to stir without great argument ; ^^ 

But greatly to find quarrel in a straw. 
When honor's at the stake. How stand 1 thco, 
That have a father kill'd, a mother stain'd. 
Excitements of my reason and my blood, 
.\nd let all sleep? while to my shame I aee 
1 he imminent death of twenty thousand meo» 
That, for a phanta.Hy, and trick of fame. 
Go to their gravet like beds; fight for a pk)C 
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Whereon the numben cannot try the cause, 
Which is not tomb enough and continent 
To hide the slain ! — O, from this time forth, 
Mj thoQght^ be bloody, or be nothing worth ! 
Sorrowi rarely single. 
O Gertrude ! Gertrude ! 
When sorrows come, they come not single spies, 
Bot ID battalions. 

The Dioiniiy of Kings, 
Let him go, Gertrude ; do not fear our person : 
There's «uch divinity doth hedge a king. 
That treason can but peep to what it would. 
Act little of his will. 

Description qf Ophelias Drowning, 
There is a willow grows ascaunt the brook, 
Tliat nhowt his hoar leaves in the glassy stream; 
Therewith fantastic garlands did she make. 
Of crow-flowers, nettles, daisies, and long pur- 

eles, 
eral shepherds give a grosser name, 
Bot our cold maids do dead men s fingers call 

them : 
There on the pendant boughs her coronet weeds 
Cbmbeiing to hang, an envious sliver broke ; 
Wbro down her weedy trophits, and htTself, 
Fdl in the weeping brook. Her clothes spread 

wide 
And. aiemiuid-like, a while they bore her up: 
Which time she chanted snatches ofold tunes, 
Ai one incapable of her own distress. 
Or like a creature native and indued 
L'ato that element ; but loqg it cnuld not be, 
Tilt that her garment^, heavy with their drink, 
hi]yd the poor wretch from her melodious lay 
To muddy death. 

A spotless Virffin buried. 

Lay her i* the earth ; 
And from her fair and unpolluted flesh 
MiyTiolekfl spring! I tell thee, churlish priest, 
A minisi^ruig anoel shall my sister be, 
Wkn tbou uest howline. 

Melancholy. 

This is mere madness : 
Aai liua « while the fit will work on him ; 
AsQB, M patieiit as the female dove, 
Wfcca first her golden couplets are disclo8*d, 
Hii alenee will sit drooping. 

Prwvidence directs our Actions. 

And that should teach us, 
IWre's a Divinity that shapes our ends, 
Aough-hew them how we will. 

A HeaUh. 

Give me the cups ; 
And let the kettle to the trumpet speak. 
The trumpet to the cannoneer without. 
The canoons to the heavens, the heavens to 

* Now the King drinks to Hamlet.*' [earth \ 

* 

S 19. THE FIRST PART OF HENRY IV. 

StiAKSPEARb. 

Peace after citfil War. 
So shaken as we are, so wan with care, 
Fmd we a time for frighted peace to pant. 
And bffcathe short-winded accents of new broils 
To be oommenc*d in stronds afar remote. 
No' more the thinty Erinnys of this soU 



Shall daub her lips with her own children's 

blood; 
No more shall trenching war channel her fields. 
Nor bruise her flow rets with the armed hoofs 
Of hostile paces : I'hose opposed eyes. 
Which— -like the meteors ot a troubled heaven* 
All of one nature, of one substance bred-— 
Did lately meet in the intestine shock 
And furious close of civil butchery, 
ShuU now, in mutual, well-beseeming ranks, 
March all one way : and be no more opposed 
Against acquaintance, kindred, and allies : 
The edge of war, like an ill-sheathed knife. 
No more shall cut his master. 

King Henry's Character of Percy , and of his 
Son Prince Htnry. 

Yea, there thou mak*st me sad and mak'st me 
In envy, that my lord Northumberland [sin 
Shoulcl be th9 father of so blest a ^on : 
A son, who is the theme of honor's longue ; 
Amongst a grove the very straightest plant; 
Who is sweet Fortune's minion, and her pride: 
Whilst I, by looking on the praise of him. 
See riot and dishonor staii) the brow 
Of my young Harry. 

Prince Henry*s Soliloquy. 

I know you all, and will a while uphold 
The unyok'd humor pf your idleness: 
Yet herein will I imiute the sun. 
Who doth permit the base contagious clouds 
To smother up his beauty from the world ; 
That, when he please again to be himself. 
Being wanted, he mtoy more he wooilcr'd at. 
By breaking through the foul and ugly mists 
Of va|)ours that did seem to strangle him. 
If all the year were playing holidays, 
To S|X)rt would be as tedious as to work ; 
But, when they seldom come, they wish*d-fbr 

come. 
And nothing pleaseth but rare accidents. 
So, when thib loose behaviour I throw off, 
A Of* pay the debt I never promised ; 
By t'ow much better than my word I am. 
By so much shall I falsify men's hopes ; 
zVnd, like bright metal on a sullen ground. 
My reformation, glitt'ring o'er my fault. 
Shall show more goodly, and attract more eyes. 
Than that which hath no foil to set it off. 
I'll so oflend, to make ofl*ence a skill ; 
Redeeming time, when men think least I will. 

Hotspur's Description of a finical Courtier. 

But, I remember, when the fight was done. 
When I was dry with rage and extreme toil. 
Breathless and faint, leaning upon my sword, 
(?ame there a certain lord, neat, trimly drest. 
Fresh as a bridegroom; and his chin, new-reap'd* 
Show'd like a stubble land at hunest-home: 
He was perfumed like a milliner; 
And 'twixt his finger and his thumb he held 
A pouncct box, which ever and anon 
He gave his nose, and took 't away again :— - 
Who, therewith angry, when it next came 
there, [talk'd. 

Took it in snuff" — And still he smifd and 
And, as the soldiers bare dead bodies by. 
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He caird them untaught knaves, unmannerly. 

To bring n slovenly unhandsome corse 

Betwixt the wind and his nobility. 

With many holiday and lady ti^rms 

He questioned me ; among the rest, demanded 

My prisoners, in your maiesty's behalf. 

I then, all smarting with my wounds, being 

To be so pester'd with a popinjay, [cold. 

Out of my grief and my impatience 

Answer a nci^lectingly I know not what ; 

He should orlieshoulJnot', for he made me mad. 

To see him shine so brisk, and smell so sweet. 

And talk so like a waiting gentlewoman. 

Of guns, and drums, and wounds (God save 

the mark!) 
And telling me the sovereign*st thing on earth 
Was |)armacity, for an inward bruise } 
And tliat it was great pity, so it was. 
That villanous saltpetre should be digsM 
Out of the bowels of the harmless eartn. 
Which many a good tall fellow had destroyed 
So cowardly; and, but for these vile guns. 
He would himself have been a soldier. 

Danger. 

I '11 read you matter deep and dangerous ; 
As full of peril and advent rous spirit, ^ 

As to o*crwalk a current, roaring loud. 
On the UDSteadfast footii\g of a spear. 

Honor. 

By heaven, methinks it were an easy leap. 
To pluck bright Honor from the pale-fac'd 
( )r tlive into the bottom of the deep, [moon ; 
Where fathom-line could never touch the 

ground. 
And pluck up drowned Honor by the locks; 
So he that doth redeem her thence, might wear 
Without co-rival all her dignities. 
But out upon this half-fac*d fellowship I 

Lady Pcn-ys pathetic Speech to her Huthand* 

O my good lord, why are you thus alone? 
For what offence have I, this fortnight, been 
A banished woman from my Harry's bed ? 
Tell me, sweet lord, what is it takes from thee 
Thy stomach, pleasure, and thy gol4en sleep ? 
M^hydost thou bend thine eyes upon the earth. 
Ana start so often when thou sittV alone? 
Why hast thou lost the fresh blood in thy cheeks : 
And ^v*n my treasures, and my rights of thee. 
To thick-eyo musing, and curs'd melancholy? 
In thy Ciint slumbers I by thee have watch d. 
And heard thee murmur tales of iron wars ; 
Speak terms of manage to thy bounding steed ; 
C ry, " Courage ! to the field !*' and thou hast 
Ofsallies, and retires; of trenches, tents, [talk*d 
Of pali^adoes, frontiers, parapets; 
Of oasilisks, of cannon, culverin ; 
Of prisoners' ransom, and of soldiers ^lain. 
And all the currents of a heady fight 
Thy spirit within thee hath been so at war. 
And tnns hath so bestirr'd thee in thy sleep, 
Thit beads of sweat have stood upon thy brow. 
Like bubbles in a Utc-disturbed stream : 
And in thy face strange motions have appear'd, 
Such as vit, sec when men restrain iheir breath 



On sooie great sudden haste. O, whai por- 
tents are these ? 
Some heavy business hath my lord in hand« 
And I must know it, else he loves me not. 
Prodipes ridiculed. 

I cannot blame him : at my nativity. 
The front of heaven was full of fiery shapes. 
Of burning cressets ; and, at my birth. 
The frame and huge foundation of the earth 
Shak'd like a coward. 

Hot. Why so it would have done 
At the same season, if your mother's cat 
Had kitten'd — ^tho' yourself had ne'er been bom. 

Diseased nature oftentimes breaks forth 
In strange eruolions : ofl the teeratog earth 
Is with a kino of cholic pinch'd and vexM^ 
By the imprisoning of unruly wind 
Within her womb; which, for enlarjgement 

striving, 
Shakes the old beldame Earth, and topples down 
Steeples and moss-grown towers. 

On miserable Khymers. 
I had rather be a kitten aiid cry— >mew« 
Than one of these same metre-bauad-monflen y 
I had rather hear a brazen canstick ttim'd^ 
Or a dry wheel grate on the axle-tree; 
And that would set my teeth nothing on edge^ 
Nothing so much as mincing poetry ; 
*Tis like the forc'd gait of a shuffling nag. 

Punctuality in Bargain. 
Ill give thrice to much land 
To any wdl-oeserving frieQd y 
But, in the way of bargain, mark ye me, 
ril cavil on tlie ninth part of a hair. 

^A Husband sunf^ toJSleep by a/air fFife* 
She bids you 
Upon the wanton rosheTlay you down. 
And rest your ^ntle bead upon her lap. 
And she will smg the song that plenteth you^ 
And on your eye-lids crown the fp^ of tleqi^ 
Charming your blood witli pleasmg besvincM t 
Making such difference 'twixt vrake and aksqpip 
As is the difference betwixt dav and nidbt, 
Tlie hour before the heavenly hamesi'a teun 
Begins his golden progress in the east. 

King Henry the IVth to Ms San. ^ 

Had I so lavish of my presence been, *^ 

So common hackney'd in the eyes of meo. 
So stale and cheap to vulgar company. 
Opinion, that dia help me to the crowi^ 
Had still kept loyal to possession ; 
And left me in reputeless banishment, 
A fellow of no mark nor likelihood. 
By being seldom seen, I could not stir. 
But, like a comet, I was wondered at; [he.** 
That men would tell their children ; *' This ta 
Others would say, *' Where? which is Bo^i^- 

linbroke?'^ 
And then I stole all courtesy from heaven. 
And dress'd myself in such Humility, 
That I did pluck allegiance from men*s hearts. 
Loud shouts and salutations from their mouths; 
Even in the presence of the crowned king. 
Thus did I keep my person fresh and new ; 
My yrescnccj like a robe pontifical. 
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Ne*er lecn bot wondered at : and so my state, 
VM w" b but sumptoous, shbwcd like a feast ; 
And woo, by rareness, such solemnity. 
The skipfMng king, he ambled up ana down 
With shallow jesters, and rash bavin wits. 
Soon kindled, and soon homed: carded his state 5 
Minded his royalty with capering fools ; 
Had liis great name profanea with their scomsj 
And g^?e hb countenance anainst his name. 
To ki;^ at gibing boys, ana stand the push 
Of every boirdless vain comparative : 
Grew a companion to the common streets, 
Enfeofied himself to popularity : 
That, being daily swallowed l^ men's eyes. 
They surfeited with honey; and hegan 
Tolouhe the taste of sweetness, whereof a little 
More than a little is by much too much. 
&>, when he had occasion to be seen. 
He was but as the cuckow is in June, 
Heard, noc regarded ; seen, but with such eyes. 
As, nek and blunted with community, 
Affnd no eztiaordinary gaze. 
Such as is bent on sun-like majesty 
When it shines seklom in admiring eyes : 
.Bm rather drows'd, and hung their eye-lids 

down. 
Slept in his lace, and rendered such aspect 
As ckiody men use to their adversaries ; [full. 
Beia^with his presence slutted, gor^*d, and 
Pnmce Htunft modest Dtfence q;himse{f. 
God forgive them, that so much have 
sway*d 
Yov maiesty's good thouehts away from me ! 
I will redeem aU this on Percy*s head. 
And, ID the dosing of some glorious da(y. 
Be bold to tell you that I am your son ; 
When I will wear a garment all of blood. 
And stain my favours in a bloody mask. 
Which, wash*d away, shall scour my shame 

with it. 
Aad ihitt ihsll be the dav, whene'er it lights, 
Tktt this Mune child of nonor and renown, 
AsB gjdlinft Hotspur, this all-praised knight. 
Ami yam imthoa|pht of Harry chance to meet : 
Wm ei^fT honor sittiiiK on hb helm, 
WmU UM^ were muhitudes ; and on my head 
My shaoset redoubled : for the time will come 
Tm I shall make thb northern youth exchange 
Bis gloffioiis deeds for my indi^ities. 
Pbcy ia hot my factor, aood my lord. 
To ew gr os s up slorioos deeds on my behalf ; 
And I will calf him to to strict account, 
that he shall render every glory up, 
Ya, even the slighesl worship of his time. 
Or I will tear the reckoning from his heart. 
Ihb, in the name of God, i promise here : 
The which, if he be pleas'd I shall perform, 
I do beseech your majesty may salve 
the Ions grown wounds of my intemperance ; 
If not, the end of life cancels ail bonds ; 
And I win die a hundred thousand deaths. 
Ere break the smallest parcel of this vow. 

A gallant IVantor, 
I saw young Harry— with his beaver on. 
His cuisses on bis thighs, gisllantly arm'd-^ 
Rtae from the ground, like feather'd Mercury, 
And vaulted with such ease into his seat. 



As if an aneel droppM down from the clouds. 
To turn and wind a fiery Pegasus, 
And witch the world witn noble horsemanship. 
Hotspurs Impatience for the Battle, 

Let them come : 

They come like sacrifices in their trim. 
Ana to the fire-eyed maid of smoky war. 
All hot and bleeding, will we offer them : 
The mailed Mars shall on his altar sit. 
Up to the ears in blood. I am on fire. 
To hear this rich reprisal is so nigh. 
And yet not ours : Come, let me take my horse. 
Who is to bear me like a thunderbolt. 
Against the bosom of the Prince of Wales: 
Harry to Harry shall, hot horse to horse. 
Meet, and ne'er |>art, till one drop down a corse. 
O, that Glendower were come I 

Prince Henry's modest Challenge, 
• ^T ell your nephew. 
The Prince of Walesdoth join with all the world 
In praise of Henry Percy j by my hopes— 
This present enterprise set on his heao— 
I do not think, a braver gentleman. 
More active-valiant, or more valiant, joung. 
More daring or more bold, is now alive. 
To grace this latter age with noble deeds. 
For my part, 1 may speak it to my shame, 
I have a truant been to chivalry ; 
And so I hear he doth account me too : 
Yet this before my father's majesty — 
I am content that he shall take the odds 
Of his great name and estimation ; 
And wOl, to save the blood on either side. 
Try fortune with him in a single fight. 

Prince Henry* s pathetic Speech on the Death 

(^Hotspur. 
—Brave Percy— mre thee well, great heart ! 
Ill-weav'd ambition, how mucn art thou 

. shrunk ! 
When that this body did contain a spirit, 
A kingdom for it was too small a bound ; 
But now, two paces of the vilest earth 
Is room enoogn : — ^This earth that bears thee 
Bears not alive, so stout a gentleman, [dead. 
If thou wert sensible of courtesy, 
I should not make so dear a show of zeal :— « 
But let my favors hide thy mangled face ; 
And, even in thy behalf, I *11 thank myself. 
For doing these fair rites of tenderness. 
Adieu, and take thy praise with thee to heaven ! 
Thy ignominy sleep with thee in the grave. 
But not remembered in thy epitaph ! 

Ltfe demands Action, 
O, gentlemen, the time of life is short ; 
To spend that shortness basely, were too long, 
If life did ride upon a diars point. 
Still ending at the arrival of an hour. 
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SlIAKSPEARS. 

Prologue.'^ Rumor, 
I, raoM the orient to the drooping west. 
Making the wind my posthorse, still unfold 
The acts commenced on this ba\l of earth : 
Upon my tongues continual slanders ride ; 
The which in ev'ry language 1 pronour.cf ; 
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Stuffing the ears of men with false reports. 
I speak of peace, while covert enmity. 
Under the smile of safety, wounds the world : 
And who hut Rumor, who hut only I, 
Alake fearful musters, and prepar*d defence, 
Whilst the hia; yrar,swoln with some other grief, 
Is thought with child hy the stern tyrant war. 
And no such matter t Rumor is a pipe 
Blown by surmises, jealousies, conjectures ; 
And of so easy and so plain a stop. 
That the blunt monster with uncounted heads. 
The still discorrlant wavering multitude. 
Can plaj upou it. 

Contention, 



-Contention, like a horse 



Full of high feedina;, madly hath broke loose. 
And bears down all before him. 

Post- Messenger, 
—After him, came, spurring hard, 
A gentlemen almost forespent with speed. 
That stonp*d by me to breathe his blooaied horse: 
He ask a th^ way to Chester ; and of him 
I did demand what news from Shrewsbury. 
He told me, that rebellion had ill luck. 
And that young Harry Percy's spur was cold : 
With that, he gave his able horse the head. 
And, bending lorward, struck his armed heels 
Against the i^nting sides of his poor jude 
Up to the rowel head ; and, starting so. 
He seem*d in running to devour the way. 
Staying no longer question. 

Messenger with ill News, 
Yea, this man's brow, like to a title-leaf, 
Foretels the nature of a tragic volume : 
So looks the strond whereon th* imperious flood 
Hath left a witnessed usurpation. [cheek 

Thou tremblest : and tne whiteness p thy 
Is apter than thy tont^ue to tell thy errand. 
Even such a man, so faint, so spiritless. 
So dull, so dead in look, so woe-begone. 
Drew Priam's curtain in the dead of night. 
And would have told him half his Troy was 

bum*d. 
I tee a strangpe confession in thine eye : 
Thou shak'st thv head ; and hold'st it fear or sin. 
To speak a trutn. If he be slain, say so : 
The tonsue offends not that reports nis death : 
And he doth sin, thmt doth belie the dead ; 
Not he, which says the dead is not alive. 
Yet the first hringer of unwelcome news 
Hath but a losing office ; and his tongue 
Sounds ever after as a sullen bell, 
Remember'd knolling a departing friend. 

Greater gritfs destroy the less. 

As the wretch, whose fever-weaken'd joints. 
Like strengthless hinges, buckle under life. 
Impatient of his fit, breaks like a fire 
Out of his keeper's arms; even so my limbs, 
Weaken'd with grief, being now ehrag*d with 

pief, [nice crutch ; 

Are thnce themselves : Hence therefore, thou 
A scaly gauntlet now, with joints of steel. 
Mutt glm e this hand : stud hesce, thou tkkly 

quoif; 



Thou art a guard too wanton for the head. 
Which princes, flesh'd with conquest, aim to 

hit. 
Now bind my brows with iron, and approach 
The rugged'st hour that time and spite dare bring 
To frown upon th' enrag d Northumberland 1 
Let heaven kiss earth ! now let not Nature's hand 
Keen the wild flood confin'd ! Let order die 1 
And let this world no longer be a stage 
ro feed contention in a lingering act ; 
But let one spirit of the first-born Cain 
Helen in all bosoms, that, each heart being ifit 
On bloody courses, the rude scene may end» 
And darkness be the buricr of the dead. 

The Ftfkleness of the Vulgar. , 

An habitation giddy and unsure \ 

Hath he that buiMeth on the vulgar heart. \ 
Othou fond many; with what loud applaute; 
Didst thou beat heaven with blessing Boliog^ 
broke, , 

Before he was what thou wouldst have him be I 
And, being now trimm'd in thine own desir^^ 
Thou, beastly feeder, art so full of him, f 
That thou provok'st thyself to cast him up. . 

On Sleep* 
■ O gentle sleep. 
Nature's soft nurse, how have I frighted thea^ 
That thou no more wilt weigh my eye-liib 
And steep my senses in forgetfulness I [down. 
Why rather, sleep, liest thou in smoky cribt. 
Upon uneasy pallets stretching thee, [slumber J 
And hush'd with bussing night-flics to thy 
Than in the perfum'd chambers of the great. 
Under the canopies of costly state. 
And lull'd with sounds of sweetest melody? 
() thou dull god, why liest thou with the vile. 
In loathsome beds ; and leav*st the kingly cooeb, 
A watch-case, or a common larnm-ben ? 
V^'ilt thou upon the high and aiddy mast. 
Seal up the ship-boy's eyes, and rock his bnint 
In cradle of the rude imperioos surge; 
And in the visitation of the winds. 
Who uke the ruffian billows by the fop. 
Curling their monstrous heads, and hanghig 

them 
With deafning clamors in the slippery cIoimI^ 
That, with the hurly, death itself awakes ? 
(•anst thou, O, partial sleep I give thy repoatf 
To the wet sea-boy in an nour so rixie ; 
And, in the calmest and the stillest night. 
With all appliances and means to boot. 
Deny it to a king ? 

The Character qf King Henry V. ly his Faiker. 

He is gracious if he be observ'd ; 
He hath a tear for pity, and a hand 
Open as day for melting charity : 
Vet notwithstanding, being incens'd, he*f fliat; 
As humoroos as winter, and as sudden 
As flaws concealed in the spring of day. 
iiis temper, merefore, must be well ownr'ds 
Chide him for faults, and do it reverently. 
When you perceive his blood inclin'd to mirth : 
But, being nioodf, give him line and scope: 
Till that his passions, like a whale on groiifld« 
CoofifQud themsdyes with working. 



Book III. 



DRAMATIC. 



6i$ 



On Fortune, 



Will fortune never come with both hands full » 
But write her fair words still in foulest letters? 
She either gives a stomach, and no food-« 
Such are the poor in health ; or else a feast. 
And takes away the stomach— 4uch the rich. 
That have abundance, and enjoy it not. 

Dialogue between Prince Henry and his Fa- 
ther. 



■Conie hither to me, Harry :— 



Depart the chamber, leave us here alone. 

\^Exeunt Lords. 
P. H I never thought to hear you s|>eak again. 
A". Hen. Thy wish was father, Harry, to that 

thought : ** 

I stay toi> lonz by thee, I weary thee. 
Dost thou so nunj^r for my empty chair. 
That thou wilt needs invest thee with mine 

honors. 
Before thy hour be ripe ? O foolish youth 1 
Tbouseck*st the greatness that will overwhelm 

thee. 
Stay hut a little: for my cloud of dignity 
h fietd from Billing with so weak a wind, 
Thjt it will quickly drop ; my day is dim. 
Thou hast stolen that, which after tome few 

hours 
Were thine without offence ; and, at my death 
Thou hast teard up my expectation : 
Thy life did waninst thou lov*dtt me not. 
And thou wilt have me die assur'd of it. 
Thou hid*st a thouand dasgers in thy thoughts, 
Which tho«i hast whetteoon thy stony hourt. 
To ftab at half an hour of my life. 
What ! canst thou not forbear me half an hour ? 
Then ^ thee grine and dig my grave thyself; 
And tud the merry bells ring to thine ear 
Thjt thou art crowned, not that I am dead. 
Let all the tears that should bedew my hearse. 
Be drop* of balm, to sanctify thy head: 
Only compound me with forgotten dust, , 
Give that which gave thee life unto the worms, 
Rock <iown my oificeTs, break my decrees ; 
For iwfw a time is come to mock at fomi, 
Henrr the Fif^h is crown'd :— Ap, vanity ! 
Down, royal state ! All you sage counsellors, 

hence ! 
And to the Knj^Iish court assemble now. 
From e**ry region apes of idleness ; 
Now, neighbour-confines, purge you of your 

scum : 
Hare you a ruffian that will swear, drink, dance, 
Re^cl the night ; rob, murdor, and commit 
The oldest sin* the newest kind of ways ? 
Be happ^', he will trouble von no more : 
Knzland shall double gild his treble guilt : 
Kizl^nd shall give him office, honor, might: 
For I he fifth Harry from curb'd licence plucks 
The muzzle of restraint, and the wild dog 
>Hall flesh his tooth in ev*ry innocent. 
O my poor kingdom, sick with civil blows ! 
^Vben that my care could not withhold thy 

ricHs, 
^hai wilt thou do when riot is thy care ? 
O, thou wilt be a wilderness asain, 
Peopled with wolva, thy old lahabitanti 1 



P. H, O pardon me, my liege I but for my 

tears, [kneeling. 

The moist impedients unto my speech, 
1 had forestall d this dear and deep rebuke, 
Mre you with ^ief had spoke, and 1 had heard 
The course of it so far. There is your crown ; 
And He that wears the crown immortally. 
Long guard it yours 1 If 1 affect it more. 
Than as your fionor, and as your renown, 
r^et me no more from this obedience rise 
(Which my most true and inward duteous spirit 
Teacheth;, this prostrate and exterior bendmgl 
Heaven witness with me, when I here came in. 
And found no course of breath within your 

Majesty, 
How cold It struck my heart ! If I do feign, 
O, let me in my pre^nt wildness die! 
And never live to show the incredulous world 
The noble change that I have purposed ! 
Coming to look on you, thinking you dead 
(And dead almost, my liege, to think you 

were), 
T spake unto the crown, as having sense. 
And thus upbraided it : " The care on thee 

depending, 
Hath fed upon the body of my father ; 
Therefore, thou best of^gold, art worst of gold: 
Otlier, less fine in caia', is more precious. 
Preserving life in med'cine potable : 
But thou most fine, most honor d, most re- 

nown*d, [liege. 

Hast eat thy bearer up.** Thus, my most royal 
Accusing it, I put it on my head ; 
To try with itr— as with an enemy 
lliat nad before my face murdered my father— 
. The Quarrel of a true inheritor. 
But it it did infect my blood with joy. 
Or swell my thoughts to any strain of pride; 
If any rebel or vain spirit of mine 
Did, with the least attection of a welcome. 
Give entertainment to the might of it. 
Let God for ever keep it from my head : 
And make me as the poorest vassal is. 
That doth with awe and terror kneel to it I 

K, hen, O my son ! 
Heaven put it in thy mind, to take it hence. 
That thou mightst win the more thy father's 
Pleading so wisely in excuse of it. [love. 

Come hither, Harry, sit thou by my bed ; 
And hear, 1 think, the very latest counsel [son. 
That ever I shall breathe. Heaven knows, my 
By what by-paths, and indireqt crook*d ways, 
I met this crown ; and I myself know well. 
How troublesome it sat ujjon my head : 
To thee it shall descend with better quiet. 
Better opinion, better confirmation ; 
For all tne soil of the achievement goes 
With me into the earth. It seem*d in me. 
But as an honor snatch*d with boisteroiit 

hand ; 
.\nd I had many living, to upbraid 
My gain of it by their assistances ; 
Which daily grew to quarrel and to bloodshed. 
Wound ingsupposetl peace: All these bold fean. 
Thou ste*«t, with peni I have answered: 
For all my reij^n hath been but as a scene • 
Acting that ansument ; and oow my dcttk 



SsG 



ELEGANT EXTKACTS, 



Changes the mode ; for whal in me wai pur- 
Fallt upon ihee in a more fairer lorl: [chas'd. 
So ihon the gatlaml wear'it successively. 
Yd iho' ihim tiand'jt more lure than I could do, 
Thouiirt nolRrtn enough, since griefsareureen ; 
And all thy frienda, trhiclt ihou luutt make thy 

Hnvebut ihrit siin^atid teeihnewlvu'enout. 
By whoK fell working I wa» liret advanc'd, 
Atid by whoce pow'r I well might lodge a fear 
To br again displac'd : ivhii'h to ;ivoiJ, 
1 (Mil ihem ofT; and had a purpoK Dotv 
Tc leail out many to the Holy Land j 
Lett rest, and tying still, mieht make them look 
Toi' riftir unio mj slate. Tnerefore, iny Hany, 
Be it i"y course, to bii»y giddy minds [oul, 
With i'.-tcign quarrels ; tiiat action, hence bome 
May n-aiie the inemoiy of the former days. 
More would I, but my lungs are wasted so. 
That suength of ipeech is utterly denied mc. 
How I came by ihe crown, O Giid, forgii e ! 
Aiid gfunt ii may with tliee in true peace live! 

P. lltH. My gracious licgc, 
Yoo won it, wore it, Itept il, gave it me ; 

^ 1'brn plain and right must my pocstuiou be : 

Which I, with more than with a common pain. 
Gainst all the world will rightfully maintain. 
R^rctiont on a Cromn. 
O polish'd perturlution I golden care ! 
That keeps the norts ofslumW open wide 
To many a watchful night— sleep with it now '. 
Yet not so sound, and naif so deeply sweet, 
Ashe, whose brow, with homely biggen bound. 
Snores oul the watch of night. OMajesty ! 
When thou dost pinch thy oearer, thou dost sit 
Like a rich armor worn in heal of day, 
That scalds with safety. 
Oold. 
How quickly nature falls into molt, 

I ^^lien gold bwimes her object 1 

For this the foolish, orer-carefiil &theii 
Have broke their sleep with thoughts, iheir 

brains with care. 
Their bones with industry ; 
For iliis they have eneroMcd and pil'd up 
The canker d heii|n of strange achicied gold ; 
For this they have been thoughtful to invest 
Tlieir sons with am and martial exercises : 
When, like the bee, culling froni ev'ry flonV 

I The virtuoiu sweets. [honey. 

^^^^ Oar thighs packed with wax, our moulliswith 

^^^EWe bring it to the hive ; and, like the bees, 

^^^^[jite murdct'd for our pains. 

■ 7%e ChitfJuttict lo fiiBg ffnwj F. uAons Ac 

I had impriioned. 

If the deed were ill. 

Be you conlenied. wearing now the garland. 
To nave a ton set your decrees at nouehl; 
To pluck down justice from your awful bench) 
To trip the course of law, and blunt the sword 
That guards the peace and safety of your person ; 
Nay, more, Lo spurn si your most royal image. 
And mock your workings in a second body. 
Quetiion your royal thoughts, make the case 
Be uow Ihc father, and propose a son: hroun. 
Heat youi (rwo dignity so tuuch jitofiia^. 



oowt^H^^ 



Soeyour mostdreadfiil bws so looM'ly ^ligliied. 
Behold yousetf so by a son disdain'd ; 
And then Imagine roe taking your part. 
And, i/i your power, soft silencing your ion- 



§si. THE UFE OF HENRYV. 

Shaksseare. 

O, FOR a muse of fire, ihai would avxoi. 
The brightest be&ven of inveotion '. 
A kingdom for > stage, minces to act. 
And monarchs to behold the swelling tccne '. 
Then should the warlike Harrv, like himself, 
Assume the port of Mars ; and, at his heels, 
Leasht in like hounds, should famine, sword. 
Crouch for employment. [aod fiir, 

Consideralian. 

Consideration like an ange), came. 
And whipp'd th' offending Adam out of him. 
Leaving hia bodv as a paradise. 
To envelope and contain celestial spirits. 

King Henry V. hii Per/ectioiu. 
Hear him but reason in divinity. 
And, all-admiring, with an inward wiih 
You would de^ re the king were made a prelate: 
Hear him debate tif common-wealth 3&in, 
You would say, it haih been all-in-all hisatudy: 
List hii discourse of war, and you shall hctr 
A fearful battle rendered you in music. 
Turn him to any course of policy. 
The gordiui knot of il he will unloose. 
Familiar as his garter ; that, when he ipcaki^ 
The air, a chartered libertine, is still. 
And ibe mute wonder liirketh in men's esf^ 
To steal his sveet and honey 'd sentence*. 

Thf Conmonioealth ^ Btta. 
So work the honey-bees : 
Creatures thai, by a rule in ruturc, teach 
The act of order to a peniJed kinEdom. 
Tliey ha%e a king, and ofiiccn ofsorts ■. 
Where some, like magi stralcs, correct at home; 
Others, like meiehants, venture trade abroad ) 
Others, like saldieis, armed in their stinn. 
Make boot upon the summer's velvet bi^ ; 
Which pillage they with merry march bring 
To ihe lent-royal of iheit emperor: [home 
Who, busied in his majesty, surveys 
The siifgina masons building rools of gold i 
The civil ciiiaens kneading up the honey ; 
The poor mechanic porters crowding in 
Their heavy burthens at his narrow eaie ; 
The sad-eyed justice, with his surly hum, 
1>elivrring o'er lo executors pale 
The laxy yawoiog drone. 

WarUke Spirit. 
Now all the youth of England are on titm. 
And silken dalusncc in the wardrobe lies^ 
Now thrive the armorers, and honor's thoti^ 
Reigns solely in thebreast of e^'e^y nian ; 
They tell the pasture now to buy the horse ; 
Following the mirror of all Christian king*. 
With winged heels, as English Mercutii-i. 
Foi UOW nis cxpccuiioa in the an ^ 
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And hides a sword, from hilt "onto the point. 
With crowns imperial, crownt and coronets. 
Promised to Hany and his followers. 

Bngiand, 

England I— model to thy inward greatness. 
Like little body with a mignty heart— 
What mi^tst thoo do, that honor would 

thee do. 
Were all thy children kind and natural ! 
But see thy uult ! France hath in thee found out 
A nest ofhollow bosoms, which he fills 
With treach'roos crowns. 

False Appearancti. 

1 how hast thou with jealousy infected 
The sweetness of affiance 1 show men dutiful? 
Why, to didst thou: seem they grate and 

learned ? C*"^!? ^ 

Why, to didst thou : come they of noble fa- 
Why, to didst thou : seem they religious ? 
Why, so didst thou : or are they spare in diet; 
Free from gross passion, or of mirth, or anger; 
Constant in spirit* not swerving with the blood ; 
Gamish'd and deck*d in modest compliment : 
Not working with the eye, without tne ear. 
And, but in purged judgement, trusting neither? 
Soch, and to finely bolted, didst thou seem : 
And thoa thy fall hath lef^ a kind of blot. 
To mark the full-fraught man, and best endued. 
With some suspicion. 

A»^ Henry'i Ckaracier, Inf the Constable of 

France, 
Yon are too much mistaken in this king : 
Ouestioo your grace the late ambassadors— 
n'ith what |^cat state he ucard their embassy \ 
How well supplied with noble coonsellors— 
How modest in evception, and, withal. 
How icrriMe in constant resolutioii*- 
Aod jcNi shall fioil, his vanities fore-spent 
Were bat the oot-ttde of the Roman Brutos, 
Coreriog discretion with a coat of folly ; 
Ai gardcneiB do with oidure hide tfiose roots 
That shaU fint spring, and be most delicate. 
Deetwiphm ^a FUet settimg Sail, 
Suppose, that yoo have seen 
The weU-«ppointcd kmg at Hampton-pier 
Eabark his royalty ; aiKl his brave fleet 
With silken streamers the young Plioebus fan- 
mug. 
Pfay with yoor fimcics ; and in them behold. 
Upon the iiempen tackle, shin-boys climbiiijg^ : 
Hear the shrill whistle, whicn doth order give 
To sounds confos'd : behold the threaden sails. 
Borne with the invisible and creeping wind. 
Draw the huge bottoms through the furrow*d 
Hrejsting the lofty surae. [sea. 

Description i^riigkt in a Camp, 
From camp to camp, through the foul womb 
of night. 
The hum of either army stilly sounds. 
That the tix*d sentinels aluiost receive 
The secret whispers of each other s watch : 
Fire answers fire ; and through tlieir paly flames 
Lsch battle sees the other's umbero face : 
Steed threatens steed, in high and boastful 
neiehs [tents. 

Piercing the night's dull ear ; and from the 
The armoren, acoomplishiog the knights. 



With busy hanf^mers closing rivets up. 
Give dreadful note of preparation. 
The country cocks do crow, the clocks do loll. 
And the third hour of drowsy morning name. 
Proud of their numbers, and secure in soul. 
The confident and over-lusty French 
Do the tow-rated English play at dice ; 
And chide the cripple tardy-fcaited night. 
Who, like a foul and ugly wiich, doth linip 
So tediously away. The poor condemned Ens- 
Like sacrifices, oy their watchful fires [lish. 
Sit patiently, andf inly ruminate 
The momins's danger; and their gesture sad» 
I nvesdng lank*lean cheeks, and war-worn coat^ 
Presenteth them unto the gazing moon 
So many horrid ^osts. O, now, who will be- 
The royal captain of this ruind band, [hold 
Walking from watch to watch, from tent to tent. 
Let him cry^— praise and glory on his head t 
For forth he goes, and visits all his host ; 
Bids them good morrow, with a modest smile ; 
And calls them — ^brothers, friends, and coun- 
Upon his royal face there is no note [trymen. 
How dread an army hath enrounded him ; 
Nor doth he dedicate one jot of color 
Unto the wearv and all-watched night : 
But freshly Iooks, and overbears attaint. 
With cheerful semblance, and sweet majesty ; 
That ev'ry wretch, pining and pale before. 
Beholding him, plucks comfort from his looks j 
A laigess universal, like the sun. 
His liberal eye doth give to cvVy on^ 
Thawing cold fear. 

The Miseries qf Royaltjf. 
O hard condition 1 twin-bom with greatness. 
Subjected to the breath of every fool, [ing 1 
Whose sense no more can feel but hisown wrings 
What infinite heartVease must kingii neglect. 
That private men enjov ! 
And what have kings, that privates have not too^ 
Save ceremony, save general ceremony ? 
And what art thou, thou idol ceremony ? 
What kind of sod art thou, that suffer st more 
Of mortal sriefs, than do thy worshippers ? 
What are tny rents, what are thy commgs-in ? 
O ceremony, show me but thy worth ! 
What is the soul of adoration? 
Art thou aught else but place, degree, and form. 
Creating awe and fear in other men. 
Wherein thou art less happy, being fear*d. 
Than they in fearing ? [sweet. 

What drmk'st thou ofl, instead of homage 
But poison'd flattery ? O, be sick, great great- 
And bid thy ceremony give thee cure, [ness, 
Think*st thou, the fiery fever will go out 
With titles blown from adulation ? 
Will it give place to flexure and low-bending? 
Canst thou, wlien thou Gommand*st the beg- 
gar s knee, [dream. 
Command the health of it? No, thou proud 
That playst so subtly with a king's repose \ 
I am a king, that fiiid thee ; and 1 know, 
Tis not the balm, the sceptre, and the ball. 
The sword, the mace, the crown imperial. 
The inter-tissued robo of sold and ^>earl, 
The farced title running *tore the kin^, 
Tlic throne he sits on, nor the tide ot pomp 
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That beau upon the high shore of this workU^ 
No, not all these, thrice gorgeous ceremony. 
Not all these, laid in bed majestical. 
Can sleep so soandly as the wretched slave ; 
Who, with a body nU*d, and vacant mind. 
Gets him to rest, cramm*d with dbtresafal bread; 
Never sees horrid niaiit, the cbild of hell ; 
But, like a lacquey, from the rise to set. 
Sweats in the eye of Phoebus, and all night 
Sleeps in Elysium ; nest day, after dawn, 
Dotn rise, and help Hyperion to hb hone : 
And follows so the ever-mnniag year. 
With profitable labor, to hit grave ; 
And, but for ocremomr, such a wretch, [afeep. 
Winding op days with toil, and nights with 
Hath the fore-liand and Vantm of a king. 
A Description •f ike miseraSk State ^ ike 

JKngHeh Army. 
Yon island carrions, desp'rate of their bones, 
Ill-favor*dly become the mommg fidd : 
Their rag^ curtains poorly are let loose. 
And our air shakes them passing scornfully. 
Big Mars seems bankrupt in tbetr beggar*d host. 
And faintly through a rusty beaver peeps. 
Their horsemen sit like fixed candloiticks. 
With torch-staves in their hands $ and the poor 

jades 
Lob down their heads, dropping the hides and 



hips; [eyw. 

The p2m down-roping from their pale dead 
And in their pale dull mouths the simmal bit 
lies foul witn chew*d grass, stiu and mo- 
tionless; 
And their esceutors, the knavish crows. 
Fly o*er them all, impatient for their hour. 
lUng Henry t Speedi hrfore the Battle of 

Agineourt, 
He that outlives this day, and comes safe 
home. 
Will stand a tip-toe^nrhen.this day is nam'd. 
And route him at the name of Cnspian. 
He that shall live this day, and see old age. 
Will yearly on the vi^l (east his friends. 
And say. To-morrow b St. Crbpian. [scars : 
Then will he strip hb sleeve, and show his 
Old men forget ; yet shall not all forget. 
But they*ll remember, with advantages. 
What feau they did that day : then shall our 

^ names. 
Familiar in their mouths as household words, 
Harry the king, Bedford and Exeter, 
Warwick andTalbot, Salisbury and Glo*sler, 
Be in their flowing cups frcshlv remember 'd. 
Description qftne Duke qf York's Death. 
He smird me in the hce, gave me his hand, 
And, with a feeble gripe, says, ** Dear my lord, 
" Commend my service to my sovereign.** 
So did he turn, and over Snflklk*s neck 
He threw his wounded arm, and kiss*d his lips ; 
And so, espous*d to death, with blood he seal'd 
A testament of noble-ending love. 
The pretty and sweet manner of it fore*d 
Those waters from me which I would have 

ttopp*d ; 
But I had not so much ofman m me. 
And all my mother came Into aiioe eyes^ 
And gpnre me Up lo tears. 



The Miseries of Wmr. 
Her vine, the merry cheerer of the heart, 
Unpruned diet : her hedges even-pleach*d, ^ 
Like prisoners, widely over-tfrown with hair^ 
Put forth disorder d twigi : ner fallow leas 
The dame], hemlock, and rank fumitory. 
Doth root imon ; whUe that the coulter mtts. 
That should deracinate such savageiy s 
The even mead, that erst brought sweetly forth 
The freckled cowslip, bumet, and ereen clover^ 
Wanting the stthe, all uncorrected, rank. 
Conceives by idleness ; and nothing leemt. 
But hateful docks, rough thbtlct, kecksaet, bufi^ 
Losing both beauty and utility. 

f 8«. THE 1st PART OF HENRY VL 

Shakspxarx. 
Glory. 
Glort b like a cirele in the water ; 
Which never ceaseth to enlaige itself. 
Till by broad spreading it disperse to nou^t* 

Marriage. 
For marriage is a matter of more worth. 
Than to be dealt in by atiomeyahip. 

For what is wedlock forced but a hdl. 
An age of discord and continual strife? 
Whereas the contrary brinnth forth 
And b a pattern of celestial peace. 

S 23. THE Sd PART OF HENRY VL 

SHAXtPBARB. 

A resolved ambitious Woman. 
Follow I must, I cannot go befoiCp 
While Glo*ster bears thb baue and humUo 

mind. 
Were I a man, a duke, and next of blood, 
1 would remove these ttdious stumbling-bkicka. 
And smooth my w^ upon dicir headlett necfcs» 
And, being a woman, I will not be tkck 
To playmy part in fortune's pageant. 
The Lord ever to he rememhered. 
Let never day or nidit unhallow'd past. 
But still remember what the Loid hath done. 
EUanor to the Duke if Gloster, while doing 

Penance, 
For, whilst I diink I am thy married wife^ 
And thou a prince, proleetor of this land, 
Methinks I should not thus be led along, 
Maird up in shame, with papers on my back; 
And followed with a rabble, that rnoice 
To see mv tears, and hear my deep-felt groont. 
The ruthless flint doth cut my tender firet ; 
And, when I start, the envious people laugh. 
And bid me be advised how 1 trod. 
Silent Resentment deepest. 
Smooth runs the water where the brook b 
deep; 
And in his simple show he harboun treason. 

A guilty CbsssUenance. 
Upon the eye-balls murd'rous tyranny 
Sits, in grini niajctty, to fria^t the world. 
Description of a murdered Perean. 
See how the blood b settled in his foce I 
Oft have I aeanatiniclyifanad ghoat. 
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Of ashy temblano^, meagre, pale, and bloodless, 
Beii^alt detcended to yie laboring heart; 
Who, in the conflict diat it holds with death, 
Attncts the same foraidance *g^nst the enemy; 
Which with the heart there cools, and ne*er 

relnmeth 
To bluih and bcantiiy the cheek asain. 
But, tee, his face is black, and full of blood ; 
Hit eye-balls further out than when he liv'd. 
Sating full ^lastly, like a strangled man : 
His hair uprear*d, his nostrils stretch*d with 

struggling; 
His hands abroad disp]av*d, as one that grasp'd 
And tiiRg*d (or li£e,aiKi was by strength sub- 

oued. [}^fi 

Look oo the sheets : his hair, you see, b stick- 
Hb weU-proportion'd beard made roug^ and 

Lik.u.Tia,„«-.con,byt«np«tlodg-d. 
It cannot be but he was murdered nere ; 
The least of all these signs v^ere probable. 

A good Conscience. 
What stronger breast-plate thaii a heart un- 
tjuntcd? 
Thrice b he ann*d, that hath his quarrel just : 
And he but naked, though lock*d up in steel. 
Whose conscience with injustice is corrupted. 

Remorteless Haired, 
A plague upon 'em ! wherefore should I curse 
them ? [groan, 

Would curses kill, as doth the mandrake's 
1 would invent as bitter searching terms, 
Af cun*d« as harsh, as horrible to hear, 
Drlirer'd strongly Uirough my fixed teeth. 
With full as many sipis of deadly hate, 
Ai kan4ac*d enry in tier loathsome cave : 
My toogoe should stumble in mine earnest 

words. 
Mine eyes should sparkle like the beaten flint ; 
Mine liair be fix'd on end like one distract ; 
Ar, ev'iy joint should seem to curse and ban : 
And even now my burden'd heart would break. 
Should I not curse them. Poison be their drink! 
Gail, worse than gall, the daintiest that they 



Their sweetest shade, a grove of cypress trees ! 
Their chidest prospect, murdering oasilisks ! 
Their softest tmich, as smart as lizards* stings ; 
Their music, frightful as the serpent's hiss ; 
And bodins screech-owls make the concert full! 
AH the fbtu terrors in dark-seated hell- 
Now, by the ground that I am banish'd from, 
Wdl oKild Icurse away a winter's night. 
Though standins nakedfon a mountain top, 
Where biting c^ would never let grass grow. 

Parting Lovers, 
And banished I am, if but from thee. 
G-), speak not to me, even now be ^no— 
O. ffi not yet 1— Even thus two friends con- 
demn'd [leaves. 

Embrace, and kiss, and take ten thousand 
Leather a hundred times to part than die. — 
Yet now fitfeweU ; and fiuewell life with thee 1 
Suf.Thm bpoof Suficdk ten times banbhed. 



Once l>y the king, and three times thrice bj 

thee! 
*Tis not the land I care for, wert thou he^ce; 
A wilderness is populous enough. 
So Sofiblk had tny heavenly company. 
For where thou art, there is the world itself 
With every several pleasure in the world 1 
And where thou art not, desolation. 
Dicing with the Person beloved, preferable h 

Parting, 
If I depart from thee, I cannot live : 
And in thy sight to die, what were it else» 
But like a pleasant slumber in thy lap ! 
Here could I breathe my soul into the air^ 
As mild and gentle as the cradle-babe, 
Dving with mother's dug between its lips. 
The 3eaih4fed Horrors qf a guilty Conscience. 

Bring me unto my trial when vou will : 
Died he not in his bed ? Where should he die? 
Can I make men live, whether they will or no? 
O ! torture me no more, I will con fess 
Alive again ? Then show me where he is ; 
I '11 give a thousand poinds to look upon him— 
He hath no eyes, the dust hath blinded them. 
Comb down his hair; look, look I it stands 

upright, 
like lime-twigs set to catch my winged soul 1 
Give me some drink ; and bid the apothecary 
Bring the strong poison that I bought of him. 

Night, 
The gaudy, blabbing, and remorseful day 
Is crept into the bosom of the sea ; 
And now loud howling wolves arouse the jades 
That drag the tragic melancholy night ; * 
Who with their drowsy, slow, and flagging 
wings, (jaws 

Clip dead men's graves, and from their misty 
Breathe foul contagious darkness in the air. 

Kent. 
Kent, in the commentaries Csesar writ. 
Is term'd the civil'st place of all thb isle : 
Sweet is the country, because full of riches; 
The people liberal, valiant, active, wealthy. 
£ord Say's Apology for himself. 
Justice, with favor, have I always done ; 
Prayers and tears have mov'd me, gifts could 

never. 
When have I aught exacted at your hands, 
Kent to maintain, the king, the realm, and you? 
Large gifVs have I bestowed on learned clerks. 
Because my book preferred me to the king : 
And— -seeing ignorance is the curse of God, 
Knowledge the wing wherewith we fly to 

heaven. 
Unless you be possessed with devilish spirit. 
You cannot but forbear to murder me. 



§ 24. THE 3d. PART OP HENRY VI. 

Shakspeare. 

The Transports qf a Crown, 

— Do but think 
How sweet a thing it is to wear a crown ; 
Within whose circuit is Elvsinm, 
And all that poets feign of bliss and joy. 

A hungry Lion. 
So looks the pent-up lion o'er the wretch 
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That trembles under his devouring paws ; 
And so he walks intuiting o'er his prey ; 
And so he comes to rend nis limbs asunder. 

The Duke of Vork on the gallant behaviour qf 

hit Sdns, 
My sons— God knows what hath bechanced 

them : ^selves 

But this I know— they have demeanM them- 
Like men bom to renown, hj life, or death. 
Three times did Richard maie a lane to me. 
And thrice cried, " Coarage, father 1 fight it 

out!" 
And full as oh came Edward to my side. 
With purple falchioa nainted to the hilt 
In blood of those that Dad enoounter'd him : 
And when the hardiest warriors did retire, 
Richard cried, '* Chaiga I and give no foot of 

{;round !" 
And cncd, " A crown, or else a glorious tomb ! 
A sceptre, or an earthly sepulchre 1" 
With this we chaig*d again; but out, alas ! 
We bodg'd again $ as I have teen a swan 
With bootless labor swim aj^ainst the tide. 
And spend her strength with over-matching 

waves. 

A Father t Passion on the Mmrder ofafaoorite 

ChUd. 
I O tiger's heart, wrapp'd in a woman's hide ! 
How couldst thmi drain the life-bbod of the 
To bid the hthtr wipe hb eyes withal, [diild, 
Aud yet be seen to bear a woman's face f 
Women are soft, mild, pitiful, and flexible | 
lliou stem, obdurate, flinty, rough, remorselt 



That fact of his the hungry cannibals 
Would not have touch d, would not have 

stain'd with blood ; 
But you are more inhuman, more inexorable— 
O, ten limes more, than tigers of Hyrcania. 
S)iXf ruthless queen, a haplos father^ teara : 
Thb doth thou dipp'dst in blood of my sweet 

boy. 
And I with tears do wash the blood away. 
Keep thou the napkin, and go boast of this : 
And, if thou tell'st the hea^y story right. 
Upon my soul the hearers will shed tears ; 
Yea, even mv foet will shed fast-falling tears. 
And say, " Alas, it was a piteous deed !** 

The Duke qfYork in Battle. 
Methouffht, he bore him in the thickest troop, 
, As doth a lion in a herd of neat ; 
Or as a bear, «ncompass*d round with dogs. 
Who having pinch'd a few, and made them cry. 
The rest stand all aloof, and bark at him. 

The Morning, 
See how the morning opes her golden gates. 
And takes her farewell of the glorious sun 1 
How well resembles it the prime of youth, 
Trimm'd like a younker prancing to his love \ 

The Morning's Dawn. 

The battle fares like to the morning's war. 

When dying clouds contend with growing 

light ; 
Wlut time tlic shepherd, blowing of his nails. 
Can neither call it |K'rfect day nur night. 



The Blessings of a Shepherds L\fe. 
O God ! methinks it were a hapgy life. 
To be no better than a homely swam ; 
To sit upon a hill, as I do now. 
To carve out dials quaintly, point by point. 
Thereby to see the minutes now they run : 
How many make the hour full complete. 
How many houra bring about the day. 
How many days will nnish up the year. 
How many years a mortal man may live : 
When this is known, then to divide tlie times : 
So many hours must I tend my flock ; 
So many hours must 1 take my rest ; 
So many hours must I contemplate ; 
So many hours must I sport myself; 
So many days my ewes ha\'e beoi wiUi young ; 
So many weeks ere the poor fools will yean ; 
So many months ere I studl sheer the tieeoe ; 
So minutes, hours, days, weeks, months, aiui 

yeara, 
P^'d over to the end they were created. 
Would bring white hairs unto a quiet grave. 
Ah, what a life were thb I how sweet 1 bow 

lovely I 
Gives not the hawthorn bush a sweeter shade 
To shepherds, kx>king on their silly sheep. 
Than aoth a rich embroider'd canopy 
To kings, that fear their subjects* treachery ? 
O, yes, it doth \ a thousand-fold it doth. 
And tooonclude,— the shepherd's homely curds. 
His cold thin drink out ot his leather bottle. 
His wonted sleep under a fresh tree's shade. 
All which secure and sweetly he enjoys. 
Is far beyond a prince's delicates. 
His viands sparKliug in a golden cup, 
His body couched in a curious bed. 
When care, mistrust, and treason wait on him. 

Moh. 
Look, as I blow this feather from my face. 
And as the air blows it to me again. 
Obeying with my wind when I do blow, 
Andyiading to another when it blows. 
Commanded always by the greater gust ; 
Such is the lightness of you common men. 

A Simile on ambitious Thoughts* 
Why, then, I do but dream on sov'reignty ; 
Like one that stands upon a promontory. 
And spies a &r-oflf shore where he would tread. 
Wishing hit foot were equal with his eye I 
And chides the sea that sunders him from 

thence, 
Saying— he'll lade it diy to have hb way. 

Gloucester's Drformitjf. 
Why, love forswore me in my mother's 
womb, 
And, for I should not deal in her soft laws. 
She did corrupt frail nature with some bribe 
To shrink mine arm up like a wither'd shrub ; 
To make an envious mountain on my back. 
Where sits deformity to mock my body ; - 
To shape my legs ot an unequal size : 
To disproportion me in evenr part. 
Like to a chaos, or an unlick'd bear*whelp. 
That tarries no impression like the dam. 
Aud aui 1 then a man to be bclov'd? 
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Gioueeiters DiisimulaHon, 
Why, I can smile, aDd murder while J smile : 
And ciT» ooDtent, to that which grieves jny 

neartj 
And wet my cheeks with artificial tears ; 
And frame my face to all occasions : 
1 *11 drown more sailors than tlie mermaid shall ; 
I*il siay more gazers than tlie basilisk ; 
1 '11 play the orator at well as Nestor, 
Deceive more slily than Ulysses could. 
And, like a Sinon, take another Troy : 
1 can add colors to the cameleon ; 
Change shapes with Proteus, for advantages. 
And set the mnrd*rous Machiavel to school. 
Can 1 do this, and cannot get a crown } 
Hewry VL on kis own Lenity. 
I have not stopp*d mine ears to their demands. 
Nor posted off thdr scfits with slow delays ; 
Aiy pity hath been balm to heal their wounds, 
2^fy mildness hath allay*d their swelling griefs. 
My mercy dried their water-flowing tears. 
I bave not been desirous of their wealth, 
Xor much oppress'd them with great subsidies. 
Nor forward of revenge, tho* they much err'd. 

The EarloffFaninck't dying Speech. 
Ah, who u nigh ? Come to me, friend 6i foe. 
And telJ me who is victor, York or Warwick ? 
UliT ask I that ? My mangled body shows ; 
My blood, my want of strength, my sick heart 
That I must yield my body to the earth, [shows 
And, by my fall, the conquest to my foe. 
Thus yields the cedar to the axe*s edge, 
Uliose arms gave shelter to the princely eagle, 
Uoder whose shade the ramoing lion slept; 
Whose top-branch overpeer*d Jove's spreading 
tree, [wind. 

And kept low shrubs from winter's powerful 
These eyes, that now are dimm'd with death's 

black veil. 
Have been as piercing as the mid-day sun. 
To semich the secret treasons of the world. 
The wrinkles in my brows, now fiU'd with 
Were liken'd oft to kingly sepulchres ; [blood. 
For who liv'd kin^ but I could di^ his grave ? 
And who durst smile when Warwick bent his 

browf 
Lo, now my glory smear*d in dust and blood ! 
My parks, my walks, my manors that I had. 
E'en now fonake me ; and, of all my lands. 
If nothing left me, but my body's length. 

Qma Mmrgorefs Speech before the Battle qf 

Tewkeshury. 
Lords, Knights, and Gentlemen, what I 
should say. 
My tears gainsay ; for every word I speak. 
Ye see, 1 drink the water of my eyes, [reign. 
Therefore, no more but thisi Henry, your sove- 
Is prisoner to the foe, his state usurp d, 
Hh realm a slaughter-house, his subjects slain. 
His statutes cancell'd, and bis treasure spent; 
And fooder b the wolf that makes this spoil t 
Yoo n^t in justice : then, in God's name, \oA, 
Be valiant, and give signal to the fight. 

Omen$ on the Birth of Richard III. 
The owl shriek'd at Hq birth, an evil sign ; 
The night-crow criedj a boding luckless tunc; 



Dogs howl'd, and hideous tempests shook down 

trees; 
The raven rook'd her on the chimney's top. 
And chattering pies in dismal discord sunjg : ^ 
Thy mother felt more than ^ mothei^s pain. 
And ^t brought forth less than a mother's 
To wit— an indigest, deformed lump, [hope; 
Not like the fruit of such a goodly tree, [born. 
Teeth had'st thou in thy head when thou wast 
To signifv^— thou cam'st to bite the world : 
And, if ttie rest be true which I have heard. 
Thou cam'st " into the world with thy legs 

forward." 

$ 25. THE LIFE OF HENRY VIH. 

SHi^KSPBARE. 

Anger, 
—To climb steep hills, 
Reouires slow pace at first. Anger is like 
A fuU-hot horse ; who, being allow'd his way. 
Self-mettle tires him. 

Action to he carried on with Resolution. 

riflam 

Traduc'd by ignorant tongues, which neither 
My famlties, nor person, yet will be [know 
The chronicles of my doing-— let me say, 
'Tis but the fate of place, and the rough brake 
That virtue must go through. We must not 
Our necessary actions, in the fear [stint 

To cope malicious censurers ; which ever. 
As rav'nous fishes, do a vessel follow 
That is new-trimm'd j but benefit no furthet 
Than vainly longing. What we oft do best, 
Ey sick interpreters, once weak ones, is 
Not ours, or not allow'd ; what worst, as oft 
Hitting a grosser quality, is cried up 
For our best act. If we shall stand still. 
In fear our motion will be mock'd or carp*d at. 
We should take root here where we sit, or sit 
State-statues only. 

New Customs. 

—New customs, 
Thoueh they be never so ridiculous. 
Nay, let 'em be unmanly, yet are follow'd. 
The Duke qf Buckingham's Pray erf or the King. 

May he live 
Longer than I have time to tell his years 1 
Ever beloved, and lovins, may his rule be ! 
And, when old time shiul lead him to his end. 
Goodness and he fill up one monument! 
Dependants not to he too much trusted by great 

Men, 
This from a dying man receive as certain : 
Where you are liberal of your loves and coun- 
sels, [friends. 
Be sure you be not loose : for those you make 
And give your hearts to, when they once |)er« 

ceivc 
The VtaX rub in your fortunes, fall away 
Like water from ye, never found ag^in 
But where they mean to sink ye. 

A Good Wife. 
—A loss of her. 
That, like a jewel, has hung twenty years 
About his neck, yet never lost her lustre: 
Of her, that loves him with that excellence 
That angels love good men with ; even of her. 
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TKht when the greatest stroke of fortune &lls> 
Will bless a king. 

The Blessings qf a low Station. 
— 'Tis better to be lowly bom. 
And range with humble livers in content. 
Than to oe perk*d up in a glistVing grief. 
And wear a golden sorrow. 

Queen Catharine* s Speech to her Husband. 
——Alas, Sir, 
In what have I offended you ? What cause 
Hath my behaviour siven to vour displeasure. 
That thus you should proceed to put me off. 
And take your good grace from me ? Heaven 

witness, 
I have been to you a true and humble wife. 
At all times to your will conformable: 
Ever in fear to kindle your dislike. 
Yea, subject to your count* nance ; glad or sorry 
As I saw it inctin'd. When was the hour, 
1 ever contradicted your desire, [friends 

Or made it not mme too? Which of your 
Have 1 not strove to love, although I knew 
He were mine enemy? What friend of mine. 
That had to him denv'd your anger, did I 
Continue in my liking } nay, gave notice. 
He was from thencedischarg'd ? Sir, call to mind 
That I have been your wife, in thb obedience. 
Upward of twenty years ; and have been bless*d 
W ith many children by you. If, in the course 
And process of this time, you can report. 
And prove it too, against mine honor aught. 
My bond to wedlocic, or my love and duty. 
Against your sacred person, in God*s name 
Turn me away ; ana let the foul'st contempt 
Shut door upon me, and so ^ive me up 
To the sharpest kind of justice. 

Queen Catkmne*s Speech to Cardinal Wolsey. 

You are meek and humble mouth'd ; 
You si^ your place and calling, in full seem- 
ing 
With meeknos and humility : but your heart 
Is cramm*d with arrogancy, spleen, and pride. 
You have, by fortune, and nis highness* &- 
vors, Tmounied, 

Gone slightly o*er low steps; and now are 
Where pow*rs are your retainers: and your 

words, 
Domesdcs to you, serve your will, as't please 
Yourself pronounce theirofiice. I must tell you. 
You tender more your person's honor, than 
Your high profession spiritual. 

i^nif Henry's Character of Queen Catharine. 

Tnat man i* the world who shall report he has 
A better wife, let him in nousht be trusted,* 
For speaking false in that : Thou art, alone, 
(If thy rare qualities, sweet gentleness. 
Thy meekness saint-like, wife-like goveiltaent. 
Obeying in commanding, and thy parts 
Sovereign and pious else, could but speak thee 
The queen of earthly queens. [out) 

On her own Merit, 

^ Have I liv*d thus long (let me speak myself, 
Since virtue finds no friends) a wife, a true one ? 
A woman (I dare say witliout vain-glory) 
Never yet branded with suspicion ? 
Have 1 with all my full affectioQ 



Still met the king? lov*d him next Heaven? 

obey'd him ? 
Been, out of fondness, superstitious to him ? 
Almost forgot my prayers to content him ? 
And am I thus rewarded ? Tis not well, lords. 
Bring me a constant woman to her husband. 
One that ne*er dream*d a joy beyond hu pl<»« 

sure^ 
And to that woman, when she has done most. 
Yet I will add an honor— a great patience. 

Queen Catharine compared to a lAhi. 

Like the lilv, rrish*d9 

That once was mistress of tne field, aiid Boo* 
ril hang my head, and perish. 

Obedience to Princes. 
The hearts of princes kiss obedience. 
So much they love it : Imt to stubborn spirits 
They swell and grow as terrible as storms. 

Horror, its outward Effects. 
Some strange commotion 
Is in his brain : he bites his lip, and starts ; 
Stops on a sudden, looks upon die ground. 
Then lays his finizer on his temple : 8trai||^t 
Springs out into nist gait } then stops agatn. 
Strikes his breast hard; and anon he casts 
His eye against the moon : in most strange pos- 
We've seen him set himself. [turet 

Firm AUeriance. 
T hough periu did [and 

Abound as thick as thought could make cm. 
Appear in forms more horrid ^ jfet my duty. 
As doth a rock against the chiding flood. 
Should the approach of this wild river break. 
And stand unshaken yours. 

Anser, its external Effects. 
What sudden anger's this ? tfowhave I reaped 
He parted frowning from me, as if ruin [it ? 
Leapd from his eyes: so looks the chafed 

lion [him : 

Upon the daring huntsman that has galTd 
Then makes him nothing. 

Falling Greatness, 

^Nay, then farewell ! [gieatness ; 

I have touch*d the highest point of all my 
And, from that full meridian of my glory, 
I haste now to my setting. I shall tall. 
Like a bright exhalation in the evening. 
And no man see me more. 

The Ficissiludes of Life. 

So farewell to the little good you bear me. 

Farewell, a long farewell, to all my greatness! 

This is the state of man*. To-day he puts forth 

The tender leaves of hope, to-morrow bios* 

soms, [him: 

And bears his blushing honors thick upon 
The third day comes a fnost, a killing frost ; 
And when he thinks, good easy man,full surely 
His greatness is a ripening, nips his rogt. 
And then he falls, as I do. I have ventuc*d, 
like little wanton bojrs, that swim on bladders, 
TMs many summers in a sea of glor^ ; 
Bat far beyond my depth: my high-blown 

pride [me. 

At length broke under me ; and now has left 
Weary, and old witlMervice, to the mercy 
Of a rude strieamj tlm must for ever hide die. 
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Vma poop Mid glory of thli worM, I hue je 1 
I fcel m; nian oetr open'd. O, how wreiched 
Iithat poor mm ihat hantpon princes' &vors! 
Tb«i*ii,bet»i»thatMnitewewoul(i»piKli>, 
The li*e«t upoci of princei, and our luin, 
MaM usngi and fcamhan war or women have. 
And, when tic b\h. he fail) like Lucifer. 
Never K) hope i^in. 



tStly 



heat me, Crom- 
I ihalt be. 



OWof Ihv hone«i truth, t 
IxtTidtyour ejta: and ihm fat 

And, when I am fanp>lten, at 
Aod ileep in dull cold marble. 



PfaMjptui tnore be hearil. »y then, 1 taught 
once rode the waves of gloi 
I all the depth! and ihoaU of li 

FMni4thM>w>]r>out of hii wreck, to rise in; 
A mm Mi wfr one, iho' thy maiter miu'd it. 
UMk liM tay Ul, and that which ruin'd n>e. 
CiHiiiall, Icharge thee, fling away a mbition ; 
bdMtRB fell the anaeli ; how can man then, 
CtV imigr oTliis Maker) hope to win by 't } 
Uia llmrif U*l : chetiih tliose licaits that hate 

farmpion wiiu not more than honesty. 
Stdl ID ihf right hand carry gentle jieaee, 
TuMkncccntioui tongues. Ilcjusi,3ndfi9rnol.- 
1^(11 the end] ihou aioi'il at, be thy country's, 
Tliy CaTt, wrf mith'i ; then if thou fall'»i,0 

CMcnwell, 
Tkiabll'ita blcuod niatlyr. Ser\'e the king; 

Ali pt'jihec, lead oie in ; 

ItUK Mkc an inventory of all I have, 
Th ibc laM penny : 'lis the king's : My robe, 
Airf in talcgrity to Heaven, Iiall [well, 

lim MM all mine own. O Cromwell, Crom- 
htd Ibuiwtv'd tnyGod with half the zeal 
I terr'J m; kinKi he would not in mine age 
Hai« kA me naited to niine enemies ! 



Sl'^n 



A* dte ihrtmib make at *ea in a ttiff tempest, 
it bod, mmI to as many tunes : Hati, cloaki, 
dteoUrta, I ihtiik} fkw up ; and hod their 

Bent koac. ihii daj they had been lost. Such 
1 amr mw before. Great-bellied women, 
IIm had tint half a week to ko, like rams 
In tha ciU lime of war, would shake the iiiess, 
AadflMke'ctn reel before 'em. No man living 
CnoU «y, " this is my wife," (here ; all were 
So Mnagdy in one piece. [woven 

Gv^aal WoUty't DtalH. 
AllaM,lvUheaiyroad9,riecamelo Leieester, 
La%4 in the abbey; whetc the rev 'tend abbot, 
Woball hi* convent, honorably receiv'd him; 
T« when be pve these wotds: "Ofalherabboi, 
Aa aid Ban, broken with the storms of slate, 
Ii came to lay hii weatr bones among ye ; 
Utiabbn aliulc earth fqr charity 1" 
te wai u bed : where eagerly his sickneis 



Pursued him itill ; and three njghta after this. 
About the hour of e'l^ht (which he himself 
Foretold should be his last), full of repentance, 
Continual meditations, tears, and soriO' — 
He save his honors to the world again, 
Hislileucd part to Heaven, and slept ii: 
his yicct and Vnlutt. 
So may he rest; his fanlulic gently on himt 
Yelihiis far.Griifith, give me leave to'speak him. 
And yet with charity — he was a man 
Of an unbounded stomach, ever ranking 
Himself with princes : one, that by su^igeslion 
Tied all the kingdom : simony was fair play ; 
His own opinion was his law : 1' the presence 
He would say untrulhj; ami be ever double. 
Both in his words and meaning: HewasneveTt 
But where he meant to ruin, pitiful : 
His promises were, as he then was, miglityl 
But his performance, as he now is, nothing. 
Of his own btjdy he was ill, and gave 
The clergv ill example. 
^^Gt^. "Noble Madam. 

in brass ; their 



himt I 



Wew 

.......... This cardinal. 

Though froiR an humble stock, undaubtedl*. 
Was fashion'd to much honor. From l" 

He was a scholar, and a ripe and good oi 
Exceeding wise, fiir spoken, and persuading: 
Lofty and sour to them that iov'd nim not ; 
But, to those men that sought him, sweet as 

And titoueh he were unsatisfied in tceltin< 
(Which ■ ■ ■ ■ 



Ipswich and Oxfordl one of whicli fell w 

Unwilling to out-live (he good he did it : 
The other, though undnish'd, yet so famom, 
So excellent in ail, and stjil so rising, ' i 

That Christendom shall ever speak his virtu^ff 
Hi* overthrow heap'd happiness upon him ; 
For then, and not till then, he felt himself. 
And found the blecscdness of being little. 
And, to add greater honors to his ase , 

Than man couldeivehim, he died (earing God..* 

maliciout Men. ' ' 

_ Men that make 

Envy and crooked malice nourishment. 
Dare bile the best. 

A Church- Man. 

Love aod meekneti. Lord, 

Become a churchman better than ambilio»( 
Win straying souls with modesty again, 

Inkttmamti/. 

^'Tis a cruelty. 

To load a falling man. 

Arc/iliiliop CranmeT'i Praphetn. 

Lei me speak. Sir, 

ForHeav'n now bids me; and the words I ulla 
Let none ihiiik flattery, for they'll find them 
truth. [her !) 

This royal infant (Heaven still move about 
Though in a ctadle, yet now promise* 
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Upon this land a ihousand, thousand blessingiB, 
Which time shall bring to ripeness. She shall oe 
(But few now living can behold that goodness) 
A pattern to all princes livins with her. 
And all that shall succeed : Sheba was never 
More covetous of wisdom, and fair virtue. 
Than this pure soul shadl be. All princely 

graces. 
That mould up such a mighty piece as this. 
With all the virtues that attend the good, [her; 
Shall still be doubled on her. Truth shall nurse 
Holy and heavenly thoughts still counsel her ; 
She shall be lov*d and fear d. Her own shall 

bless her : 
Her foes shake like a field of beaten corn. 
And hang their heads with sorrow. Good 

crows with her. 
In her nays every man shall eat in safety. 
Under his own vine, what he plants; -and sing 
7'he merry songs of peace to all his oeishbours. 
God shall be truly known : and those about her 
From her shall read the perfect ways of honor. 
And by those claim tlieir greatness, not by 

olood. 
Norshall this peace sleep with her ^ but, as when 
The bird of wonder iTies, the maiden phoenix. 
Her ashes new create another heir. 
As great in admiration as herself; 
So snail she leave her blessedness to one 
(When Heaven shall call her from thu ckmd 

of darkness) 
Who, from the sacred ashes of her honor. 
Shall star-like rise, as great in fame as she was. 
And so stand iui*d : Peace, plenty, love, truth, 

terror. 
That were the servants to this chosen infant. 
Shall then be his, and like a vine grow to him; 
Wherever the bright sun of heaven shall shine. 
His honor and the greatness of his name 
Shall be, and make new nations. He shall 

flourish, 
Andy like a mountain cedar, reach his branches 
To all the plains about him : our children's 
Shall see this, and bless Heaven. [children 

§ 26. THE LIFE AND DEATH OF 
KING JOHN. Shakspearb. 

New rules. 

" GooD-den, Sir Richard— God a' mercy 
fellow," 
And if his name be George, I *ll call him Peter r 
For new-made honor dotn forf^et men*s names ; 
"Tis too respective and too soaable 
For your conversion. Now your traveller- 
He and his tooth-pick at my worship*s mess : 
And when my kni^tly stomach it sufBc'd, 
Why then I suck my teeth, and catechise 
My picked man of countries :— My deif Sir, 
(Thus leaning on mine elbow, I begin) 
** I shall besmh you**— that is oaestion now ; 
And then comet answer like an A B C book : 
** O Sir,** says answer, ''at your best command, 
" At your employment, at your service. Sir:**-* 
" No, Sir,** says question, " I, sweet Sir, at 

yours.** 
And so, ere answer knows what question would, 
(Saving in dialogue of compliment; 



And talking of the Alps and Apennines, 

Tlie Pyrenean, and the river Po^, 

It draws towards supper in conclusion, so. 

But this is worshiptul society. 

And fits the mounting spirit, like myself: 

For he is but a bastard to the time. 

That doth not smack of observation,. 

A Description of England. 

That pale, that white-fac'd shore. 
Whose foot spurns back the ocean*t roaring 

tides. 
And coops from other lands her islanders ; 
Even till that Ensland, heds*d in with the main. 
That water-walled bulwark, still secure 
And confident from foreign purposes. 
Even till that utmost corner of tne west. 
Salute thee for her king. 

Description qfan English Army. 
His marches are expedient to this town. 
His forces strong, his soldiers confident. 
With him along is come the mother queen. 
An At^, stirring him to blood and strife ; 
With her, her niece, the lady Blanch of Spain; 
With them, a bastard of the king deceas*d ; 
And all the unsettled humors of the land — 
Rash, inconsiderate, fiery voluntaries. 
With ladies' faces, and fierce dragons* spleens*- 
Have sold their fortunes at their native hornet. 
Bearing their birthrights proudly on their backs. 
To make a hazard of new fortunes here. 
In brief, a braver choice of dauntless spirits. 
Than now the English bottoms have wafi o*er. 
Did never float unon the swelling tide. 
To do offence ana scath in Christendom. 
The interruption of their churlish drums 
Cuts off more circumstance ; they are at hand. 

Courage. 
By how much unexpected, by so much 
We must awake endeavour for defence ; 
For courage mounteth with occasion. 

A Boaster. 
What cracker is this same, that deafs onr ears 
With this abundance of superfluous breath? 

Description qf Victory^ by the French. 
You men of Anaiers, open wide your gates. 
And let young ArUiur, Duke of Bretagne, in ; 
Who, by the hand of France, tl^is &y hath 
made jJ-^» 

Much work for tears in many an English mo- 
Whose sons lie scatter*d on the bleedinggroimd; 
Many u widow*s husband erovelling ties. 
Coldly em bracins the discoior*d eaitn ; 
And victory, wiui little loss, doih play 
Upon the dancing banners of the trench ; 
Who are at hanci^ triumphantly display*d. 
To enter conquerors. 

By the English. 
R^oice,you men of Anglers, ring your belk; 
King John, your king, and Engrand*t, doth 

approach, 
Cooimander of thit hot malicious day I 
Their armors that march*d hence so silver 

bright. 
Hither return al]gilti|rith Frenchmen s blood; 
There stuok no piumfe in any English crest. 
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Tkn w i cmored by a tUff of France ; 
Our cdoan do retoni in those tame hands 
That did display them when we iint aiarch*d 

forth; 
Aady like a jollj troop of huntsmen, come 
Our losty Ei^ishy all with porplcd hands. 
Dyed in the (fying slaughter of their foes. 

A complete Lady, 
If loslT lore should ^ in quest of beanty. 
Where snonld he find it fairer than in Blanch? 
If sealoos love should ^ in search of virtue, 
\^here shoold he find it purer than in Blanch? 
If lore, ambitioas, soo^t a match of birth. 
Whose Teins bound richer "blood than lady 
Blanch? 

On CownmodUVf or Self-Interetl, 
Rounded in the ear 
With that same purpose-changier, that slv devil ; 
That broker, that still breaks the pate or faith ; 
That daily break-vow ; he thai wins of all. 
Of king^, of beggars, old men, young men. 



Who having no external thing to lose [that ; 
Bat the word «iit<^— cheats the poor maid of 
Tint softoodi-fiicM gendeman, tickling com- 
modity— 
Conunodity, the bias of the world ; 
Tbe worid, which of itself is poised well 
Made to run even, upon even ground ; 
TiQ this advantage, tiiis vile-drawing bias. 
This sway of motion, this commodity. 
Makes it take head from all indiflfercncy. 
From all direction, purpose, course, intent ; 
Aad this same bias, &c. 

A VFomafCs Fears. 
Thoa shalt be punish'd for thus frighting 



For I am sick, and capable of fears ; 
Uppreas*d with wrong*, and therefore full of 

fears; 
A widow, husbandless, subject to fears ; 
A woman, naturally horn to fears ; 
And tho' thou now confess thou didst but jest, 
\^lth my vea'd spirits I cannot take a truce. 
But they will quake and tremble all this day. 

Tokens qf Griff, 
What dost thou mean by shak ing of thy head ? 
Why dost thou look so sadly on my son ? 
^Mwt means that hand upon that breast of 

thine? 
^^liy holds thine eye that lamentable rheum. 
Like a proud river peering o*er its bounds ? 
Be these sad signs confirmers of thy words ? 
Then speak again ; not all thy former tale. 
Bat this one word, whether tny tale be true. 

A Mothers Fondness for a heauttful Child, 
If thou, that bidd*8t nac be content, were 
grim, 
triv, and slanderous to thy mother's womb, 
Fidf of unpleasing blots, and sightless stains. 
Lame, foolish, crooked, swart, prodigious, 
PuchVl with foul moles, and eye-offeiiding 

marks, 
I would not core, I wouU then be content ; 
irm then I should not love thee : no, nor thou 
Beoome thy great birth, nor deserve a crown. 



But thou art feir ; and at thy birth, dear boy ! 
Nature and fortune join*d to make thee great : 
Of nature*s gifts thou mayst with lilies boast. 
And with the half-blown rose. 

GHef. 
I will instruct my sorrows to be proud : 
For grief is proud, and makes his owner stout. 
Constance to Austria. 

Lymoges! O Austria! thou dost shame 
That bloody spoil : thou slave, thou wretch, 

thou coward ; 
Thou little valiant, great in villany I 
Thou ever strong upon the stronger side ! 
Thou fortune's champion, that dost never fight. 
But when her humorous ladyship is by. 
To teach thee safety! thou art perjur u too. 
And sooth'st up greatness. What a fool art 

thou, 
A ramping fool ! to brag, and stamp, and swear. 
Upon my party ! thou cold-blooded slave. 
Hast thou not spoke like thunder on my side ? 
Been sworn my soldier ? bidding me depend 
Upon thy stars, thy fortune, and thy strength? 
And dost thou now fall over to my foes ? 
Thou wear a lion*s hide ! doff it, for shame. 
And hang a calfs skin on those recreant limbs. 
The Horrors of a Conspiracy, 

1 had a thing to say — but let it go ; 

The sun is in the heaven ; and the proud dav. 
Attended with the pleasures of the world. 
Is all too wanton, and too full of gaudes. 
To give me audience. If the midnight-bell 
Did, with his iron tongue and brazen mouth, 
Sound one unto the drowsy race of nizht j 
If this same were a church-yard vmere wc 

stand. 
And thou |x)sscssed with a thousand wrongs: 
Or if that surly spirit, melancholy. 
Had bak*d thy blood, and made it hea^y, thick, 
(Which else runs tickling up and down Uie 

veins. 
Making that idiot laughter keep men*s e}*es. 
And strain their checks to idle merriment, 
A passion hateful to my purposes) ; 
Or if that thou couldst see me without eyes. 
Hear me without thine ears, and make reply 
Without a tongue, using conceit alone 
Without eyes, cars, and harmful sound of 

words ; 
; Then in despite of brooded watchful day, 
I would into thy bosom })0ur my thoughts; 
But, ah ! I will not. 

A Mother s Ravings. 
I am not mad j this hair I tear, is mine ;' 
My name is Constance j I was Geffrey's wife ; 
Young Arthur is my son, and he is lost: 
I am not mad — I would to Heaven I were ! 
For then *tis like I should forget myself: 
O, if I could, what grief should 1 forget ! 
Preach some philosophy to make me mad. 
And thou shalt be canoniz*d. Cardinal ; 
For, being not mad, but sensible of grief. 
My reasonable part produces reason 
How I may be deliver'd of these woes. 
And teaches me to kill or hang myself. 
If I were mad, I should forget my son. 
Or madly think, a babe of clouts 'were he; 
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I am not mad : too well, too well I fee) 
The diflTrent plague of each calamity. 

Apotirqphe to Death. 

O amiable, lovely death ! 
Thou odoriferous stench ! sound rottenness ! 
Arise forth from the couch of lasting night. 
Thou hate and terror to prosperity. 
And I will kiss thy detestable bones ; 
And put my eye-balls in th^r vanity brows: 
And ring these fingers with thy household 

worms ; 
And stop this ^p of breath with ful^me dust. 
And be a carnon monster like thyself: 
Come, grin on me: and I will think thou smil*st 
And bust thee as thy wife ! misery s love, 
O, come to me ! 

A Mothers Gritf. 

Father Cardinal, I have heard you say. 
That we shall see and know our friends in 

heaven : 
If that be true, I shall see my boy asain ; 
For, since the birth of Cain, the nrst male- 
To him that did but yesterday suspire, [child. 
There was not such a gracious creature born. 
But now will canker sorrow eat my bud. 
And chase the native beauty from nis cheek. 
And he will look as hollow as a ghost. 
As dim and meagre as an ague's nt ; 
And so he*11 die ; and, rising so ag^. 
When I shall meet him in the court of heaven, 
I shall not know him : therefore, never, never 
Must I behold my pretty Arthur more. 

Pand. You hold too heinous a respect of grief. 

Const, He talks to me, that never had a son. 

K, Phil, You are as fond of grief as of vour 
child. [cnild. 

Const, Grief fills the room up of mj absent 
Lies in his bed, walks up and aown with me; 
Puts on his pretty looks, repeats his words ; 
Remembers me of all his gracious parts, 
Stuffii out his vacant garments witn his form i 
Then have I reason to be fond of grief. 

Despondency. 
There's nothing in this worid can make me 

Life is as tedious as a twice-told tale. 
Vexing the dull ear of a drowsy man. 

Departing Diseases, 

Before the curing of a strong disease. 
Even in the instant of repair and health, 
The fit is btrongest ; e^-ils that take leave. 
On their departure most of all show evil. 

Danger lays Hold of any Support, 

He that stands upon a slipp*r}' place. 
Makes nice of no vile hoM to stay him up. 

Arthurs pathetic Speeches to Hubert, 

Methinks, nobody should be sad but I : 
Yet, I remember, when I was in France, 
Young gentlemen would be as sad as night. 
Only tor wantonness. By my Christendom, 
So I were out of prison, and kept sheep, 
I should be merry a» the day is long 



Have yoo the hearth when jmm head M 

butake, 
I knit my handkerchief about your brows 
(The best I had, a princess wrought it roe). 
And I did n^er ask it you aoain s 
And with my hand at midnight held ymu 

head ; 
And like the watchful minutes to the hour. 
Still and anon cheer*d up the heavy time } 
Saying, What lack you } and. Where lies joor 

prtef? 
Or, What good love may I perform ior you ? 
Many a poor man*s son would have lain ttallj 
And ne*er have spoke a loving word to you; 
But you at your sick service had a prince. 
Nay, you may think, my love was crafty lofCy 
And call it cunnios : do, an if you will; 
If Heaven be pleas d that you must use me Ul» 
Why then you must. — Will you put oat mine 

eyes } 
These eyes that ne\'er did, nor never shall. 
So mucn as frown on you ?— 

Alas ! what need you be so boist*rout roii|^l 
I will not struggle, 1 will stand stone-still. 
For Heaven s sake, Hubert, let me not be 

bound ! 
Nay hear me, Hubert, drive these men away. 
And I will sit as quiet as a lamb ; 
I will not stir, nor wince, nor speak a word. 
Nor look upon the iron angerly: [foo* 

Thrust but these men away, and III forgive 
Whatever torment you do put me to. 
Is there no remedy ? 

Hub, None, but to lose your eyes. 

Arjh. O Heaven ! that there were but a mole 
in yours, 
A grain, a dust, a gnat, a wandering hair. 
Any annoyance in that precious sense 1 
Then, feeling what small things are boist'roiis 

, there. 
Your vile intent must needs seem horrible. 
To add to Petfection, superfluous and sm^^ 

picious. 

To gild refined gold, to paint the lily. 
To throw a perfume on the violet. 
To smooth the ice, or add another hue 
Unto the rainbow, or with Uper light 
To seek the beauteous eye of heaven togsmisb^ 
Is wasteful and ridiculous excess. 

In this the anticjue and well-noted face 
Of plain old form is much disfigured : 
And, like a shifted wind unto a sail. 
It makes the course of thoughts to fetch about; 
Startles and frights consideration ; 
Makes sound opinions sick, and truth sot* 

pected. 
For putting on so new a fashion d robe. 
Murderers Look. 

This is the man should do the bloody deed; 
The imaoe of a wicked heinous fault 
Lives in his eye ; that close aspect of hit 
Does show the mood of a much troubled breast* 
Struggling Qnucie^e, 

Tht color of the kmg doth come and go 
Between hb purpoie and hit ooiiacieiice» 
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Like hciakk 'twiatt (wo dreadful batdes set: 
Hji paiion is so ripe, it needs most break. 

Ntm9-4iiUrs on ike Death qf Arthur. 

Old men and beldams, in the streets, 

Dli pwy hc s f upon it dati^^erotislj : [mouths ; 

Tcnng Afdiurs death is common in their 

And, when they talk of him, they shake their 

heads. 
And whisper one another in the ear ; 
And he tnat speaks doth gripe the hearer^s 

wrist; 
Whiles he that hears makes fearful action, 
fJFiih wrinkled brows, with nods, with rolling 



1 fliw a smidi stand with his hammer, thus. 
The whilst his iron did on the anvil cool, 
Widi open month, swallowing a tailor*s news ; 
Who widi hb shws and measure in his hand. 
Sending on slippers (which his nimble haste 
Hsd fiibdy thrust upon contrary feet), 
TUd of a many thousand warlike French, 
Tbt were emoattled and rank*d in Kent : 
Aooiher lean unwash'd artificer 
Con off his tale, and ulks of Arthur's death. 

Kkfi eM Purptee toe iertfilefy and hasiify 

executed. 
It ii die emte of kinos, to be attended 
% stares, that take their humors for a warrant 
To break into the bloody house of life ; 
And, an die winking of authority. 
To umiffislan d a law ; to know a meaning 
Of danflefoos nugcs^, when, perchance, it 

nPOwns 
Moic opon homor than adFis*d respect* 

A ViUmkCi Look, and wicked Zeal, 

How oft the sight of means to do ill deeds 
Hakes deeds ill dMie ! Hadst not thou been by, 
A fidlow by the hand of nature mark*d, 
Oooaed, and sigD*d, to do a deed of shame. 
This aunder had not come into my mind : 
Hadit tlioa but shook thy head, or made a 



When 1 spake darkly what I purposed ; 
Or lum'd an eye of doubt upon my lace. 
Or bid me tell my tale in exjpress words ; 
Deep shame had struck me dumb, made me 
* break off. Tin me. 

And those thy fears might have wrought fears 

Hypocrisy, 
Trust not those cunning waters of his eyes. 
For TiUany is not without such rheum ; 
And he, long traded in it, makes it seem 
Like riven m remorse and innocency. 

Despair, 
if thou didst but consent 
To this most cruel act, do but despair, 
Aod, if thou want*st a cord, the smallest thrttd 
That ever spider twisted firom her womb 
Win serve to strangle thee; a rash will be a 
beam [thyself. 

To hang thee on : or, wouldst thou drown 
Put but a little vrater in a spoon. 
And it shall be as all the ocean, 
EaoogH to stifle sm^ a villain up. 



A Mans Tears, 
Let me wipe off this honorable dew. 
That silverly doth progress on thy cheeks t 
M^ heart hath melted at a Ia^*s tears, 
Berne an ordinary inundation ; 
But mis effusion of such manly drops^ 
This show*r bbwn up ^y tempest of Uie soid,. 
Startles mine eyes, and makes me more ama^'d. 
Than had I seen the vaulty top of heaven 
Fignr'd quite o'er with burning meteois. 
Lift up tny brow, renowned Salisbuiy, 
And with a great heart heave away this stortDe 
Commend these waters to those baby-eyes 
That never saw the giant-world enrag^a ; 
Nor met with fortune other than at ftasts. 
Full warm of blood, of mirth, of gossiping. 

Drums. " 

Strike up the drums, and let the tongue of 
war 
Plead for our interest. - - - - 

Do but start 

An echo with the clamor of thy drum. 
And even at hand a drum is ready brac'd. 
That shall reverberate all as loud as thine: 
Sound but another, and another shall. 
As loud as thine, rattle the welkin's ear. 
And mock the deep-mouth*d thunder. 

The Approach of Death, 
It is too late, the life of all his blood 
Is touch'd corruptibly ; and his pure brain 
(Which some suppose the souTs frail dwell- 
ing house) 
Doth, by the idle comments that it makes, 
Foretel ttie ending of mortality. 

Madness occasioned by Poison, 
Ay, marry, now my soul Kath elbow-room ; 
It would not out at windows, nor at doors. 
There is so hot a summer in my bosom. 
That all my bowels crumble up to dust: 
I am a scribbled form, drawn with a pen 
Upon a parchment ; and again this fire 
Do I shrink up. 

Poisoned— ill fare— <1ead, forsook, cast off; 
And none of you will bid the winter come 
To thrust his icy fing^n in my maw ; 
Nor let my kingdom s rivers take their course 
Thro* my burnt bosom ; nor entreat the north 
To make his bleak winds kiss my parch*d hps. 
And comfort me with cold. 

England inoincihle, jfututnimous, 
England never did (nor never shall) 
Lie at the proud foot of a conqueror. 
But when it first did help to wound itself. 
Now these her princes are come home again. 
Come the three comers of the world in arms. 
And we shall shock them:— Nought shall 

make us rue. 
If England to itself do rest but true. 

§ 27. JULIUS CiESAR. Shakspbare. 

Patriotism, 
What is it that you would impart to m^? 
If it be au^ht toward the general good» 
Set honor m one eye, and death i* the other. 
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And 1 will Icjok on bolh indifTerently : 
For, le( the gods so speed me, as 1 love 
The name of honor more than I fear death. 

Cttssius, in Contempt of Ccetar. 
I was born free as Caesar ; so were you : 
We both have fed as well ; and we can both 
Endure the winter*s cold as well as he. 
For once, upon a raw and gusty da^. 
The troubled Tiber chafing wiui his shores, 
Caesar says to me, " Dar*st thou, Cassius, now 
Leap in with me into this angry flood. 
Ana swim to yonder {loint?**— Upon the word. 
Accoutred as 1 was, I plunged in. 
And bade him follow : so, indeed, he did. 
The torrent roar*d, and we did buffet it 
With lusty sinews \ throwing it aside. 
And stemming it with hearts of controversy. 
But ere we could arrive the point propos*d, 
Caesar cried, " Help me, Cassius, or I sink.** 
I, as £neas, our great ancestor. 
Did from the flames of Troy upon his shoulder 
The old Anchises bear, so from the waves of 
Did I the tired Caesar : and this man [Tiber 
Is now become a god ; and Cassias is 
A wretched creature, and must bend hb body. 
If Caesar carelessly but nod on him.— 
He had a fe\*er wnen he was in Spain \ 
And, when the fit was on him, I did mark 
How he did shake : 'tis true, this god did shake \ 
His coward lips did from their color fly ; 
And that same eye, whose bend doth awe the 

world. 
Did lose his lustre ; I did hear him groan : 
A V, and that tongue of his, that bade the Romans 
Mark him, and write his speeches in their books, 
Alas ! it cried-—" Give me some drink, Titi- 

nius**— 
As a sick girl. Ye 2ods, it doth amaze me, 
A man of such a feeble temper should 
So set the start of this majestic world. 
And bear the palm alone [Skoul-^Flowiih, 

Bru. Another seneral shout I 
I do believe that tneae applauses are 
For some new honors that arc heap*d on Caesar. 
Cas. Why, man, hedoth bcstrioe the narrow 
Like a Colossus ; and we petty men [world 
Walk under his huge legs, and peep about 
To find ourselves dishonorable graves. 
Men at some time are masters of their fates : 
Tlie fault, dear Brutus, is not in our stars. 
But in oursulves, that we arc underling. 
Brutus, and Cxsar : what should be m that 

Cajsar? [yours? 

\\'hv should that name be sounded more than 
W^rite them together, yours is as fair a name ; 
Sound them, it doth become the mouth as well -, 
Weigh them, it is as heavy ; conjure with 'em, 
Brutus will start a spirit as soon as Caesar, 
Now in the names of all the gods at once. 
Upon what meat doth this our Caesar feed, 
lliathc isgrown sogreat? Age, thou art sham'd: 
Rome, tliou hast lost the breed of noble bloods ! 
W hen went there by an age, since the great flood. 
But it was fam*d with more than with one man ? 
When could they say till now, that talk'd of 

Rome, 
That her wide walks cDcompan'd but one man I 



Cttsars DUiike qf Cassius. 
Would he were fatter ! — but I fear him iioi: 
Yet if my name were liable to fear, 
I do not know the man I should avoid 
So soon as that spare Cassius. He reads much j 
He is a great observer, and he looks [play** 
Quite through the deeds of men ; he loves do 
As thou dost, Antony } he hears no mutic : 
Seldom he smiles^ and smiles in such a sort. 
As if he mock*d himself, and scorn*d hb spirit 
That could be mov*d to smile at any thing. 
Such men as he be never at heart's ease. 
Whiles they behold a greater than themaelvei ; 
And therefore are they very dangerous. 
I rather tell thee what is to be fear'd. 
Than what I fear ; for always I am Cvsar. 

Spirit of Liberty. 
I know where I will wear this dagger then ; 
Cassius from bondage will deliver Cassius: 
Therein, ye gods, you make the weak most 

strong ; 
Therein, ye godi, you tyrants do defeat ; 
Nor stony tower, nor walls of beaten brass. 
Nor airless dungeon, nor strong links of iron. 
Can be retentive to the strength of spirit ; . 
But life, being weary of these worlcAy birs«< 
Never lacks power to dismiss itself. 
If I know this, know all the world besides. 
That part of tyranny, that I do bear, 
I can shake on at pleasure. ' 

Ambition, covered with specious Bwmiiily. 
But *tis a common proof. 
That lowliness is young ambition's ladder. 
Whereto the climDer upward turns his face ; 
But when he once attains the upmost round. 
He then unto the ladder turns his back. 
Looks in the clouds, scorning the base degrees 
By which he did ascend. 

Conspiracy drea<(ful till executed, 
BetuTcn the acting of a dreadful thing. 
And the first motion, all the interim is 
Like a phantasma, or a hideous dream : 
The genius and the mortal instruments 
Are uien in council ; and the state of man. 
Like to a little kingdom, suffers then 
The nature of an insurrection. 

Conspiracg. 
O, conspiracy ! [night, 

Sham*st thou to show thy dangerous brow by 
When evils arc most freer O, then, by day 
Where wilt thou find a cavern dark enough 
To mask thy monstrous visage ? Seek none. 
Hide it in smiles and afiabiltty ; [conspiracy ; 
For if thou path, thy native semblance on. 
Not Erebus itself were dim enough 
To hide tliee from prevention. 

Against Cruelty, 

Gentle friends. 
Let *8 kill him boldly, but not wrath fully ; 
Let's carve him as a dish fit for the gods. 
Not hew him as a carcase fit for hounds ; 
And let our hearts, as subtle masters do. 
Stir up their servants to an act of rage. 
And after seem to chide them. 

Sleep. 
Enjoy the honey-heavy dew of slumber i 
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Hioa hmt no fignicSy iior no &ntasies. 
Which baaj cm dnws in the brains of men, 
Thoefdre tooo sleep'st so sound. 

Portia t aptech to Brutut, 

You have ungendy, Brutus, 
Slsle fipom inj bed : and yestemieht, at supper. 
Yea soddenlv arose and walk*d about, 
MMuig, ana sighing, with your arms across : 
And, when I a^'d you what the matter was, 
Yoa stared upon me with ungentle looks : 
I DiK*dyoQ further; then you scratched your head. 
And too impatiently stamp'd with your foot: 
Yet I insbted, yet you answer*d not ; 
But, with an angry waiVure of your hand. 
Gate sign for me to leave jrou : so I did ; 
faring to strengthen that impatience, 
Whadi seem*d too much enkindled ; arid, with- 
Hopiqg it was but an efiect of humor, [al, 
Whidi sometime hath his hour with ev* ry man ! 
It will not let you eat, nor talk, nor sleep; 
Aadg oonld it work so much upon your shape. 
As it hath mneh prevail'd on your condition, 
I dttoU not know you, Brutus, Dear my lord. 
Make me acquainted with your cause ofgrief. 
Caipkarmui to Corjcr, on the Prodigies seen the 
Night btfore his Death. 
Col. I nerer stood on ceremonies. 
Yet now thcv fright me. There is one within, 
Boides the tninffi that we have heard and seen, 
Reeonnts most horrid sights seen by the watch. 
A tioooa hath whelped in the streets ; [dcdd : 
And graves have yawn'd, and yielded up their 
Fierce ficiy warriors fight upon the cloudy. 
In rankf , and sonadrons, ana right form of war. 
Which driszlea blood upon the Capitol : 
The noise of battle hurtled in the air ; 
Hones did neij^, and dyine men did groan : 
And ghosts did shriek, and squeal about the 



O Cjeaar ! these things are beyond all use. 
And I do fear them. 

C«jar. What can be avoided, 
^yiiose end is purpos*d by the mighty gods ^ 
Vet Caesar shall gp forth : for thesepredictions 
A?e to the worM in general, as to Cftesar. 
Cc/. When beggars die,^ there are no comets 
seen : [princes. 

The heavens themselves blaze forth the death of 
Against the Fears qf Death, 
Cofiardt die many times before their death ; 
Toe valiant ikever taste of death but once. 
Of all the wonden that I yet have heard. 
It seems to me most stange, that men should 
Seeing that death, a necessary end, [fear ; 

WiU oome, when it will come. 

Danger. 
Danger knows full well. 
That Cawar is more dangerous than he. 
We are two lions litter'd in one day. 
And I the elder and more terrible. 

Envy. 
Mj heart laments, that virtue cannot live 
Oui of the leeth of emulation. 

Antonsi to the Corpse of Cctsar. 
O michty Cesar ! dost thou lie so low ? 
Are all thy conouests, gk>ries, triumphs, spoils. 
Shrunk u> this little measure \ Fare thee well ! 



His Address to the Conspirators. 

I know not, sentlemen, what you intend. 
Who else must oe let blood, who else is rank : 
If I myself, there is no hour so fit 
As Caesar*s death's hour ! nor no instrument 
Ofhalf thatworth,as thoseyour swords made rich 
With the most noble blood of all this world. 
I do beseech ye, if you bear me hard, [smoke. 
Now, whilst your purpled hands do reek and 
Fulfil your pleasure. Live a thousand years, 
I shall not nnd myself so apt to die ; 
No place will please me so, no mean of death. 
As here by Cxsar, and b^^ you cut off. 
The choice and master spints of this age. 

Revenge.. 

Cassafs spirit, ranging for revenge. 
With At^ by his side, come hot from hell. 
Shall in these confines, with a monarch's voice^ 
Cry, ** Havoc !** and let slip the dogs of war. 
Antonyms Paneral Oration. 

Friends, Romans, countrymen, lend me 
your ears ; 
I come to bury Csesar, not to praise him ! 
The evil that men do, lives after them ; 
The good is oft interred with their bones ; 
So let it be with Csesar 1 The noble Brutus 
Hath told you Csesar was ambitious : 
If it were so, it was a grievous fault.; 
And grievously hath Caesar answer'd it. 
Here, under leave of Brutus, and the rest, 
(For Brutus is an honorable man ; 
So are they all, all honorable men) 
Come I to spnik in Caesar's funeral. ' 
He was my friend, faithful and just to me : 
But Brutus says, he was ambitious ; 
And Brutus is an honorable man. 
He hath brought many captives home to Rome, 
Whose ransoms did the general cofiers fill : 
Did this in Csesar seem ambitious ? 
When that the poor have cried,CsMar hath wept \ 
Ambition should be made of sterner stuff: 
Yet Brutus says, he was ambitious ; 
An4 Brutus is an honourable man. 
You all did see, that, on the Lupercal, 
I thrice presented him a kingly crown, [tion^ 
Which ne did thrice refuse. Was this ambi- 
Yet Brutus says he was ambitious ; 
And, sure, he is an honourable man. 
I speak not to disprove what Brutus spoke. 
But here I am to speak what I do know. 
You all did love him once, not without cause ; 
What cause withholds you then to mourn for 

him? 
O judgement, thou art fled to brutish beasts. 
And men have lost their reason !— Bear with 

me; 
My heart is in the coffin there with Carsar, 
And I must pause till it come back to me. 

But yesterday the word of Cxsar might 
Have stood agamst the world ! iy>w lies he there. 
And none so poor to do him reverence* 

masters 1 it I were dispos'd to stir 
Your hearts and minds to mutiny and rage, 

1 should do Brutus wrong, and Cassius wrong. 
Who, you all know, are honorable men : 

I will not do them wrong ; I rather choose 
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To wrong the dead, to wrong mvielf and you. 
Than I will wrong such honorable men. 
But here *s a parchment with the seal of Cseaar ; 
I found it in hb closet, *us his will; 
Let but the commons hear thb testament 
(Which, pardon roe, I do not mean to read). 
And they would go and kiss dead Ciesar*a 

wounds. 
And dip their napkins in his sacred blood ; 
Yea, be^ a hair of him for memory. 
And, dying, mention it within their wills. 
Bequeathing it, as a rich Iq^acy, 
Unto their issue. 

4 PUb. We'll hear the wUl : read It, Mark 
Antony. [will. 

All, The will, the will ; we will hear Caesar's 

Anl, Have patience, gentle friends, I must 
not read it j 
It is not meet you know how Caesar lov'd you. 
You are not wood, you are not stones, but men ; 
And, being men, nearine the will of Caesar, 
It wUl inflame you, it wnl make you mad. 
'Tis good you know not that you are his heirs; 
For iT you should— O, what would come of it! 

4Pteb, Read the will; we will hear it Antony; 
You shall read us the will ; Caesar's will. 

Ant. Will you be patient? will you stay 
I have o'ershot myself, to tell you of it. [a while ? 
I fear, I wrong tne honorable men 
Whose da wrs have stabb'd Caesar — I do fear it. 

4 Pleb, They were traitors :— honorable men ! 

AIL The will ! the testament 1 [will ? 

Ant. You will compel me then to r^ the 
Then make a ring about the corpse of Caesar, 
And let me show you him that made the will. 
Shall I descend ? and will you give me leave? 

Ail, Comedown. 

2 Pkl. Descend. 

[^He comes down from the Pulpit, 

Ant, If you have tears, prepare to shed them 
now. 
You all do know this mantle : I remember 
The first time ever Caesar put it on ; 
HTwas on a summei^s evening, in his tent. 
That day he overcame the Nervii : — 
Look I in this place ran Cassius* dagger through : 
See what a rent the envious Casca made ;<— 
Through thu, the well-beloved Brutus stabb'd ? 
And, as he pluck'd his cursed steel away, 
Mark how the blood of Caesar follow'd it; 
As rushing out of doors, to be resolv'd 
If Brutus so unkindly knock'd, or no : 
For Brutus, as vou know, was Caesar's tngel : 
Judge, O ye^Ms, how dearly Caesar lov*d him! 
This was the most onkindcst cut of all : 
For, when the noble Caesar saw him stab, 
IngjrUitude, more strong than traitor's arms, 
Quitt vanqnish'd him : then burst his mighty 

heart; 
And, in his mantle muffling up his face. 
Even at the base of Pompey^s statyie. 
Which all the while ran blood, great Caesar fell. 
O, what a fidl was there, my countrymen I 
Then I, and you, and all of us fell down. 
Whilst bloody treason flourish'd over us. 
O, now you weep ; and, I perceive, tou feel 
Tht dim of pity; thcie aic giacioiii drops. 



Kind souls ! what, weep you whenyou but hehold 
Our Cssar's vestiire wounded ? look you hcie t 
Here is himself, marr'd, as you see, with tni- 

1 Pleh, O piteous spectacle ! [tort. 

2 Pleh, We will be revenged : revenge 1 
About— seek— bum— fire— kill— slay 1 let not 

a traitor live. 

Ant, Good friends, sweet friends, let me not 
stir you up 
To such a sudden fk>od of mutiny- 
They that have done this deed are honorable ; 
What private griefii they have, alas ! I know not. 
That made them do it : they are wise and ho* 

norable. 
And will, no doubt, with reasons answer job* 
I come not, friends, to steal away your hearli| 
I am no orator, as Brutus is : 
But, as you know me all, a plain blunt Biaii» 
That love my friend ; and that they know ftdl 
That gave me public leave to speak of him . [ wdl 
For I have neither wit, nor words, nor worth* 
Action, or utterance, nor the power of speedi. 
To stir men's blood ; I only speak ridht on ; 
I tell you that which you yourselves do know ; , 
Show you sweet Caesar^s wounds, poor> poor 

dumb mouths 1 
And bid them speak for me : But were I Brutm, 
And Brutus Antony, there were an Antony 
Would ruffle up your spiriu, and put a tongoe 
In ev'ry wound of Caesar, that should move 
Tlie stones of Rome to rise and mutiny. 
Ceremony insincere. 
E ver note, Lucilius, 
When love beffins to sicken and decay. 
It useth an enforced ceremony. 
There are no tricks in plain and simple fisitfa ; 
But hollow men, like dorses hot at band. 
Make nllan t show and promise of their mettle ( 
But when they should endure the bloody spur. 
They fall their crests, and, like deceitful jaidrs. 
Sink in the trial. 

Brutus and Cassius, 

Cos, That you have wrong'd me, doth ap« 
pear in this : 
You have condemnd and noted Locios Pelh, 
For taking bribes here of the Sardians ; 
Wherein my letters praying on his side, 
Becausel knew the man, wereslightedof. [case. 

Bru, You wrong'd yourself, to vvrite in snch a 

Cos, In such a time as this, it u not mcei 
That everynice offence should bear hucomment. 

Bru, Let me tell you, Cassius, you yourself 
Are much condemn'd to have an itehin{$ palm \ 
To sell and mart your offices ibr gold 
To undeseners. 

Cos. I an itching palm ? 
You know that you are Brutus that speak this. 
Or, by the gods, thb speech were else yoar last. 

Bru. The name of Cassias honors this cor* 



ruption. 
And chastisement doth therefore hide hn head. 
Cas, Chastisement 1 

Bru. Remember March,' the ides of March 
remember 1 
Did not great Julius bleed for justice' sake ? 
What viUain touch'd his body, that did stab, 
Andnotforjuitice? Whatl ahalloneof us. 
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Thai Amck the foremost man of all this world. 
But Sor supportiitt robbers ; shall we now 
Contaminate our fingers with base bribes ? 
And sell the mighty space of our larse honors. 
For » much trash, as may be graspa thus? 
I had rather be a dog, ana bay the moon, 
. nan such a Roman ! 
I Csi. Brutus, bay not me, 
I 111 not endure it : you forget ^urself, 
I To hedge nie in ; 1 am a soldier, I, 
' Oldar ia pEacdoe, abler thaa yourself 
To make conditions. 
Bin, Go to } you are ^pt Cassius. 
Cat. I am. 

I say, you are not. 

Urae me no more, I shall forget myself; 
mind upon your health— tempt me no 
[. Awmy, slight man ! [further. 

. Is*t possible I 
[. Hear me, for I will speak, 
lint I mve way and room to your rash choler ? 
Shall I be frighted, when a madman stares } 
Chff. O ye gods 1 ye gods 1 must I endure all 
thb ? rheart break ; 

Bn, All this ! ay> more : fret, till your proud 
Go, show your slaves how choleric you arc. 
And make your bondmen tremble. Must I 

bodge? 
Mmt I observe you ? must I stand and crouch 
Under your lesty humor ? By the gods. 
Yon slaJl digest the venom of your spleen, 
Tho' it do split you : for, from this day forth, 
1 'Q UK you for my mirth, yea, for my laughter, 
Blwn you are waspish. 
Gas. Is it come to thb ? 
fins. You say you are a better soldier : 
Let it appear so; make your vaunting true. 
Aid it shall please me well : for mine own part, 
I shall be glad to learn of noble men. 
CSai. You wrong me ev'ry way— you wrong 
me, Brutus : 
I aid an elder soldier, not a better. 
Did I say better ? — 
Bra. if yon did, I care not. [mov*d me. 
Gif. When Cesar li v'd, he dunt not thus have 
&v. Peace, peace ; you durst not so have 
Com. 1 durst not ? [tempted him. 

Bru. No. 

Ckf . What 1 durst not tempt him ? 
Brv. For your life you durst not. 
Cms, Do not nresume too muck upon my love, 
I may do that I shall be sorry for. [for. 

Ara. You have done that jrou should be sorry 
There ia oo terror, Cassius, in your threats ; 
For 1 am arm*d so strong in honesty, 
Tuz they pass by me as the idle wmd 
^Viiich 1 respect not. I did send to you 
t'jr certain sums of gold, which you denied me ; 
For I can raise no money b]^ vile means : 
Be Hearen, I had rather com my heart, 
A 'Ml drop my l>lood for drachmas, than to wring 
F-Tixn the hard handsof peasants their vile trash. 
By any indirection. I did send 
T-j ynn for gold to pay my legions, [Cassius ? 
H'h'ich vou deoica me : was that done like 
ShouU ( have answer d Caius Cassius so? 
Wheo Mareus Bnitus grows ko covetous. 



To lock such rascal counters from his friends^ 
Be ready, gods, with all your thunderbolts, 
Dasli him to pieces ! 

C€u, I denied you not. 

Bru, You did. 

CaSf I did not ; — ^he was but a fool 
That brought my answer back. — Brutus hath 

riv'd my heart : 
A friend shoulcl bear a friend's infirmities. 
But Brutus makes mine greater than they are. 

Bru. I do not, till you practise them on me. 

Cos, Come, Antony, and young Octavius^ 
Revenge yourselves alone on Cassius, [come. 
For Cassius is a- weary of the world : 
Hated by one he loves ; brav*d by his brother; 
Check*d like a bondman ; all his faults observ'd. 
Set in a note-book, learn*d, and conn*d by rote. 
To cast into my teeth. O, I could weep 
My spirit from mine eves !-^There is my dagger. 
And here my naked breast ;— -within, a heart 
Dearer than Plutus* mine, richer than gold : 
If that thou be*st a Roman, take it fortn ; 
I, that denied thee gold, will give my heart : 
Strike, as thou didst at Ciesar \ for, 1 know. 
When thou didst hate him worst, thou lov*dst 
Than ever thou lov'dst Cassias. [him better 

Bru, Sheath your dasger : 
Be ansry when you will/ it shall have scopes 
Do what you will, dishonor shall be humor. 
O Cassius, you are yoked with a lamb. 
That carries an^er as the flint bears fire ; 
Who much enmrced, shows a hasty spark. 
And straia^ht is cold again. 

Ca$. Hath Cassius liv*d 
To be but mirth and laughter to his Brutus, 
When ^ef, and blood ill-temper*d, vexeA 
him ? [too. 

Bru. When I spoke that, I was ill-temper*d 

Cas, Do you confess so much ? Give me 
your nand. 

Bru, And my heart too. [Emhradng* 

Cas. O Brutus ! 

Bru. What is the matter ? [me, 

Cas. Have you not love enough to bear with 
\VTien that rash humor, which my mother 

gave me. 
Makes me forgetful ? 

Bru. Yes, Cassius; and from henceforth. 
When you are over-earnest with your Brutus^ 
He'll think your mother chides^ ana leave you so. 

Bru. O, Cassius, I am sick of many griefs. 

Cas. Of your philosophy you make no use. 
If you give place to accidental evils. 

Bru. No man bears sorrow better.— 'Portia 

Cas. Ha! Portia? [is dead. 

Bru. She is dead. 

Cat. How *scap'd I killing when I crofs*d 
O, insupportable and touching loss !— « [you so? 
Upon what sickness ? 

Bru. Impatient of my absence ; [AntODT 
And grief, that young Octavios witn Mark 
Have made themselves so strong— for with her 

death 
That tidin^^s came — with this she fell distract. 
And, her attendant absent, swaIlow*d fire. 

Cas. And died so ? 
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Ihu. Even so. 

Cas. O ye immortal gods ! 

lEnier Boy with Wtne and Tapers, 

JBru, Speaknomorcofhcr^-Givcmeabowl 
of wine: 
In this I buiy all utikindness, Cassius. [Drinks. 

Cas. Myheart is ihirstyfor that nobleoledge. — 
Fill, Lucius, till the wine o'erswell inc cup; 
I cannot drink too much of BrutiA* love. 
Oppvrtunily to be seitedon all 4/faJ«- 

There is a tide in the af&irs of men, 
Which, taken a^ the flood, leads on to fortune; 
Omiit'd, all the voyage of their life 
Is hound in shallows and in miseries. 
On f^uch a full sea are we now afloat ; 
And we must take the current when it serves. 
Or lose our ventures. 

The Parting of Brutus and Cassius. 

Bru. No, Cassius, no ; think not, thou no- 
ble Roman, 
That ever Brutus will fp bound to Rome ; 
He bears too great a mnid. But this same day 
Must end that work the ides of March began : 
And whether we shall meet again, I know not. 
Therefore our everlastine farewell take :— 
For ever, and for c\er, wrewcll, Cassius ! 
If we do meet again, why, we shall smile ; 
If not, why then this parting was well made. 

Cas, For ever, and for ever, farewell, Brutus ! 
If we do meet again, weMl smile indeed ; 
If not, *tis true, this parting was well made. 

Bru. Why then, lead on. — O, that a man 
might know 
The end of this day*8 business ere it come ! 
But it sufficeth, that the day will end. 
And then the end is known. 

Melancholy the Parent of Error, 

O, hateful error, melancholy's child ! 
Why dost thou show to the apt thoughts of men 
The things that are not ? O error, soon conceiv*d. 
Thou never com'st unto a happy birth. 
But kilFst the mother that eneender*d thee. 
Antonyms Character of Brutus, 

This was the noblest Roman of them all : 
All the conspisators, save only he. 
Did that they did, in en\7 ot great Cassar ; 
He, only, in a general honest thought. 
And oommon good to all, made one of them. 
His life was ^ntle; and the elements 
So mixt in bim, that nature mi^ht stand up. 
And say to all the world, " This was a man !** 

§ e8. KING LEAR. Shakspearb. 
An alienated Child, 

Let it be so— thy truth then be thy dower : 
For, by the sacred radiance of the sun ; 
The mysteries of Hecate,'and the night ; 
By all the operations of the orbs. 
From whom we do exist, and cease to be : 
Here I disclaim all my paternal care. 
Propinquity and property of blood. 
Ana as a stranger to my lieart and me 
Hold thee, from this, tor ever. The barb*roas 

S<7thiaD, 
Or he that makes his generation messes 
To gorge his appetite, shall to my bosom 



Be as well neighbour*d, pitied, and reliev*d. 
As thou, my sometime daughter. 

Bastardy. 
Thou, Nature, art my goddess ; to thy law 
My services are bound ; wherefore should^ 1 
Stand in the plague of custom ; and permit 
The curiosity of nations to deprive me, [shines 
For that I am soqie twelve or fourteen moon- 
Lag of a brother ? Why bastard I Wherefore 

base^ 
When my dimensions are as well compact. 
My mind as gen'rous, and my shape as true. 
As honest m^am's issue? Why brand they as 
With base? with baseness? basurdy? base, bate? 
Who, in the lusty stealth of nature, take 
More composition and fierce quality. 
Than doth, within a dull, stale, tired bed * 
Go to the creating a whole tribe of fops. 
Got 'tween asleep and wake ? 

A, Father cursing his Child, 
Hear, Nature, near: 
Dear goddess, hear 1 Suspend thy purpose, if 
Thou didst intend tomake this creature fruitful I 
Into her womb convey sterility ! 
Dry up in her the organs of increase ; 
And from her derogate body never spring 
A babe to honor her 1 If she must teem. 
Create her child of spleen ; that it may lix-e. 
And be a thwart disnaturM torment to lier ! 
I^t it stamp wrinkles in her brow of youth ; 
With cadent tears fret channels in her cheeks ; 
Turn all her mother's pains and benefits 
To laughter and contempt ; that she may fiecl 
How sharper than a serpent's tootli it is 
To have a thankless child 1 

Ingratitude in a Child, 
Ingratitude ! thou marble*heartcd fiend. 
More h ideous, when thou show'st thee in a child. 
Than the sea-monster ! 

Flattering Sycophants, 
That such a slave as this should wear a sword. 
Who wears no honesty. Such smiling iogae» 

as these. 
Like rats, oft bite the holy cords in twain 
Which are too intrinse t'unloose : smooth ev'nr 

passion. 
That in the nature of their lords rebels : 
Bring oil to fire, snow to their eolder moods. 
Renege, affirm, and turn their halcyon beaks 
With cv'ry gale and vary of their matters ; 
As knowing nought, like dogs, but following. 

Plain, bluni Men. 

' T his is some fellow^ [affect 
Who, bavins been praVd for blimtness, doth 
A saucy rou^ness ; and constrains the nrb 

Suite m>m his nature: He cannot flatterrne!—- 
n honest mind and plain— he mustsoeak truth: 
An they will take it, so : if not, he s plain. 
These kind of knares I know, which' in this 

plainneu 
Harbor more craft, and more eomipter ends. 
Than twenty silly ducking obserrants. 
That stretch their duties meely. 

Descriptwn ofBedUm Beggars. 
While I may seape, 
I will reserve myself: and am bethought 
To take the baiol and most poorest shape^ 
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heal ih IS bound i we are notour- Kern th«ir fur dry, unbonneted heruDi. 
■, being oppresl, conmiands the ; And bidi whal will take all. 
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That enr peauiTi in emtempt of man, [filth ; 
BrawhlneartoiiMit; my face I 'II grime with 
Blaiilet jaj Imn*'; elf all roy hair in LnoU; 
And with pieiailcd nakedna* out>race 
nr wiDdaaml penecutionaoftbeikj. 
Hw oonntiy girei me proof and precerlent 
Of Bedlam Deggan, wbo, wilb maringvoices. 
Strike ID iheir numb'd and monified bare arms, 
Piaa, wooden prickt, Dail$, iprigsof noemary, 
And with this tionible object, from low fatms, 
Amt pclling Tillagei, iheep^colei and mills, 
Soaetimc with lunatic bant, sometime witli 
SaSatee their charity. [piay'n, 

7*e Fault Iff Infimily pardonahU. 
Kay.' tfaefieiydiikc? tell the hot duke, that — 
No, boi not tM : — may be, be i* not well - 
lafiRDiiy daui itiJl neglect all ofiice, 
Whrrrlo our health isMund 
Wl"*" „ .. - 

To iufier with the body : I 'U Ibrbear ; [mind 
Aod am fairn out with my more headier will. 
To take the inditpoi'd and lickly 6t 
F«t <fac aovod nun. 

[TniipidiieM. 

Tbyiuter*t naught: O Regan, ahe hath tied 

Duip-tooth'd nnkiiHinesi like a Tulture, here. 

{Painti to hit Heart. 

Offmen miitaken, 

AQ'i not oScnce, that iodiKretioD finds, 

And dotige termi lo. 

Suing Pauion. 
I Br'Tthee, daughter, do not malce tne mad; 
1 vill DOI traoble thee, my child ; farewell : 
We'll no more meet, no more see one another. 
BuiTnihouandiyflnh, mj blood, mydaugh- 
Or, ntbeTi a diieaie that's id my flesh, [ter, 
Wliid I must needs call mine; thouanabile, 
A plagne-torc, an imbofsed carbuncle, 
laoiTCOmiptnl blood 1 but I'll not chide thee; 
I^ Jianic come when it will, I do not call it; 
Ids DOt bid the thuiuleT-beartr shoot, 
Str toll tale* of thee to high-judging Jorc. 
Tie AVcewartn ^ Life few. 
O, II1III not the need : our basest beggars 
Ate in the poorest thing supetituoiis : 
Allow not nature more than nature needs, 
Maa'a Ufe ii cheap is beast's. 
Iim «■ ike Imgralilude qf hii Dattgkim, 
VoB aec me here, yon gods, a poor old man, 
Ai foil of grief ai age ; wietchetl in both ! 
IT ft fac jou that Slit these daughters' hearts 
A^ioM their father, fool me not so much 
To bear it tamely; touch me with noble anger 1 

let tsot women's weapons, water-drops, 
Sum m J oun'i checks 1 No, jrou unnat' rat hags, 

1 will ba^-c such revenges on you both, 
TbM all the worU th4l 1 will do such 

thingi — 
niuttbcjan.yetlkiiownot: buttheyshall 

be 
The terronof the earth. You think I'll weep j 
No, I'll not weep: 

1 tiaie full cause of weeping; but this huart 
Shall brvak iou a hundied thousand Hawi, 
Ut an 1 weep. O fbel, 1 ihall go mad. 



Wilful Men. 
O, Sir, to wilful men. 
The injuries that they theroselve 
Must be their schoolmasters. 






DeieriptumofLear'sDittmiamidiUhtStcTm. 

Kent. Where's the kingi 

Gent. Contending with the fTetful elemeotj 
Bids the wind blow the earth Into the sea. 
Or swell the curled waters 'bov-e the main, 
That things might change, or cease; ttars his 

white hair. 
Which the impetuous blasts, with ejrcless rage. 
Catch in their fury, and make nothing of: 
Strive in his little world of man to out-scorn 
The lo-and-fro conflicting wind and rain. 
This night, wherein tlie cub-drawn bear would 
The lion, and the bellv-liinched wolf rcouch. 



t pasiionate Hxelamalion i 

Trtupfji. 
ivind ! and crack your cheeks I 



You cataracts, and horricanoes, snout 

"■ :pl". 

the cocks 1 



u have drench'd 






and though t-«t renting fires, 
V auni-couners to oak-cleaving thunderbolts. 
Singe my white head 1 And thou, all-shaking 

thunder. 
Strike flat the thick rotundity o' the world 1 
Crack nature's moulils, all germens spill at once 
That niakc ingraieful manl 

my daughters: 
1 tax not you, yon elemenla, wilh unkindnrs*, 
1 never gave you kingdom, cali'il you children. 
You owe me no subscription. Why then let fall 
Your horrible pleasure; here I stand, your slave, 
A poor, infirm, weak, anddespis'dokl man:— 
Bui yet I call you senile ministers. 
That havewith two pernicious daughters join'd 
Your high-engender d battles, 'gainst a head 
So old and white as this. U 1 O I 'tis fuul I 

Kent. Alas, Sir! ore you here I Things that 

love night. 
Love not such iiightsas these; ihewrathful skies 
Gallow the very wanderers of the dark, [man. 
And make them keep their caves: since 1 was 
Such sheets of fire, such bursts of horrid ihunder. 
Such groans of roaring wind and rain, I never 
ttcmeniber lo have heard : man's nnture can- 
The affliction iior the fear. [not carry 

Lear. Let the great cods. 
Thai kecji ihii ilrcaclful [x>lher o'er our heads. 
Find out their enemies now. Tremble, thou 

wrelch. 
Thai hast within lliee undivulgcd crimes, 
Unwhipp'd-of jusiice: hide ihce, tliou bloody 

hand ; 
Thon perjur'd, andihousimularnian of virtue. 
That art incestuous : caitiff, to pieces shake. 
That under covert and convenient ^eming 
Hast practis'd on man's lift '. Close |icni-up 

guilu. 
Rive your concealing continents, (nd cry 
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These dreadful summonen grace. I am a man 
More sinnM acainst than sinniog. 

Kent. Alack, bare-headed I 
Gracious uiy lord, hurd by here is a hovel ; 
Some frieudbhip will it lend you *gainst the 
teuipest, 

Lear. Thou think*ht 'tis much, that this 

contentious storm 
Invades us to the skin : so *tis to thee ; 
But where the greater malady is fix*d. 
The lesser is scarce felt. Thou'dst shun a bear i 
But if tliy flight lay toward the raging sea, 
Thou'dst meet the bear i' the mouth. When 

the mind *s free. 
The body's delicate ; the tempest in my mind 
Doth from my senses uke all teeling t\U, 
Save what beats there. — Filial ingratitude ! 
Is it not as this mouth should tear this hand. 
For lii'iing food to 't? — Hut I *11 punish home. 
No, I will weep no more. — In such a night 
To shut me out 1 — Pour on ; I will endure : 
In s^ch a night as this I-^ Regan, Goneril! 
Your old kind father, whose frank heart gave 

all 

O, that way madness lies ; let me shun tliat ; 
No more of tha t 
Kent, Good my lord, enter here. 
Lear. Pry thee, go in thyself; seek thine 

own ease ; 
This tempest will not give me leave to ponder 
On things would hurt me more — but I * 11 go in i 
In, boy ; go first. You houseless poverty^- 
Nay, get thee in. I *11 pray, and then I *11 »ieep««> 
Poor naked wretches, wheresoc*er you are. 
That bide the pelting of this pitiless storm. 
How shall your houseless heads, and unfed 

sides, [you 

Your loop*d and window'd raggedneas, detcnd 
From seasons such as these ?•*%, I have ta*en 
Too little care of this ! — ^Take physic, pomp; 
Expode thyself to feel what wretches feel 1 
That thou mayst shake the superflux to them. 
And show the heavens more just. 

EtUer Edgar disguised like a Madman. 

Lear. H;ist thou given all to thy two daugh- 
And art thou come to this ? [ters ? 

- • - - Didst thou give them all ? 
Now, all the plagues that in the pendulous air 
Hang fated oer men*t faults, light on thy 
daughters ! 
Kent. He hath no daughters, Sir, 
Lear. Death, traitor I nothing could have 
subdued nature 
To such a lowness, but his unkind daughters. 
Is it the fashion, that discarded fathers 
Should have thus little mercy on their flesh? 
Judicious punishment 1 'twas this flesh be^ 
Those pelican daughters. 

The Justice qf Providence. 

That 1 am wretched, [still ; 
Makes thee the happier :*»^eavens, deal so 
Let the superfluous and lust- dieted man. 
That slaves }t)ur ordinance, that will not see 
Because he docs not feel, fed yoar pow'r 
qutcklj ; 
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So distribution should undo ejcocts. 
And each man have enough. 

Patieitce and Sorrow. 

Patience and sorrov^r »trove 

Which should ex press her goodliest. You hifis 

seen 
Sun-shine and rain at once; her smiles and 
Were like a better day : those happy smiles. 
That play*d on her ripe lip, seem u not to kiM 
What guests were in her eyes ; which partai 

thence, * 

As pearls from diamonds dropp*d.— In brief. 
Sorrow would be a rarity most belov*d, if all 
Could so become it. 

Description of Lear distracted. 
Alack, 'tis he ! why, he was met even 
Ai mad as the vex*d sea \ singing aloud ; 
(!7ro\vn*d with rank fumiu^r, andtunow 
With har locks, hemlock, nettles, 

flowers : 
Darnel, and uU the idle weeds that grovr 
In our sustaining corn. 

Description nf Dooer CUjfT. 
Come on, -Sir; here *s the place » 

still :— 4iOw fearful 
And dizcy His, to cast one's eyes so low ! [mutm 
The crows and choughs, that wing the midway 
Show scarce so gross as beetles : half-waj down 
Hangsonc thatg^therssamphire; dreadful tradel 
Metninks he seems no bigger than his beads 
The fishermen, that walk upon the beach, 
Ap|)ear like mice; and yon tall anchoring bark 
Dmiinisird to her cock ; her cock, a buoy 
Almost too small for sight: the murmurinf 

surge. 
That on th* unnumbered idle pebbles chalet. 
Cannot be heard so high : I *ll look no mof^ 
Lest my brain turn, and the deficient sight 
Topple down headlong. 

Glosters Farewell to the ffartd. 
O you mighty gods ! 
Tliis world Ido renounce ; and in your si^l[^ 
Shake patiently my great affliction off: 
If I couki bear it longer, and not fall 
To quarrel with your great ouposelcss willa. 
My snuff, and loathed part of nature, shouM 
Burn itself out. If Edgar live, O bless himl 

On the Abuse qf Power, 
Thou rascal beadle, hold thy bloody hand : 
Why dost thou lash that whore ? strip ihiua 

own back ; 
Thou hotly lust'st to use her in that kind 
For whicfi thou whipp'st her. The usunt 

hangs the cozener. 
Through tatter*d clothes small vices do appear; 
Robes and furr'd ieowds hide dl. Plate aa 

with g(*ld, 
And the <itrong lance of justice hurtless breaka: 
Arm it in rags, a pigmy's straw dotli pierce it. 
None does oUend, none, I say, none ; I '11 able 

'em: 
Take that -of me, my friend, who have the 

pow'r 
To seal th' acetiser's lips. Get thee glass 
And, like a scurry pohtician, seeaa 
To saa the things ttiou dost not. 
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Cordelia on the Ingraiituie of her Sisters. 

O, my dear father ! Restoration, hang 
Thy metiicine on my lipt ; and let this kiss 
Sqitir those violent liarms, that my two sisten 
fiare in ihy reverence made ! 
Bad you not been their father, these whiteflakes 
Had'challeD«*d pity of them. Was this a face 
To be expos'd against the warring winds ? 
To ttaod against ihe deep, dread-bohed thunder? 
In the most terrible and nimble stroke 
Of quick cross lightning? to watch (poor perdu !) 
Within dits thin helm ? Mine enemy*s dog 
Though he had bit me, should have stood that 

night 
AniiMt my fire ^ and wast thou fain, poor father, 
Tohovel thee with swine, and rogues forlorn, 
Ib sfaoit and musty straw ? Alack 1 alack I 
*Iu wonder that thy life and wits at once 
Had DOl concluded all. 

Scene betwten Lear and Cordelia. 

Cord. How does my royal lord ? how fares 

your majesty ? 
Loot. You do me wrong to take me out o* 
the grave. 
Tboa art a soul in bliss y but I am bound 
Upon a wheel of fire, that mine own tears 
Do acald like molten lead. 
Cord. Sir, do you know me ? 
JLemr. You are a spirit, I know ; when did 

you die? 
Card. StiU, still far wide 1 [a while. 

n^ft. He*a scarce awake, let him alone 
X«w. Whore have I been ? where am I ? — 
Fair day-light ! [pitv 

I m nuglhtily abut*d. — ^I should even die witn 
To tee another thus.— I will not swear 
Them are mj hands. 

Cord. O iook upon me. Sir, 
Aad bold your hands in benediction o*er me: 
No, Sir, you must not kneel. 

Lmr. Prvr, do not mock me : 
I an a very mlif h fond old man, 
Foonoore and upward : and, to deal plainly, 
I fear I am not m my perfect mind. 
ifcdiinka I should uiow you, and know this 

man; 
YffC I am doubtful, for I am mainly iznorant 
What place this is ; and all the skill I have 
Xcmembcvs not these garments ; nor I know 
not [me, 

ITbere I did lodge last nieht. Do not laugh at 
For. as I am a man, I think this lady 
To be my chiM Cordelia. 
€)ord. And so I am, I am. 
Xtfvr. Be your tears wet ? Yes, faith. I pray 
wreepnot: 
Ujoa have poison for me, I will drink it. 
I knovr you do not love me ; for your sisters 
Have, as I do remember, done me wrong : 
Yoo have some cause, they have not« 
Cord. No canse, no cause. 
Xtfar. Am I in France ? 
Kent* In your own kingdom. Sir, 
Leetr. Do not »bose me. 
Pkjf*. Be coaifiwtcd, good madam : the great 



You see, is cut'd in him : and yet it is danger 
To make him even o*er the time he has lost. 
Desire him to go in ; trouble him no more 
Till further settling. 

Cord. Wiirt please your highness walk? 

Lear. You must bear with me. 
Pray you now, forget and forgive : I am old 
and foolish. 

Lear to Cordelia, when taken Prisoners. 

No, no, no, no! come, ]et*s away to prisons 
We two aloue will sing like birds i' the cages 
When thou dost ask me blessing, I *11 kneel 

down. 
And ask of thee forgiveness : so we '11 live. 
And pray* and sing, and tell old tales, and 

laugh 
At gilded butterflies, and hear poor rogues 
Talk of court news; and we'll talk witn them 

too— [out^— 

Who loses, and who wins; who's in, who's 
And take upon us the mystery of things. 
As if we were God's spies; and we'll wearout^ 
In a waird prison, packs and sects of great ones» 
That ebb and flow by the moon. 
Edm, Take them awaj. 
Lear, Upon such sacnBces, my Cordelia, 
The gods themselves throw incense. 

The Justice of the Gods, 

The gods are just, and of our pleasant vicai 
Make instruments to scourge us. x. 

Edgars Account of his discovering himself ia 
Ms Father, &c. 

List a brief tale :— 
And, when 'tis told, O that my heart would 

burst ! 
The bloody proclamation to escape, 
That follow d me so near (O our lives* sweet- 
ness! 
That with the pain of death we 'd hourly die. 
Rather than die at once !), taught me to shift 
Into a madman's rags ; to assume a semblance 
That very does disdain'd : and in this habit 
Met 1 my father, with his bleeding rings. 
Their precious stones new lost; became his 
guide, [spair ; 

Led him, besg'd for him, sav'd him from dc- 
Never (O famt I) reveal'd myself unto him. 
Until some half-hour past, when I was arm*d. 
Not sure, though hopmg, of this good succe% 
I ask*d his blessing, and from first to last 
Told him my pilgrimage : but his flaw'd heart 
(Alack, too weak the conflict to support !) 
'Twizt two extremes of passion, joy and grief^ 
Burst smilingly. 

Bast, This speech of yours hath mov'd me. 
And shall, perchance, do good : but speak you 

on; 
You look as you had something more to say. 

Aib. If there be more, more woful, hcdd 
For I am almost ready to dissolve, [it in ^ 

Hearing of this. 

Edg. This would have seem'd a period 
To such as love not sorrow : but another. 
To amplify too much, would mfJcemuch mora 
And top extremity. 
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WhiUt I was big in clamor^ came there a 

man. 
Who having seen mc in my ^vo^st estate, 
Shunn*(l my abhorr*d s(x:iety ; but, then, finding 
Who 'twas that so cndurd, with his strong 

arms 
He fastend on my neck, and bellow*d out 
As he *d burst heaven ; threw him on my father : 
Told the most piteous tale of Lear and him. 
That ever ear receiv'd ; which, in recounting. 
His griefgrcw puissant, and the strings of hfe 
Began to crack : — twice then the trumpet 

smmded. 
And there I left him tranc*d. 

Lear on the Death of Cordelia. 
Howl, howl, howl, howl ! O j-ou are men 

of stones I 
Had I your tongues and eyes, I *d use them so 
That heaven's vault should crack. — O, she b 

gone for ever I 
I know when one is dead, and when one lives; 
She 's dead as earth : lend me a looking-glass ; 
] f that her breath will mist or stain the stone. 
Why, then she lives. 
This feather stirs ; she lives ! If it be so. 
It is 1 chance which does redeem all sorrows. 
That ever I have felt. 

Keni, O, my good master 1 
Lear, Pr')ihec away — 
A plague upon you, murderers, traitors all ! 
I might have sav'd her; now she's gone for 

ever! — 
Cordelia! Cordelia! stay a little. Ha! 
What is 't thousay'st! — Her voice was ever soft, 
ISentle, and low. 

Lear dying. 
And my poor fool is hang d 1 No, no, no life. 
Why should a dog, a horse, a rat have life. 
And thou no breath at all ? O thou wilt come 

no more. 
Never, never, never, never, never. 



§ 29. MACBETH. Shakspsarb. 

JVUchii described, 

——What are these, 
$0 wither'd, and so wild in their attire ; 
That look not like the inhabitants o* the earth. 
And yet are on 't ?— Live you, or are you aueht 
That man may question ? You seem to unc&r- 

stand me. 
By each at once her choppy finger laying 
Upon her skinny lips>— I'ou should be women ; 
And yet your beards forbid me to interpret 
That you art so. 

Macletfis Temper. 

Yet do I fear thy nature : 
It is too full o* the milk of human kindness. 
To catch the nearest way : thou wouldst be great ; 
Art not without ambition, but without 
The illness should attend it. What thou 

wouldst highlv, [false. 

That wouldst thou nolily; wouldst DOt play 
And )'ct wouldst wrongly win. 



Lady Macbeth, on the News of DuncmCs 

Approach, 

The raven himself is hoarse^ 
That croaks the fatal entrance of Duncan 
Under my battlements. Come, come you spirits 
That tend on mortal thoughts, unsex me nere. 
And fill me from the crown to the toe, top-fatl 
Of direst cruelty! make thick my blood. 
Stop up th* access and passaj^ to remorse ; 
That no compunctious visitmgs of nature 
Shake my fell purpose, nor keep pace between 
The effect and it 1 Come to my woman's brcasti» 
And take my milk for gall, you murd*ring mi* 

nisters. 
Wherever in your sightless substances [niRht* 
You wait on nature s mischief! Come, thU 
And pall thee in the dunnest smoke of hell. 
That my keen knifesee not the wound it maket; 
Nor heaven peep through the blanket of the 
To cry, " Hold I hold !^' [dark, 

Macbeth* s Irreiolulion, 
If it were done when 'tis done, then *twefe 
It were done qnicklv: if the assassination [well 
Could trammel up the consequence, and catch. 
With his surcease, success; that but this blow 
Might be the be-all and the end-all here. 
But here upon this bank and shoal of time. 
We'd jump the life to come. But, in theat 
cases, [teach 

We still have judgement hc^ ; that we but 
Bloody instructions, which bein^ taught, retom 
To plague the inventor : this e\*en*handcd 
justice [chalioe 

Commends the ingredients of our poiion*d 
To our own lips. He *s here in double troat s 
First, as I am nis kinsman and hitsubiect. 
Strong both against the deed ; then as hit heat. 
Who should against his murderer shut thedoori 
Not bear the knife myself. Besides, this Duncaa 
Hath borne his faculties so meek, hath been 
So clear in his great office, that hb virtues 
Will plead likean^els, trumpel-tongued, agunH 
The deep damnation of his taking-off: 
And pity, like a naked new-bom oabe. 
Striding the blast, or heaven's cherubin, hon'd 
Upon the sightless couriers of the air. 
Shall blow the horrid deed in ev'iy eye, [ipar 
That tears shall drown the wind. — 1 have no 
To |>nck the sides of my intent, but only 
Vaulting ambition, which o'erleaps itsetf. 
And fulls on the other. 

True Fortitude, 
I dare do all that may become a man ! 
Who dares do more, is none. 

7 he murdering Scene. Macbeth alone. 
Is this a dagger, which 1 see before me. 
The handle tow'rd my hand ? Come, let mc 

clutch thee — 
I have thee not ; and yet I sec thee still. 
Art thou not, fatal vision, sensible 
To feeling, as to si{;lit? or art thou but 
A dagger of the mind ; a false creation. 
Proceeding from the heat-oppressed brain f 
I see thee vet, in form as pal(>able 
As tliis which I now draw 
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Hkio marshairst me the way that I was going ; 
And such an instrument I was to use. [senses. 
Mine e^-es are made the fools o* the other 
Or else worth all the rest : — I see thee still , 
And OQ thy blade, and dudgeon, guuts of blood, 
Wliicfa was not so before— There's no such 

thing : 
It ii the bloody business, which informs 
Tbas to mine eyes. — ^Now o*er the one half 

world 
Nature seems dead, and wicked dreams abuse 
Tlie curtained sleep ; now witchcraft celebrates 
Me Hecate*s ofierin^ ; and wither*d murder, 
Alaram*d by his sentinel, the wolf, [pace. 
Whose howTf his watch, thus with his steahliy 
With Tirquin's ravishing strides, towards his 
design [earth. 

Mores like a ghost — HThou sure and firm-set 
Bar not my steps, which way they walk, for 
TW very stones prate of my where-about, [fear 
.inil taJte the present horror from the time, 
Whkh now suits with it — Whiles I threat, 
be livesr— \^A hell rings, 

I 0, and it is done ; the bell invites me. 
Hcu it not» Duncan ', for it is a knell 
*nat fommons thee to heaven or to hell. [^Exit, 

Enter Lady, 

Lmdff. That which hath made them drunk, 

nath made me bold : [Hark ! peace ! 

Wbtt hath quench*d them, hath given me tire: 

Itwil tbeowl that shriek'd, the fatal bell-man, 

Wkich cives the stem*st good night. — He is 

about it: — 
Tbe doon are open ; and the surfeited srooms 
Dto mock their charge with snores; I have 

dniggd their possets, 

Hiat death and nature do contend about them. 

Whether they live or die. 

Mmtb. nPithiH] Who *s there ?— what, ho ! 

Laif. Alack ! 1 am afraid they have awak*d. 

And 'tis not done : — the attempt, and not the 

deed 9 [ready, 

Coilbands us !— hark !^1 laid their daggers 

He eoukl not miss *em. — Had he not resembled 

My frther as he slept, I had don*t. My 

husband? 

Enter Macheth, 
Mmeh. I haTedone the deed :— didst thou not 

bear a noise ? 
LmAf. I heard the owb scream and the 
Did not you speak ? [crickets cry. 

Ifar^. AVhen? 
JLmdif. Now. 
Mocbn As I descended ? 
Lady. Ay. 

Jdacb. Hark I .who lies i* the second cham- 
JLady. Donalbiain. [her? 

Alaib. This is a sorry sight ! 

\^Looks on his hands. 

LM4fy. A foolish thought ! to say a sorry sight. 

Maeb. There's one did laugh in his sleep, 

and one cried, " murder!** 

That they did wake each other ! I stood and 

heard them : 
Bat they did say their prayers, and address*d 
A^in to sleep. [them 

Lmdy. There are two lodg*d together. 



Mach, One cried, ''God bless us!** and 
'* Amen !'* the other; [hands. 

As they had seen me, with these hangman's 
Listening their fear. I could not say, Amen^ 
When they did say, God bless us. 
Lady, Consider it not so deeply. [Amen ? 
Mach, But wherefore could not I pronounce 
I had most need of blessing, and Amen 
Stuck in my tliroat. 

Lady. These deeds must not be thought 
After these ways ; so it will make us mad. 
Mach, Methought I heard a voice cry, 
** Sleep no more ! 
Macbeth doth murder sleep, the innocent sleep. 
Sleep, that knits up the raveli*d sleave of care. 
The death of each days*s life, sore labor's bath. 
Balm of hurt mincls, great nature's second 
Chief nouribher in life's tcast." [course. 

Lady, What do you mean } [tlie house : 
Mach. Still it cried, *' Sleep no more !** to all 
" Glamis hath murder d sleep ; and therefore 
Cawdor [more I" 

Shall sleep no more, Macbeth shall sleep no 
Lady, Who was it that thus cried? Why, 
worthy Thane, 
You do unbend your noble strength, to ^ink 
So brain-sickly of things : go, get some water. 
And wash this filthy witness from your hand. 
Why did you bring these daggers from the 

place ? 
They must lie there: go, carry them ; and smear 
I'he sleepy erooms with blood. 

Mach, 1 Tl go no more : 
I am afraid to think what I have done ; 
Look on't again I dare not. 
Lady. Infirm of purpose! 
Give me the daggers; the sleeping, and tha 

dead, 
Are but as pictures: *tis the eye of childhood 
That fears a painted devil. If he do bleed, 
I '11 j^ild the faces of the grooms withal. 
For It must seem their guilt. \^Exit, 

Knocking wiihin, 
Mach, AVhence is that knocking? [^Starting, 
How is't with me, when ev'ry noise appals me ? 
What hands are here? Ha! they pluck out 

mine eyes! 
Will all great Neptune's ocean wash this blood 
Clean from m^ hand ? No ; this my hand will 
The multitudinous seas incardine [rather 

Making the green one red. 

Re-enter Lady, 
Lady, My hands are of your color ; but I 
shame \_Knock, 

To wear a heart so white. I hear a knocking 
At the south ent ry. Retire we to our chamber ; 
A little water clears us of this deed : 
How easy is it then ! Your constancy 
Hath left you unattended — hark 1 more knock- 
ing : [^Knock. 

Get on your night-gown, lest occasiop call us. 
And show us to be watchers : be not lost 
So poorly in your thoughts. 
Mach, To know my deed — ^'twere best not 
know myself. 
W^ake, Duncan, with this knoc king ! I would 
thou couldut ! 
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That would be howrd out in the desert air. 
Where hearing should not latch then). 

Macd, What concern they ? 
The general cause ? or is it a fee-grief. 
Due to some single breast ? 

Rotse, No mind that*s honest 
But in it shares some woe ; tho* the main part 
Pertains to you alone. 

Macd. It it be mine. 
Keep it not from me, quickly let me have it. 

Roi$e. Let not your ears) despise my tongfle 
for ever. 
Which shall possess them with the heaviest 
That ever vet they heard. [sound 

Macd, Humph! I guess at it. ^babes 

Hoise. Your castle is surpris*d ; your wife and 
Savagely slaughter*d j to relate the manner, 
Were, on the quarry of these murder d deer. 
To add the death ot you. 

MaL Merciful Heaven ! — 

What, man I ne'er pull your hat upon your 

brows ; [speak. 

Give sorrow words : the grief that does not 

Whispers the o*er-fraught heart, and bids it 

Macd. Mv children too? [break. 

Roste, Wife, children, servants, all that 
could be found. 

Macd, And I must be from thence ! my 

Rofse, I have said. [^i^e killM too ? 

Mai. Be comforted : 
Let^s make us med'cines of our great revenge. 
To cure this deadly grief. ^ 

Macd. He has no children 1 — All my pretty 
ones? 
Did you say all ? wliat, all ? O hell-kite ! all ? 
What, all my pretty chickens, and their dam. 
At one fell swoop ? 

Mai. Dispute it like a man. 

Macd, I snail do so ; 
But I must also feel it as a man : 
I cannot but remember such thinn were. 
That were most precious to me. Did Heaven 
look on, , [duff. 

And would not take their part ? Sinful Mac- 
They were all struck for thee ! Naught that 1 

am. 
Not for their own demerits, but for mine. 
Fell slaughter on their souls: Heaven rest them 
now! 

Mai, Be this the whetstone of your swoitl 5 
let grief 
C^onvert to anger ; blunt not the heart, enrage it. 

Macd O, I could play the woman with mine 
eyes, [Heaven, 

And braggart with my tonsue! But, gentle 
Cut short all inttM mission : front to front 
Bring thou this fiend of Scotland, and myself; 
Within my sword's length set him ; if he 'scape. 
Heaven for^ve him too ! 

Mai. This tune goes manly. 
Come, ffo we to the king ; our pow*r is ready; 
Our lack is nothing but our leave ; Macbeth 
Is ripe for shaking, and the powers above 
Put on their instruments. Eeeeive what cheer 

you may ; 
'Jht night is long that never finds the day. 

[EreifR/. 



Despised Old Age. 

I have liv*d long enough : my way of life 
Is fall'n into ^e sear, the yellow leaf: 
And that which should accompany old age. 
As honor, love, obedience, troops of friends, 
I must not look to have : but in Ihcir stead. 
Curses, not loud,butdeep, mouth-honor,breath« 
Which the poor heart would fain deny, but 
dare not. 

Diseases of the Mind incurahle. 
Canst thou not minister to a mind diseas*d ; 
Pluck from the memory a rooted sorrow ; 
Raze out the writfen troubles of the brain ; 
And, with some sweet oblivious antidote. 
Cleanse the stuff'd bosom of that perilous stuff 
Which weighs upon the heart ? 

Reflections on Ltfe, 
To-morrow, and to-morrow, and to-morrow. 
Creeps in this petty pace from day to day. 
To the last syllable of recorded time ; 
And all our yesterdays have lighted fbob 
The way to dusty death. Out, out, brief 

candle! 
Life's but a walking shadow; a poor player. 
That struts and frets his hour upon the stage^ 
And then is heard no more : it is a tale. 
Told by an idiot, full of sound and fury. 
Signifying nothing. 



§30. OTHELLO. Shakspbarb. 

Pfrferment. 
*Ti8 the curse of service ; 
Preferment goes by letter and affection. 
Not by the old gradation, where each second 
Stood neir to the first. 

In Dispraise qfHonesly, 
We cannot all be masters, nor all mastert 
Cannot be truly follow'd. You shall mark 
Many a duteous and knee-crooking knave. 
That, doting on his own obsequious bondage. 
Wears out his time, much like his master's asi» 
For nought but provender ; and, when he it 

okl, cashier'd : 
Whip me such honest knaves. Others thereare^ 
Who, trimm'd in forms and visages of duty. 
Keep yet their hearts attending on themselves: 
And throwing but shows of service oi^ their 

lords. 
Do well thrive by them ; and when they have 

lin'd their coats. 
Do themselves homage : these fellows have 

some soul. 
And such a one do I profess myself. 
For, sir. 

It is as sure as you are Roderigo, 
Were I the Moor, I would not be Ia«>: 
In following him, I follow but myself; 
Heaven is my judge, not I for love and duty. 
But seeming so, for my peculiar end : 
For when my outward action doth demonstrats 
The native act and figure of my heart 
In compliment extern, *tis not long after 
But I will wear my heart upon my sleeve. 
For doves to peck at : I am not wnit I seem. 
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Uce the sole Motive qf Othello* » marrying. 

For knowy ^^Pn 
But that I lore the sentle DeademoDa, 
I would not my unhoosed free condition 
Pot into circumscription and confine. 
For dbe wttLt worth. 

(kkeltos Relation qfhis Courtship to the Senate, 

Most potent* grave, and reverend signion, 
Mj very noble and approved oood masters— 
That 1 nave ta*en away this old man's daughter. 
It is most true ; true, I have married her; 
The very head and front of mv ofifending 
Hath thu extent, no more. Kude am I in my 

speech. 
And little blest with the set phrase of peace ; 
For since these arms of mine had sevenyears*pith, 
TiU now some nine moons wasted, they nave 

us*d 
Their dearest action in the tented field ; 
And little of this great world can I speak. 
More than peruins to feats of broil and battle ; 
And therefore little shall 1 grace my cause. 
In speaking for myself: Yet, by your gracious 

patience, 
I will a rouiKl unvamish*d tale deliver. 
Of my whole course of love ; what drugs, 

what charms. 
What conjuration, and what mighty magic 
,For such proceeding I am charg'd withal), 
1 woo his daughter with. .... 

Her father 
Ijav*d me ; oA invited me ; still question*d me 
The storv of my life, from year to year ; 
The banks, sieges, fortunes, that I nave nas8*d. 
I no it through, even from my boyish days. 
To the verv moment that he Ixide me tell it, 
Whcrnn i spake of most disastrous chances. 
Of mo% ing accidents by flood and field ; 
Of liair«hieadth 'scapes i* the imminent deadly 

breach; 
Of beine taken by the insolent foe. 
And solp to slavery ; of my redemption thence; 
And ponance in my travel's history. 

These things to hear 
Wookl Deademona seriously incline ; 
But still the house aflairs would draw her 

thence; 
Which c«-er as she could with haste dispatch. 
She'd conie again, and with a srcedy ear 
DrwHir up my discourse: which, I observing. 
Took once a pliant hour ; and found good means 
To draw from her a prayer of earnest.heart. 
Hut 1 would all my pifzrimage dilate, 
^'hereof by parcels she had something heard. 
But not intentively : 1 did consent ; 
And often did beguile her of her tears. 
When I did speak of some distressful stroke. 
That nny youtn suffered. My story being done. 
She gave me for my paiiM a world of sighs : 
She swore, in faith, twas strange, *twas pass- 
ing strange ; 
*Twaft pitiful, *twas wondrous pitiful — 
She wish*d she had not heard it ; yet she wish'd 
That Heaven had made her such a man ; — she 
thank'dme; 



And bade me, if I had a friend that Iov*d her, 
I should but teach him how to tell my story. 
And that would woo her. Upon this hint I 

spake: 
She lov*d me for the dangers I had jpass*d ; 
And I lov*d her, that she did pity them* 

Perfect Content, 

O my soul's joy I 
If after ev*ry tempest come such calms. 
May the wmds olow till they have waken'd 

death. 
And let the laboring bark climb hills of seas, 
Olympus high : and duck again as low 
As heirs from heaven ! If I were now to die, 
* Twere now to be most happy ; for, I fear. 
My soul hath her content so absolute. 
That not another comfort like to this 
Succeeds in unknown fate. 

A Lover s Exclamation, 
Excellent wretch ! perdition catch my soul. 
But I do love thee I and when I love thee not. 
Chaos is come again. 

Othello t Jirst Suspicion, 
Think, my lord ! by Heaven he echoes me. 
As if there were some monster in his thought 
Too hideous to be shown. — ^Thou dost mean 

something : 
I heard thee say but now — thou likd*st not that— - 
When Cassio left my wife ; what didst not like? 
And when I told thee — ^lic was of my counsel. 
In my whole course of wooing : thou cried*st 

" Indeed !" 
And didst contract and purse thy brow together. 
As if thou then hadst shut up in thy brain 
Some horrible conceit : if thou dost love me. 
Show me thy thought. 

lago. My lord, you know I love you. 
0th. I think thou dost ; 
And for I know thou*rt full of love and honesty. 
And weigh'st thy words before thou giv*st them 
breath — [more : 

Thereibre, these stops of thine fright me the 
For such things in a false, disloyal knave 
Are tricks of custom ; but in a man that*s just. 
They are close denotements working from the 
Tliat passion cannot rule. [heart. 

Reputation. 
Good name, in man and womnn,dear my lord. 
Is the immediate jewel of their souls: 
Whosteals my purse steals trash ; 'tis something;, 

iiothins; ; 
Twas mine, tis his, and has been slave to 

thousands : 
But he that filches from me my good name, 
Robs me of that which not enriches him. 
And makes me poor indeed. 

Othello s Solilofjuu after having been worked 
up to Jealousy by lago. 
This fellow's of exceeding honesty. 
And knows all qualities, with a learned spirit. 
Of human dealings : If I prove her haggard. 
Though that her jesses were my dear heart- 
strings, 
rd whistle her off, and let her down the wind 
I To prey at fortune. Haply, for \ am black ; 
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And have not thoM 9ofl psrts of conversation 
That chamberers have : or, for I am declined 
Into the vale of year's : yet that's not much— • 
She's gpne -, I am abus'd ; and my relief 
Must ben— to loath her. O curse of marriage ! 
That we can call these delicate creatures ours. 
And not their appetites ! I had rather be a toad. 
And live upon the vapor of a dungeon, 
Than keep a corner in the thing i love 
For others* uses. 

Jealously, 
Trifleii light as air 

Are, to the jealous, confirmation strong 

As proofs of holy writ. . 

The Tortures of Jealousy. 
Enter Othello, 

logo. Look where he comes! not poppy* 
nor mandragora. 
Nor all the drowsy syrups of the world. 
Shall ever medicine thee to that sweet sleep 
Which thou ow'dst yesterday. 

Oth, Ha! ha! false to me? tome? [that. 

la^. Why, how now, general ? no more of 

oTh, Araunt ! begone ! thou hast set me on 
the rack : 
I swear, 'tis better to be much abiis'd. 
Than but to know't a little. 

logo. How now, my lord ? [lust ? 

Otk, What sense had I of her stolen hours of 
I saw it not, thought it not, it harm'd not me : 
I slept the next night well, was free and merry; 
I found not Cassio's kisses on her lips : 
He that is robb'd, not wanting what is stolen. 
Let him not know it, and he's not robb'd at all. 

logo. I am sorry to hear this. 

Out. I had been happy, if the general camp. 
Pioneers and all, had tasted her sweet body. 
So I had nothing known : O now, for ever. 
Farewell the tranquil mind ! Farewell content! 
Farewell the plumed troop, and the big wars. 
That make ambition virtue ! O farewell ! 
Farewell the neighing steed, and the shrill 

trump, 
"The spirit-stirring drum, the ear-piercing fife. 
The royal banner ; and all qualiw. 
Pride, pomp, and circumstance ofglorious war ! 
And, O you mortal engines, whose rude throats 
Th* immortal Jove's dread clamors counterfeit, 
Farewell 1 Othello's occupation's gone I 

lago. Is't possible, my lord ? 

0th, V illain, be sure thou prove my love a 
whore ; , 
Be sure of it ; give mc the ocular proof; 

[Catching hold on him. 
Or by the worth of mine eternal soul. 
Thou hadst better have been born a dog. 
Than answer my wak'd wrath. 

Jago U it come to this ? [prove it, 

Oth, Make me to sec it ; or, at the least, so 
That the probation bear no hinge, nor loop. 
To hang a doubt on : or, woe upon thy life I 

Jago, My noble lord— 

Oth, If thou dost slander her, and torture 
mc. 
Never pray more : abtodon til remorM t 



On horror's head honors aceaioulate : 
Dodeeds to make heaven weep, all earth amas*d( 
For nothing canst thou to damnatioii add. 
Greater than that. 

lago. O grace 1 O Heaven defend me I 
Are you a man ? have you a soul, or sense ? 
God be wi' you: take mine office.— -O wretched 
That liv'st to make thine honesty a vice ! [fbol^^ 

monstrous world ! take note, take note, O 

world, , 

To be direct and honest, is not ^e ! 

1 thank yon for this pro6t; and, from henc«, 
I *il love no friend, since love breeds such ofienot. 

Oth, Nay, stay : — thou shouklst be honest. 

logo. I should be wise : for honcsty't a fool. 
And loses that it works for. 

O/k. By the world, 
I think my wife be honest, and think she is not | 
I think that thou artjust, and :hink thou art uot: 
ril have some proof. Her name, that was ai 

fresh 
As Dian's visage, is now begrim'd and black 
As mine own face. If.tljere be cords, or knives. 
Poison, or fire, or suffocating streams, 
I'll not endure it!— Would I were satisfied I 
Othello s Story of the IJandkerchdtf. 
That handkerchief » 
Did an Egyptian to my mother a^e ; 
She was a charmer, and could alniost read 
The thoughts of people; she told her^ while 

she kept it, 
'Twould make her amiable, and subdue my fti- 
Entirely to her love ; but if she lost it, jTuicr 
Or made a gifl of it, my father's eye Fnimt 
Should hold her loathly, and his spirits snoaU 
After new fancies. She, dying, gave it me $ 
A nd bid me, when m^ fate woukl have roe wiv'd. 
To give it her. I did so ; and take heed oTt, 
Make it a darlins, like your precious eye ; 
To lose't or give t away, where such pefditaoily 
As nothing else could match.—— 

^There's magic in the web of it : 

A sibyl, that had number'd in the world 
The sun to make two hundred compastci, 
'In her prophetic fury sew'd the work s 
The worms were hallow'd that did breed the 

silk ; 
And it was dyed in mummy, which the skilful 
Conserv'd of maidens' hearts. 

A Lovers Computation qf Time. 

What! keep a week away? seven days end 
nights ? [houn. 

Eight-score eight hours? and lovers* abeeoC 
More tedious than the dial eight-score times! 

weary reckoning ! 

Othello s Speech, after having received ih^MoB' 
date when confirmed in his Suspieioms. 
Ay, you did wish that I would make her turn: 
Sir, she can turn, and turn, and yet go on. 
And turn again ; and she can weep. Sir, weep: 
And she's obedient, as you sa^'^-^obedienl-— 
Very obedient — Proceed you m your leais. 
G)ncerning this. Sir— O well-pemted passion ! 

1 am commanded home:— >get you away; 

ril send for you anon .—Sir, 1 obey the mandate. 
And will return to Venico<-^4ienee, avaunt 1 

[&r. DoK 
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Casio than bftre my place. And— Sir^, to- 
1 do eatreal thai we may sup together, [night, 
Yoo are welcome. Sir, to Cyprus- 
Goats and monkeys 1 ExU Othello, 
JHis pathetic uphunding iff Ids fF\fe, 

Dee, Upon ooj knees, what doth your speech 
I ondentand a farv in your words^ [import ? 
Bm not TOur words. 

Oik. Why, what art thou? 

Des. Your wife, my lord ; your true and 
loyal wife. 

Oik, Come, swear it; damn thyself; 
Lest, being like one of hea?en, the devils 

themselves 
Should fear to seize thee : therefore, be double 
Swear thou art honest. [dainn'd ; 

i>ef. Heaven doth truly know it. 

Oih* Heaven truly knows, that thou art 
false as hell. 

Dee. To whom, my lord? With whom? 
How am I false ? 

Oik. O, Desdemona, away ! away ! away l 

Dee. Alaa, the heavy day 1 who do you weep ? 
Am I the occasion of these tears, my lord ? 
If, haply, yoo my father do suspect 
An inttniment ot this your calling back, [him. 
Lav not vour blame on me ; if you have lost 
Why, I nave lost him too. 

Oth. Had it pleased Heaven 
To try me with affliction ; had he rain*d 
AH kiodsof sores, and shames, on my bare head ; 
Sieep'd me in poverty to the very lips ; 
Given to captivity me and my utmost hopes ; 
I shoold have found in some part of my soul 
A drop of patience. But, alas ! to make me 
A fixed figure, for the time of scorn 
To point bis slow, unmoving figure at— 
O! O! 

Yet could I bear that too ; well, very well : 
Bot there, where 1 have gamerM up my heart ; 
Where either I must live, or bear no life : 
The fountain from the which my current runs. 
Or clae dries up; to be discarded thence I 
Or keep ii-as a cistern, for foul toads 
To knot and gender in I Turn thy complexion 

there! 
Patsen cc , thou young and rose-lipp*d cherubim ; 
Ay, there, look grim as hell ! [nest. 

Dee. I hope, my noble lord esteems me ho- 

CM. O, av ; as summer-flies are in the 

shambles, 

ITialqaicken even with blowing. O thou weed. 

Who art so lovely fair, and smeirst so sweet. 

Thai the sense aches at thee, 'would thou hadst 

ne*er been bom ! [mitted ? 

Dee. Alas I what ignorant sin have I com- 

Oik. Was this fair paper, this most goodly 
book. 
Made to write whore upon ! what, committed ! 
Coaamitted \ O thou public commoner t 
1 ah<mld make very forges of my cheeks 
That would to cinders burn up modesty, [ted! 
Did I bot speak thy deeds.— What, commit- 
Heaven stops the nose at it, and the moon 

winks : 
The bawdy wind, that kisses all it meets, 
is hush*d within the hollow mine of earth. 



And will not hear it : n^hat committed 1 
Impudent strumpet 1 

bes. By Heaven, you do me wrong I 

0th, Are you not a strumpet? 

Des. No, as I am a Christian. 
If to preserve this vessel for mv lord. 
From any other foul, unlawful touchy 
Be not to be a strumpet, I am none. 

0th. What, not a whore? 

Det. No, as I shall be saved. 

Oth, Is it possible ? 

Des. O Heaven forgive us ! 

Olh, I cry you mercy, then ; 
I took you for that cunning whore of Venice, 
That married with Othello. 

Desdemona* s Faithfulness. 
O good lago. 
What shall I do to win my lord again ? 
Good friend, go to him ; for, by this light of 

heaven, 
I know not how I lost him. Here I kneel— 

{^Kneeling. 
If e*er my will did trespass *gainst his love, 
Either in discourse of thought, or actual deed: 
Or that mine eyes, mine ears, or any sense. 
Delighted them in any other form ; 
Or that I do not yet, and ever did. 
And ever will — tnough he do shake me off 
To beggarly divorcement — love him dearly. 
Comfort forswear me ! Unkindness may do 

much. 
And his unkindness may defeat my life. 
But never taint my love. 

A Bed-chamber : Desdemona is discovered 
asleep in her Bed, 
Enter Othello, with a Light and Sword. 
Oth. It is the cause, it is the cause, my soul-^ 
Let me not name it to vou, you chaste stars ! 
It is the cause. — Yet I 11 not shed her blood. 
Nor scar that whiter skin of hers than snow. 
And smooth as monumental alabaster. 

[ Lavs down the Sword, 
Yet she must die, else shell betray more ment 
Put out the light, and then put out the light! 
1 f I quench thee, thou flaming minister, 
I can a«iin thy former light restore, 
Should I repent me ; but once put out thy light. 
Thou cunning st pattern of excelling nature, 
I know not where is that Promethean heat 
I That can thy light relume. 

[5e/j down the Taper, 
When I have pluck*d thy rose, 
I cannot give it vital growth again ; 
It needs must wither: I *11 smell it on the tree. 

[^Kissing her. 
O balmy breath, that dost almost persuade 
Justice herself to break her sword ! One more. 
Be thus when thou art dead, and I will kill thee. 
And luvc thee after: one more, and this the last : 
So sweet was ne'er so fatal. I must weep. 
But they are cruel tears ; this sorrow s heavenly ; 
It strikes where it doth love. 

Othello's Coq/\tsion after having murdered Ids 

fVife. 

Yes 'tis JBmilia:— by and by— she's dead, 

'Tis like, she comet to speak of Cassio's death: 
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The noiie was high. Ha 1 no more moving t 
Slill as the f^tnTc. Shall she come in i wer'l 

good; 
I think she stirs araio : — no. — What's the besif 
If she comes In, she'll sure speak 10 my wife: — 
Alywirel mywifel whatwifet I have no wife. 

insupportable 1 O heavjr lioiir! 
Methinks it should be now a hu«: eclipse 
Ofsun and moon i and thai the affrighted globe 
Should jawn at alter<ttioD. 

nil Lovejor her, 
tlad she been true. 
If Heaven would make me such another world, 
Of one entire and prefect chrysolile, 
I'd not have sold her for iL 

Hii billfT RemoTit. 
Behold ! I hare a weapon ; 
A better never did itself sustain 
Upon a soldier's thigh : I've seen the day. 
That, with Ibis tittle arm, and this good sword, 

1 have made my way through more impedi~ 

ment* [boasl \ 

Than twenty times your stop. — But, O vain 
Who can contiol his fate I it is not so oo<v. 
fie not afraid, though you do see me weapon 'd. 
Here is my journeys end, here is my butt. 
And very sea-mark of my utmost sail. 
Do you go back dismay'd i 'tis a lost fear ; 
Man but a rush against Othello's breast. 
And be retires : where should Oihcllo 
Now — how dost ihoii look 

Pale as thy smock ! when we shall meet at 
compt, [>en, 

This look otlhine will hurl my soot from hea< 
And fiendiwill snatch at it. Cold, cold, my 
£*en like thy chastity — Cs'''* 

O cursed, cursed slave ! — Whip me, ye dcvits. 
From the possession of this heavenly sight! 
Blownieahout in wiiidil roast me in sulphur ! 
Wash me in !tecp-dowu gulfs of liquid lire! 
O I)csd.-mona ! IJesdemona! dcadi 
Dead? Ol Ol O! 



! btl^l'arr'il 



U'u tail Spteck. 

Soft you ; a word or two before you go. 

I have done the state some service, and they 

know it; 
No more of that. — I pray you, in your letters. 
When you thall these unlucky deeds relate. 
Speak of me as I am ; nothing extenuate. 
Nor set down aoght in malice ; then must you 

Of one that lov'd not wisely, but ton well : 
Of one not easily jealous, but, being wrought, 
Perplex'd in the extreme; of one whose hand. 
Like the base Judean, threw a pearl away 
Hicher than all his tribe ; of one whose sub- 
dued eyes. 
Albeit unused to the melting inoml, 
l)ro|i tears ni fast as the Arabian trees 
Their medicinal gum. Set you down this: 
And say, besides, that in Aleppo once, 
Where a mslignsnt and a turoan'd Turk 
Beat ■ Venetian, and traduc'd the state, 
J look by the throat the circumcrsed do^ 
^Bil fmolB biin--lhut, \Stabi ktmttlf. 



Hepulalion. 

Trb purest treasure mortal times afibid. 
Is spotless reputation j that away. 
Men are but gilded loam, or painted cUy. 
Cowardice. 

That which in mean men we entitlepatience. 
Is pale cold cowardice in noble breasts. 
Banishment; Contalation under il. 

All places that the eye of Heaven vititt. 
Are to a wise man ports and happy havens: 
Teacli thy necessity to reason thus ; 
Tiiere is no virtue like necessity. 
Think not the king did banish thee; 
But thou the king: woe doth the heavier sit 
Where it perceives it is but faintly borne. 
Go, say, I sent thee forth to purc'base botu>r. 
And not the king exil'd thee : — Or suppose. 
Devouring pestilence hangs in our air. 
And thou all flying to a ireeher clime. 
Look, what thy soul holds dear, imagine it 
Tu lie that way thou go'at, not whence thou 
Suppose the singing- birds, musicians; [com'st: 
The grass whereon thou tread'it, the preMace 

Theflow'is, fairladies; and thytteps, nomon 
Than a delightful measure or a dance : 
For gnarling sorrow hath less power to hite 
The man that mocks at it, and sets it light. 

Thaughls iarffeclaal to modtrale jifiiclicn. 
O, who can hold a fire in his band. 
By thinking on the frosty Caucasus! 
Ur cloy the hungiy edge of appetite. 
By bare imagination ol a feast ! 
Or watlow naked in December snow. 
By thinking on fanustic suminrr's beat t 
O, no! the apprehension of the good 
Gives but the greater feeling to the wone : 
Fell sorrow's tooth doth never rankle moK 
Than when it bites, but lanceth not the sore. 

Popularitt/. 
Ounelf, and Bushy, Bagot here, and Green, 
Observ'd his courtship tu the common people: 
How he did seem to dive into their beaiu 
I With humble and familiar courtesy; 
W^hai reverence he did throw away on staves; 
Wooing poor craftsmen, with the craft of 



OiTgOGs his bonnet to an oyster wench ; 
A brace of draymen bid — God speed him well. 
And hid the tribute of his supple Itnee i 
With — " Thanks, my eountrjmen, my laving 

As were our England in reversion hi*. 
And he our subjects' ntxi degree in hope. 

England- 
This royal throne ofkings, this sceptred iile, 
Tliis earth of majesty, this seat of Mars, 
This other Eden, demi-paradise ; 
This fortress, built by nature for herself, 
AgaJDitiafectioa, atMlthebkodoTwUi ■ 
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This btpp7 breed of men, this little world ; 
This precioas stone set in the silver sea^ 
TVhidi eenres it in the office of a wall. 
Or as a moat defensive to a house, 
A^nst the envy of less happier lands. 

£n;[Und, bound in with the triumphant sea. 
Whose rocky shore beats back the envious siege 
Of wat*rv Neptune, is nowbound in with shame^ 
With inKv blots, and rotten parchment-bonds ; 
That England, that was wont to con<juer others. 
Hath made a shameful conquest of itself. 

Grief. 
Each substance of a grief hath twenty sha- 
dows. 
Which show like grief itself, but are not so : 
For sorrow's eye, glazed with blinding tears, 
Dirides one thing entire to many objects ; 
Like perspectives, which, rightly eaz*d upon, 
Show nothing but confusion ; eyed awry. 
Distinguish form. 

Hopt deeeiiJuL 
I will despair, and be at enmity 
With cozening hope ; he is a flatterer, 
A parasite, a keeper back of death, 
Wdo gently would dissolve the bands of life. 
Which false hope lingers in extremity. 

Tke Prognostics of War. 
The bay-trees in our country all are wither*d. 
And meteors fright the fixed stars of heaven ; 
The pale^fac*d moon looks bloody on the earth ; 
And lean->look*d prophetswhisperfearful change: 
Rich men look sad, and fuffians dance and leap. 



to England, on his Arrival. 
As a loDs-parted mother with her child 
Flap fondly with her tears, and smiles in 

meeting; 
So weeping, smiling, greet I thee, my earth. 
And do thee favor with my royal hands. 
Feed not thy sovereign's foe, my gentle earth. 
Nor with thy sweets comfort his rav'nous sense : 
Bat let thy spiders that suck up thj venom. 
And heavy ^ted toads, lie in their way, 
DofDK annoyance to the treacherous feet 
Wbicli with usurping steps do trample thee. 
VieU stinging nettles to mine enemies: 
And when they from thy bosom pluck a flow'r. 
Guard ii, I pray thee, with a lurking adder ; 
Wliose double tongue may with a mortal touch 
Throw death upon thy sovereign's enemies. 
Mock not my senseless conjuration, lords ; 
This earth shall have a feeling, and these stones 
Prore armed soldiers, ere her native king 
Shall falter under foul rebellious arms. 

7%e Sun rising after a dark Night. 
— Know'st thou not. 
That when the searching eye of heaven is hid 
fiehiiKl the globe, and lights the lower world. 
Then thieies and robbers range abroad unseen. 
In murders, and in outra^, bloody here ; 
Bat when from under this terrestrial ball 
He tires the proud tops of the eastern pines. 
And darts his light through every guilty hole. 
Then murders, treasons, and detested tins. 



Hie cloak of night being pluck*d from off their 

backs. 
Stand bare and naked, trembling at themselves f 

On the Vanity of Power, and Misery qf Kings* 

No matter where ; of comfort no man sneidc; 
Let's talk of graves, of worms, and epitapns \ 
Make dust our paper, and with rainy eyes 
Write sorrow on the bosom of the eartn. 
Let's choose executors, and talk of wills; 
And not yet so— for what can we beoueath. 
Save our deposed bodies to the grouna ? 
Our lands, our lives, and all, are fiolingbroke't. 
And nothing can we call our own, but death i 
And that small model of the barren earth. 
Which serves as paste and covering to our bones. 
For Heav'n's sake, let us sit upon the ground. 
And tell sad stories of the death of kings : 
Howsome have been depos'd, some slain in war. 
Some Haunted by the ghosts they have depos'd ; 
Some poison'd by their wives ; some sleeping 

Kill'd ; 
All murder'd : — For within the hollow crown 
That rounds the mortal temples of a king. 
Keeps Death his court : and tnere the antic sits. 
Scoffing his state, and grinning at his pomp; 
Allowing him a breath, a little scene 
To monarchize, be fear'd, and kill with looks; 
Infusing him with self and vain conceit ; 
As if this flesh, which walls about our life. 
Were brass impregnable: and huinor'd thus. 
Comes at tlie last, and with a little pin 
Bores thro' his castle walls, and, farewell king! 
Coyer your heads, and mock not flesh and blood 
With solemn rev'rence ; throw away respect. 
Tradition, form, and ceremonious duty: 
For you have b^ mistook me all this while : 
1 live with bread like you, feel want, taste grief^ 
Need friends : subjected thus. 
How can you say to m^— I am a king? 

Melancholy Stories. 
In winter's tedions nights, sit by the fire. 
With good old folks, and let them tell thee tales 
Of woful ages long am betid : 
And, ere thou bid good night, to quit their grief» 
Tell thou the lamentable fall of me. 
And send the hearers weeping to their beds. 

A Description of Dolinglroke s and Richards 
Entry into London. 

Then, as I said, the duke, great Bolingbroke, 
Mounted upon a hot and fiery steed. 
Which his aspiring rider seemed to know^- 
W^ith slow, but stately pace, kept on his course; 
While all tongues cried, God save Uiee, Boling- 
broke ! [spake. 

You would have thousht the very window* 
So manv greedy looks of youn^ and old 
Throusn casements darted their desiring eyea 
Upon nis visage ; and that all the walls, 
VV ith painted imagery, had said at once, 
Jesu preserve thee! welcome, Bolingbrokel 
Whilst he, from one side to the other turntiig 
Bare-headed, lower than his proud steed's nect. 
Bespoke them thus— I thank you, countrymeas 
Ana thus still doing, thus he pass'd along. 
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Duch, Alas, poor Richard ! where rides he 

the while ? 
Ycrk, As in a theatre the eyes of men. 
After a well-grac*d actor leaves the stage. 
Are idly hent on him that enters next. 
Thinking his prattle to be tedious: [eyes 

Even so, or with much more contempt, men*s 
Did scowl on Richard; no man cried, God 

save him 1 
No joyful tongue gave him his welcome home ; 
But dust was thrown upon his sacred head ; 
Which with such gentle sorrow he shook off. 
His face still combating with tears and smiles. 
The badges of his grietand patience^— 
That had not God, for some strong purpose, 

sleel'd 
The hearts of men, they must perforce have 

melted. 
And barbarism itself have pitied him. 

VioleU, 
Who are the violets now 
That strew the green lap of the new-come spring? 

King RichartTs Soliloquy in Prison. 
I have been studying how I may comnare 
This prison, where I uve, unto the world : 
And, for because the world is populous. 
And here is not a creature but m]^self, 
I cannot do it— -yet I *11 hammer it out. 
My brain I *11 prove the' female to my soul ; 
My soul, the father ; and these two oeget 
A generation of still-breeding thoughts. 
And these same thoughts people this little world; 
In humors, like the people of this world. 
For no thought is contented- 
Thoughts tending to content, flatter themselves 
That they are not the first of fortune*s slaves. 
Nor shall not be the last ; like silly besgars. 
Who, sittins in the stocks, refuge their shame — 
« That many nave, and others must sit there : 
And in this thought they find a kind of ease. 
Bearing their own misfortune on the back 
Of sucn as have before endur d the like. 
Thus play I, in one prison, many people. 
And none contented. Sometimes am i a king; 
Then treason makes me wish myself a beggar ; 
And so I am : then crushing penury 
Persuades me I was better when a kins ; 
Then am I king'd aeain : and, by and by. 
Think that I am un]iing*d by Bolingbroke, 
And straight am nothit^.— *But, whate*er I am, 
Nor I, nor any mian, that but man is. 
With nothing shall be pleas*d, till he be cas*d 
With being nothing. 



£3«.THEJLIFEAND DEATH OF KING 
RICHARD III. Shakspeare. 

Richard, on hii own Drformit^, 
Now are our brows bound with victorious 

wreaths; 
Our bruited arms hung up for monuments ; 
Our stem aUnims ohang d to merry meetings : 
Our dreadful marches to delightful measures. 
irnBv>viaag*d war hath tmooth'd hia wrinkled 

Iroat; 



And now— -insteiMi of mounting barbed ttceda 

To fright the souls of fearful adversaries- 
He capers nimbly in a lady's chamber^ 
To the lascivious pleasing of a lute. 
But I, that am not shap^ for sportive tricks. 
Nor made to court an am'rous looking-glass ; 
I, that am rudely stamped, and want love'# 

majesty; 
To strut before a wanton, ambling nymph ^ 
I, that am curtail'd of this fair proportion. 
Cheated of feature by dissembling nature* 
DeformM, unfinished, sent before my time 
Into this breathing world, scarce half made up. 
And that so lamely and unfashionable. 
That dogs bark at me, as I halt by them— 
Why I, in this weak piping time'of peace. 
Have no delight to pass away the time. 
Unless to spy my shadow in the sun. 
And descant on my own deformity: 
And therefore — since I cannot prove a lover. 
To entertain these fair, well-spoken dayt— 
I am determined to prove a villain. 
And hate tlie idle pleasures of these days. 

RicharcTs hone far Lady Anne» 
Those eyes of thine from nunc have draw|i 
^ salt tears, L^'^ »- 

Sham'd their ^pects with store of chiloish 
These eyes, which never shed remorseful tear- 
Not, when my father York and Edward wepl^ 
To hear the piteous moan that RaUand maoe. 
When b1ack.fac*d Cliffonl shook his iwoid al 

him; 
Nor when thy warlike father, like a child. 
Told the sad story of my father's death ; 
And twenty times made pause to lob and weep, - 
That all the standers-by had wet their checks. 
Like trees bedash'd with rain: in that sad ixiofy 
My manly eyes did scorn an humble tear ; 
And what these sorrows could not thence exbal^ 
Thy beauty hath, and made them blind wi£ 

weeping. 
I never sued to friend, nor enemy ; 
My tongue could never learn sweet toothins 

words ; 
But now thy beauty is proposed my fee. 
My proud heart sues, and prompts my tanfgij^ 

to speak. 

On his own Person, i^er his sucees^flU 
Addresses, 

My dukedom to a beggarly denier, 
I do mistnkc my person all this whiles 
Upon my life, she finds, although I cannot, 
MVself to l)e a marvellous proper man. 
Ill be at charges for a looking-^j^ass ; 
And entertain a score or two oftailon. 
To study fashions to adorn my body: 
Since I nave crept in favor with myself, 
I will maintain it with some little cost. 

Queen Margarefs Execratum. 
The worm of conscience still begnaw thrsoiiL 
Thy friends suspect for traitors whuc thou hv'tt. 
And take deep traitors for thy dearest friendal 
No sleep close up that deadly eye of thine, 
J Unless It be when some tormenting dre^m 
H Aftii^u thee wi& a hell of ogly £vik t 
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TboQ dTisH-mafk'd, tket^rt, roodng hog I 
thna that wast teal*d in thy nativity 
The ilM of nature, and the ton of hell 1 
Thoowbder of thy mother's beavv womb I 
Tboo loathed issue of thy father's (oins I 
Tboo rag of honor, thou detested-^ 

High Birth. 

I was bom so hi^. 
Oar aerie bnildeth in the cedar's top. 
And dallies with the wind, and scorns the sun. 

RtchanTs ifyp0crisy. 
Bat then I sigh, and,with apiece of Scripture, 
Tell them that God bids us do oood for evil: 
And thas I clothe my naked ▼iildny 
With old odd ends, stolen forth of holy writ, 
A«d seen a saint, when most 1 play the devil. 



Ciarence*s Dream. 
^rai(. What was yourdream, my lord? I pray 
yoa lell me. [Tower, 

Cl^. Methought, thati had broken tirom the 
And was cmbark'd to cross to Burgundy, 
And, in my company, my brother Glo'ster ; 
Who from my cabin tempted me to walk 
Upoo the hatches ; thence we look'd toward 

£ng^d, 
Aad cited up a thomand heavy times. 
During the wars of York and Lancaster, 
Tltfi Md beiklVo us. As we pac'd along 
Um the giddy footing of the hatches, [ing 
Mrthnoght that Glo'stcr stnmbled ; and in £ill- 
Struck me, that Uiouffht to suy him, overboard, 
Inio the tmnbluig bulows of the main. 
OLoid! mothooght, what pain it was todrown! 
•Whit dreadful noise of water in mj ears 1 
Whal ^ghts of i^y death within mine eyes ! 
MeihoQght I Mw a thousand fearful wrecks ; 
A thmiMnd men that fishes gnaw'd upon ; 
Wdlpoa of gold, great anchors, heaps of pearl, 
Iniiaahli ilMMS, unvalued jewds. 
All scattofd in the bottom of the sea, [holes, 
fcme lif ip dead men's ^uUs ; aiKl, in those 
Where eyca did once inh^it, there were orept 
(As 'twere in scorn of eyes) refiectii^g gems. 
Thai woo'd the slimy bottom of the d«ep. 
And mock'd thedead bones that lay scattered by. 
BrdL Had you such leisure m the time of 
Toguenponttoeaeoretsofthedeep? [death. 



A Aidow like an angel, with bright hair 
Dabbled in bloody and he shriek'd out aloud— ^ 
" Clarence is come, false, fleeting, peijur'd 

Clarence— 
That stabb'd me in the field by Tewkesbury ; 
Seize on him, furies, take him to your tpr« 

ments 1" 
With that, methought, a legion of ibul fiends 
Inviron'd me, and howled in mine ears 
Such hideous cries, that, with the very noise^ 
I trembling wak'd ; and, for a season after. 
Could not oelieve but that I was in hell : 
Such terrible impression made my dream. 

Brak, No marvel, lord, thatitauOfrighted you; 
I am afraid, methinks, to hear you tell it. 

Clar, 0,Brakenbury, I have done those thii^ 
That now sive evidence a^inst my soul. 
For Edward's sake ; and seehow he requites me 1 
O God ! if my deep prayers cannot appease thee^ 
But thou wilt be aveng'd on my misdeeds, 
Yet execute thy wrath on me alone : 
O spare my guiltless wife, and my poor children ! 

Sorrow, 

Sorrow breaks seasons and reposing hours. 
Makes the night morning, and the noontide 
Greatness, its Cores, [ni^t. 

Princes have but their titles for their glories. 
An outward honor for an inward toil ; 
And, for unfelt imaginations. 
They often feel a world of restless cares ; 
So that, between their titles and low name. 
There's nothing differs but the outward fame* 

Duchess of York on the Mitfor tunes qfker 

Family. 

Accursed and unquiet wrangling days I 
How many of you have mine eyes beheld 1 
My husband lost bis life to get the crown. 
And often op and down my sons were toss*d. 
For me to joy and weep their ^in and loss : 
And being seated, and domestic broils 
Clean overblown, themselves, the conqueror^ 
Make war upon themselves ; brother to orotherr 
Blood to blood, selfagainst self :— O preposteiog# 
And frantic outrage ! end thy damned spleen; 
Or let me die to look on death no more. 

Deceit, 

Ah ! that deceit should steal such gentle shap^. 
And with a virtuous vizor hide deep vice! 

Submission to Heaven, our Duty, 
In common worldly things, 'tis call'd uo«> 
grateful. 
With dull unwillii^ess to pay a debt. 
Which with a bounteous hand was kindly lent; 
Much more, to be thus opposite with Meavei^ 
For it requires the royal debt it lent you. 

The Vanity <tf Trust in Man, 
O momentary grace of mortal men. 
Which we more hunt for than the grace of God. 
Who builds his hope in air of yoor (air looks,. 
Lives like a drunken sailor on a mast; 
Ready, with every nod, to tumble down 
Into the fatal bowels of the deep. 

CcNS/eflip^ton. 
When holy and devout religions man 

Are at their beads, 'tis hard todraw them thence. 

And m^ jBOiiab'd. iWt smxdm w«9d'ang by J So aweet is aealovs contemplation. 




To seek <he empty, vast, and wand*ring air ; 
Bat smother'd it within my pantii>ff bulk. 
Which almost hurst to belch it in the sea. 

Brmk, Awak'd you not with this sore a^ny ? 

Gmr, O no, my dream was lengthen d after 
O, then b(^n the tempest of my soul I [life : 
Ipaas'd, methoittht, the melancholy flood. 
With that^m ferryman which poets write of. 
Unto the kingdom of perpetual night 
The first that diere did greet my stranger soul. 
Was my great father-in-law, renown^ War- 
wick; 
Who cried alood— << What scourge for perjury 

;h¥ afford fi£eCUience?" 
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DescripHon of the Murder of the two yom^ 

Princes in the Tower. 
The tyrannous and bloody act is done ; 
The most arch-deed of piteous massacre. 
That ever yet this land was guilty of. 
Dighton and Forrest, whom I did suborn 
To do this piece of ruthless butchery. 
Albeit they were flesh *d villains, bloody dogs. 
Melting with tenderness and mild compassion, 
Wept like two children, in their death's sad 
stoiy. [babes !" 

«* O thus, • quoth Dighton, " lay the gentle 
•* Thus, thus," quoth Forrest, " girdling one 

another 
Within their alabaster innocent arms ; 
Their lips were four red roses on a stalk. 
Which in their summer beauty kiss*d ' each 

other. 
A book of prayers on their pillow lay ; 
Which once,'* quoth Forrest, ** almost chang*d 

my mind ; 
But, O the devil !'' — there the villain stopp'd ; 
When Dighton thus told on — ** We smothered 
The most replenished sweet work of nature. 
That from the prime creation e'er she fram'd." 
Hence both are gone with conscience and re- 
morse: 
They could not speak ; and so I left them both 
To bear these tidings to the bloody king. 

Expedition. 
Come, I have learn'd that fearful comment- 
Is leaden sen'itor to dull delay ; [ing 
Delay leads impotent and snail-pac'd beggaiy : 
Then fiery exp«xlition be my wing, 
Jove's Mercurv, and herald for a king ! 
Queen Margaret's Exprohration. 
I caird thee then, poor shadow, painted oueen ; 
One heav'd a-high to be hurl'd clown below: 
A mother only mock'd with two fair babes ^ 
A dream of what thou wast ; a garish flag. 
To be the aim of ev'ry dang'rous shot 5 
A sign of dignity, a breath, a bubble ^ 
A queen in jest, only to fill the scene, [thcrs } 
Where is thy husliand now? where be thy bro- 
Where be thy two sons ? wherein dost thou jov ? 
Who sues, and kneels, and says, God save the 

r?en? 
the bending peers that flatter d thee ? 
Where be the thronging troops that foUow'd 

thee? 
Decline all this, and see what now thou art : 
For happy wife, a most distressed widow { 
For joyful mother, one that wails the name ; 
For one being sued to, one that humbly suet ; 
For queen, a very caitiff crown'd with care ; 
For one that scorn'd at mc, now 5rorn'd of mc ; 
For one being fear'd of all, now fearing one j 
For one commanding all, obey'd o\ none. 
Thus hath the course of justice wheel'd about, 
And left thee but a very prey to time : 
Having no more but thought of what thou wert. 
To torture thee the more, being what thou art. 

His Mother's Character of King Richard. 

Tetchy and wayward was thy infancy: 
Thy Khool-days frightful, desp'rate, wild, and 
furious; [lurousj 

Thy prime of manhood, daring, bold, and ven- 



EXitlACTS, Book III. 

Thy age confirm*d, proud, subtle, sly, and 
bloody. 

Hope. J^ 

True hope is swift, and flies with mWIow's 
wings : [kings. 

Kings it makes gods, and meaner creatoret 
A fine Evening. 
The weary sun hath made a golden set ; 
And by the bright track of his fiery car. 
Gives token of a goodly day to-morrow. 

Dat/Jreak. 
The silent hours steal on. 
And flaky darkness breaks within the east. 
Richmond's Prayer. 
O thou ! whose captain I account myself. 
Look on my forces with a ^acious eye : 
Put in their hands thy bruising irons of wrath« 
That they may crush down with a heavy fall 
Th' usurping helmets of our adversaries I 
Make us thy mistress of chastisement. 
That we may praise thee in thy victory ! 
To thee do 1 commend my watchful soul. 
Ere I let fall the windows of mine eyes ; 
Sleeping, and waking, O defend me still ! 
Richard starting out of his Dream. 
Give me another hors»— bind up my wounds: 
Have mercy, Jesu !— Soft, I did out dream. 

coward conscience, how dost thoo afflict 

me I 
The lights bum blue— is it not dead midnis^t f 
Cold fearful drops stand on my trembling ncth. 
What do I fear? myself? there's none else by. 

Conscience. 
Conscience is but a word that cowards ose» 
Devis'd at first to keep the strong in awe. 

Richard before the Battle. • 

A thousand hearts are great within my bcH 
som. 
Advance our standards, set upon our foes ; 
Our ancient word of courage, fair St. George^ 
Inspire us with the spleen of fiery dragons 1 
Upon them I victory sits on our fielms. 
Alarum. Enter King Richard. 
K. Richard, A horse 1 a horse 1 ray king- 
dom for a horse ! 
Catesh, Withdraw, my lord, I'll help you 
to a horse. [a cast, 

K. Richard, Slave, I have set my lire upon 
And I will stand the hazard of the die: 

1 think there be six Richnionds in the field; 
Five have L slain to-day, instead of him. 

A horse ! a horse! my kingdom for a hone I 

lExemnt. 

$ 33. ROMEO AND JUUET. 

Sbakspearb. 
Love. 
Love is a smoke rais'd with the fume of 

sighs; 
Being purg'd, a fire sparkling in lovers* eyes ; 
Being vcx^d, a sea nourish'd with lovers* tears ; 
What is it else ? a madness most discreet, 
A choking gall, and a preser\'ing sweet. 

On Dreams. [p^* 

O then, I see, queen Mab hath been with 
She is the fairies' midwife, and she comes. 



Id shape no bigger than an agate stone It Mhe east, and Juliet is the sun ! 
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Qp the fiyc-finger of an alderman, 
Di^l|uh a team of little atomies^ 
Adn^^neo's noses as the\* lie asleep : 
Her wacg^tn-spokes made of long spinners* legs ; 
Tiic cmer, of the wings of grasshoppers ; 
The traces, of the smalLst spider's web ; 
Tlie collars, of the moonshine's wat'ry heams : 
UcT whip, of cricket's bone ; the lash, ol* film ; 
Her w4ij(oner, a small grey-coated gnat, 
-Vot halt so big as a round little wofm, 
Pnck'd from the lazy finger of a maid: 
Jjcr chariot h an empty hazel nut, 
A!aJe by the joiner fquirrcl, or old grub, 
Tlm^ out of mind the fairies' coach makers. 
-And io this slate she gallops night by night, 
TliroQgh lovers' brains, and then they dream of 
love; ^ [strai<»ht; 

On courtiers' knees, that dream on courtsies 




Because their breaths with sweetmeats tamtcxi 

are. 
Sometimes she gallops o'er a lawyer's nose. 
And then <f reams he of smelling out a suit: 
And sometimes comes she with a tithe-pig's tail, 
Ticklinga parson's nose as he lies asleep, 
Tnen dreams lie of another benefice : 
St'pmetimes she driveth o'er a soldier's neck, 
Aud then he dreams of cutting foreign throats. 




anon 
wakes, 

And, being thos frighted, swearsa prayer or two. 
And sleeps again. This is that very Mab 
That plats the manes of horses in the night. 
And bakes the elf-locks in foul sluttish hairs, 
Which, once entangled, much misfortune 
bodes. [backs, 

This is the hag, when maids lie on their 
That presses them, and learns them first to bear, 
flaking ihem women of good carriage. 
Thais she— 

ffoai. Peace, peace, Mercutio, peace ; 
TtMa talk'st of nothins. 

Jifer. True, I talk of dreams : 
Which are the children of an idle brain, 
BcsDt of nothing but vain phantasy; 
^^irh is as thin of substance as tne air ; 
Acd more inconstant than the wind,whowooe8 
Fm now the frozen bosom of the north, 
Ar^!, beins anger'd, pufls away from thence, 
Tvning hu fjce to tne dcw-droppiug south. 
A Beauty descrilea. 
0. slic doth teach the torches to burn bright! 
Her bcaulT hangs upon the check of night, 
like a ricn jewel in an ^^Iihlop's ear : 
Huuty t'*o rich for use, for earth too dear 1 
^'. «hows a snowv dove trooping with crows, 
A« vfjfidcr lady o er her fellows shows. 
Tie Oturts/iip between Rumeo and Juliet in 

the- Garden, 
Enter Romeo. 
Fam. He jests at scars, that never felt a 
wound — [breaks ? 

But, soft ! what light thro* yonder window 



[Juliet appears above at the Window, 
Arise, fair sun. and kill the envious moon^ 
Who is already sick and |)ale with grief. 
That thou her maid art far more fair than she* 
Be not her maid, since she is envious; 
Her vestal livery in but sick and green. 
And none but fools do wear it ; cast it oft— 
She speaks, yet shesiivs nothing ; what of that? 
Her eye discourses, 1 will answer it. 
1 am too hold, 'tis not to me she speaks: 
Two of the fairest stars in all the heaven. 
Having some business, do entreat her eyes 
To twmkle in their spheres till they return. 
What if her eyes were there, they in her head? 
The brightness of her cheek would shame those 

stars. 
As day-light doth a lamp ; her eye in heaven. 
Would thro' the airy region stream so bright, 
1'hat birds would sing, .and think it were not 

night. 
See, how she leans her cheek upon her hand 1 
(), that I were a glove upon that hand, 
That L might touch that cheek I 

JuL Ah me! 

Rom, She speaks— 
O speak again, bright angel ! for thou art 
As glorious to this night, being o'er my head« 
As is a winged messenger of heaven 
Unto the white upturned wond'ring ejrcs 
Of mortals, that fall back to gaze on him. 
When he bestrides the lazy-pacing clouds. 
And sails u|X)n the bosom of the air. 

Jul, O Romeo, llomcol — wherefore art 
thou Romeo? 
Deny thy father, and refuse thy name: 
Or, if thou wilt not, be but sworn my love, 
And I 'II no longer be a ( apulet. 

Rom. Shall 1 hear more, or shall I speak at 
this? [Aside. 

JuL Tis but thy name that is my enemy— 

What's in a name ? that which we call a rose. 
By any other name would smell as sweet ; 
So Romeo would, were he not Homeo call'd. 
Retain that dear perfection which he owes. 
Without that title. Romeo, doff thy name ; 
And for that name which is no part of thee. 
Take all myself. 

Rom, 1 take thee at thy word : 
Call me but love, and I '11 be new baptiz'd j 
Henceforth I never will be Romeo. 

JuL What man art thou, that, thus be- 
screen'd in night. 
So stumblest on my counsel ? 

Rom. By a name 
T know not how to tell thee who I am : 
My name, dear saint, is hateful to myself. 
Because it is an enemy to thee ; 
Had I it written, I would tear the word. 

JuL My ears have not yet drunk a hundred 

words [sound ; 

Of that tongue's utterance, yet I know the 

Art thou not Romeo, and a Alontague? [like. 

Rom. Neither, fair saint, if either thee dis- 

JuL How cam'st thou hiiiter? tell me, and 
wherefore ? 

*2 X 
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The orehird walls are high, and hard to oHttib , 
And the place deat)i, considering who thou art. 
If any of my kinsmen find thee here. 
Bom, With lore's light wings did I o*er- 
pcrch these walls ; 
For stpny limits cannot hold love out: 
And what luve can do, that dares love attempt : 
Therefore thy kinsmen are no let to me. 
Jul. If they do see thee, they will murder 
thee. [eye, 

Rom, Alack! there lies more peril in tmne 
Than twenty of their swords ; look thou but 
And I am proof against their enmity, [sweet, 
Jul. I would not for the world they saw thee 
here. [their sijiht ; 

Rom. I have night's cloak to hide me from 
And, but thou love me, let them find me here; 
My Ufe were better ended by their hate, 
TTian death prorogued, wanting of thy love. 
JuL By whose direction fbund*st thou out 
this place? [inquire; 

Rom. By love, who first did prompt me to 
He lent me counsel, and Ilent him eyes. 
I am no pilot ; yet wert thou as hr 
Ab that vast shore wash*d with the farthest sea, 
I would adventure for such merchandise. 
Jut. Thou know'st, the mask of night is on 
my face ; 
Else would a maiden blush bepaint my cheek. 
For that which thou hast hes^ me speak to- 
night. 
Fain would I dwell on form ; fain, fain deny 
What I have spoke ; but farewell, compliment ! 
Dost thou lo\*e me? I know thou wilt say— Ay, 
And I will take thy word:— -yet, if thou 

swear St, 
Thou mayst prove false; at lovers* neijuries. 
They say Jove laughs. O gentle liomeo. 
If thou dost love, pronounce it faithfully: 
Or, if thou think'st I am too quickly won, 
1*11 frown, and be perverse, and say thee nay, 
So thou wilt woo; out, else, not for the world. 
In tnith, fair Montague, I am too fond ; 
And therefore thou mayst think my 'haviour 

light : 
But trust me, sentleman, I *11 prove more true 
Than those that have more cunning to be 
strange. [fess, 

I should have been more strange, I must con- 
.But that thou overheard*8t, ere 1 was 'ware. 
My true love*s passion; therefore pardon me ; 
And not impute this yielding to light love. 
Which the dark night hath so discovered. 

Rom. Lady, by yonder blessed moon I vow. 
That tips with silver all these fruit-tree tops — 
Jul. O swear not by the moon, th* inconstant 
moon. 
That monthly change in her circled orb. 
Lest that thv love prove likewise variable. 
Rom. Wfiat shall I swear by? 
Jul. Do not swear at all— 
Or, if thou wilt, swear by thy gracious self^ 
Which is the god of my idolatry. 
And I *ll believe thee. 

Rom. If my heart*s dear love 
Jul. Well, do not swear: altho' I joy in thee, 
I have no j«y of this contract to-night ; 
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It is too rash, too unadvis'd, too sudden ; 
Too like the lightning, which doth otHf to be. 
Ere one can say, it lightens. Sweety dj^Might 1 
This bud of love, by summer's ripenHipbreatb, 
May prove a beauteous flow*r when next we 
meet. [rest 

Good-night, good-night 1 — a sweet repose aod 
Come to thy heart, as that within my breast ! 
Rom. O, wilt thou leave me so unsatisfied ? 
Jul. What satisfaction canst thou have to- 

nij^t? 

Rom. The exchange of thy love's fiiithfal 

vow for mine. [onest it ; 

Jul, I gave thee mine before thou oidst re- 

And yet Iwould it were to eive apin. 

Rom. Wouldst thou withdraw it? For what 

purpose, love ? 
Jul. But to be frank, and give it thee again. 
And yet I wish but for the thing I have : 
My bounty is as boundless as the sea. 
My love as deep ; the more I give to thee 
The more I have, for both are infinite. 
I hear some noise within : dear love, adien 1 

[ATtirif calls wUkimm 
Anon, good nurse ! — Sweet Montague, be true. 
Stay but a little, I will come again. [^Exiin 
Rom.O blessed, blessed night ! I am afeaid, 
AH this is but a dream I hear and see ; 
Too flattering sweet to be substantial. 
Re-enter Juliet above. 
Jul. Three words, dear Romeo, and good- 
night indeed. 
I f that thy bent of love be honorable, [tow. 
Thy purpose marriage, send me word to-mor* 
By one tnat I *n procure to come to thee. 
Where, and what time, thou wilt perform the 

rite; 
And all my fortunes at thy foot I *ll lay« 
And follow thee, my lord, tnroughout the world. 

(fTukm: Madam 1] 
I come anon— But if thou mean*st not weD* 
I do beseech thee— [fFtMin: Madam!] % 

and by, I com e * 
To cease thy suit, and leave me to my grief: 
I To-morrow will I send. 
Rom. So thrive my soul. 
Jul. A thousand times good-night 1 [£xtl. 
Rom. A thousayl times the worse to want 
thy light. 

Enter JuHei again. 
Jul. Hist! Romeo! hist! O, for a falcon- 
er's voice. 
To lure this tassel-gentle back again ! 
Bondage is hoarse, and may not speak aloud ; 
Else would I tear the cave where Echo liet^ 
And make her airy tongue more hoarse tfiaa 
With repetition of my Romeo's name, [mine, 
Rom. It is my soul that calls upon my nanw^ 
How silver-sweet sound lovers' tongues by iti§^t. 
Like softest music to attending ears ! 
Jul. Romeo! 
Rom. My sweet !— 
Jul. At what o'clock to-morrow 
Shall I send to thee ? 

Rom. At the hour of nine. [then. 

Jul. I will not fail ; 'tis twenty yean tiU 
I have forgot why f did call thee ba^k 
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Umi. Let me tUnd here till thou remcm- 
it. Fthere, 

lU forgeCf to have thee still stand 
'ring how I love thy oovnpany. 
JZms. And 1*11 still s^, to have thee still 
for^t. 
ForaeUJni; aay other home but this, [gone : 
£U. *lis alnost morning, I would have thee 
And yet no farther than a wanton's bird ; 
Who lets it hop a little from her hand, 
like a poor prisoner in his twisted gnrves. 
And with a silk thread plucks it hack again. 
So loving-jealous of his libertv. 
Rom.i would I were thy nird. 
JmL Sweety so would I ; 
Yet I should kill thee with much cherishing. 
Good-oight, good-night 1 Parting is such sweet 

sorrow. 
That I shall say good-ni^t, till it be morrow. 

[Exit. 
honis Heralds, 
\jOfn^% heralds should be thoughts. 
Which ten times frster glide than the sun-beams 
Dmiii£ back shadows over lowering hills : 
Tkcsdme do nimble-pinion d doves draw Love, 
And therefore liath the wind-swift Cupid wings. 
VioUni Delights not lasting. 
TWse violent delights have violent ends. 
And to their criuropli die ; like fire and powder, 
Which, as they kiss, consume. 

Idwers light qf Foot. 
O, so light a foot 
Will ne'er wear out the everlasting flint s 
A lover may bestride the gossamers. 
That idle io the wanton summer air, 
AjmI yd not fall ; so lisht is vanity. 
A Lover's impatience. 
Gallop apace, you (iery-footed steeds. 
To Phoebus* mansion, such a waggoner 
As PhaielOD would whip you to the west. 
And bring in cloudy night immediately. 
Spread th}- close curtain, love-peforming night ! 
That run-away 's eyes may wink ; and Romeo 
Leap CO these anns, untafk'd of, and unseen ! 
Lovers can see to do their am'rous rites 
By thrtrown beauties: or, if love be blind. 
It best agrees with ni^t. 

Romeo, om ku Banishment, [death: 
Ram- Hal banishment? be merciml, say 
For exile hath more terror in his look [ment. 
Moch more than death : do not say banish- 
Frt. Hence from Verona art thou banished : 
Bejpoiieni, £or the world is broad and wide« 
nam. There it no world without Verona*s 
walls. 
Bat par^^tory, torture, hell itself. 
Hence banished, is banished from the world. 
And world's exile is death ; then banishment 
Is denth misterm*d : calling death banishment, 
Thoo cutt'st my head off with a goklen axe. 
And smil'st uiion the stroke that murders me. 
Fri. O deaaly sin! O rude unthankfulness ! 
Thy fault our law calb death; but the kind 

prince. 
Taking thy part, hath rush*d aside the law. 
And bim'd that black word death to banishment : 
This is dear mercy, and thou scc^t it not. 



I6m. *Tis torture, and not mercy: heaven 
is here 
Where Juliet lives ; and eveiy cat, and dog. 
And little mouse, every unworthy thing. 
Live here in heaven, and may look on her. 
But Romeo may not. More validity, . 
More honorable state, more courtship lives ^^ 
In carrion flies, than Romeo : they may seiso 
On the white wonder of dear Juliet's hand. 
And steal immortal blessing from her lips ; 
But Romeo may not, he is banished ! knife, 
Hadst thou no poison mix'd, no sharp-ground 
No sudden mean of death, thoush ne'er so mean^ 
But — banished—to kill me ; banished ? 
O friar, the damned use that word in hell ; 
Howlings attend it : how hast thou the heart. 
Being a divine, a ghostly confessor,^ 
A sin-absolver, and my friend profest. 
To mangle me with that word — banishment I 

J^'. Thou fond mad man, hear me but speak 
a word. [ment ! 

Rom. O, thou wilt speak again of banish- 

Fri. I 'II give thee armor to keep off that word $ 
Adversity's sweet milk, philosophy. 
To comfort thee, though ihou art banished. 

Rom. Yet banished ? Hang up philosophy 1 
Unless philosophy can make a Juliet, 
Displant a town, reverse a prince's doom. 
It helps not, it prevails not ; talk no more. 

Fri, O then I see that madmen have no ears. 

Rom, How should they, when that wise 
men have no eyes ? 

jFW. Let me dispute with thee of thv estate. 

Rom. Thou canst not speak of what thoa 
dost not feel : 
Wert thou as young as I, Juliet thy love. 
An hour but married, Tybalt murdered. 
Doting like me, and like me banished. 
Then mightst thou speak, then mightst thou 

tear thy hair. 
And fall upon the ground, as I now. 
Taking the measure of an unmade grave. 

Juliet's Chamber, looking to the Garden, 

Enter Romeo and Juliet above at a Window \ 

a Ladder of Ropes set, 

Jul. Wilt thou beeone? it is not yet neardaj: 
It was the nightingale, and not the lark. 
That pierc'd the fearful hollow of thine ear ; • 
Nightly she sings on yon pomegranate- tree: 
Belie^'c me, love, it was tne nightingale. 

Rom. It was the lark, the herald of the morn. 
No nightingale: look, love, what CDvioua 

streaks 
Do lace the severing clouds in yonder east : 
Night's candles are oumt out, and jocnnd day 
Stands tiptoe on the misty mountain tops ; 
I must be gone and live, or stay and die. 

Jul, Yon light is not day-lignt, I know it, 1 -, 
It is some meteor that the son exhales. 
To be to thee this night a torch-bearer. 
And light thee on thy way to Mantua ; 
Therefore suy yet, thou need'st not to be gone. 

Rom. Let me be ta'en, let me be put to 
death ; 
I am content, so thou wilt have it so. 
I 'U say yon grey is not the morning's eyo, 
Tis but the pale reflex of Cynthia's brow ; 
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Nor tliat is not the lark, whose notes do beat 
The vaulty heaven so high above our heads. 
I have more care to stay, than will to go. 
Come death, and welcome! Juliet wilts it so. — 
How is*t, my soul ? let*8 talk, it is not day. 

Juliet* s Resolution, 
^ O bid me leap, rather than marry Paris, 
From off the battlements of yonder tower ; 
Or walk in thievish ways; or bid mc lurk 
Where serpents are; chain me with roaring 
Or shut me nightly in a charnel house ; [bears ; 
0*ercover'dquitewith dead men*srattling bones, 
With reeky shanks and yellow chapless skulls ; 
Or bid me j^o into a new-made grave. 
And hide me with a dead man in his shroud — 
Things that to hear them told have made mc 

tremble ; 
And I will do it without fear or doubt. 
To live an unstain*d wife lo my sweet love. 
Juliet's Soliioquy on drinking the Potion. 
Farewell — God Knows when wc sliall meet 

again ! 
I have a faint cold fear thrills thro* my veins. 
That almost freezes up the heat of life : 
I Ml call them back again to comfort me. — 
Nurse I — what should she do here ? 
My dismal scene I needs must act alone: 
Come, phial.— What if this mixture do not 

work at all ? 
Must 1 of force be married to the county ? 
No, no ! this shall forbid it — lie thou there. 

[^Pointing to a dagger, 
W*hat if it be a poison, which the friar 
Subtly haih minister*d, to have me dead ; 
I^st m this marriage he should be dishonored. 
Because he married mc before to Uomeo ? 
I fear it is: and yet, metbinks, it should not. 
For he hath still been tried a holy man : 
I will not entertain so bad a thought. — 
How if, when I am laid into the tomb, 
I wake l>efore the time that Romeo 
Come to redeem me ? there's a fearful point ! 
Shall I not ihcn be stifled in the vault, fin. 
To whose foul mouth no hcalthtoine air breathes 
And there die strangled ere my Romeo comes? 
Or^ if I live, is it not very like 
The horrible conceit of death and night. 
Together with the terror of the place-* 
As m a vault, an ancient receptacle. 
Where, for these many hundred years, thebones 
Of all my buried ancestors are packed ; 
Where bloody Tybalt, yet but green in earth. 
Lies fest'ring in his shroud ; where, as they say. 
At some hours in the night spirits resort — 
Alack ! abck ! is it not like that I 
So early waking— what with loathsome smells ; 
And shrieks likemandrakestorn out of the earth, 
That living mortals, hearing them, run mad — 
O ! if I wake, shall I not be distraught, 
Invironcd with all these hideous fears? 
And madly play with niy forefathers* joints? 
And pluck the mangled Tybalt from his shroud ? 
And in this ra^, with somu great kinsman's 

bone. 
As with a club, dash out my desp*ratc brains? 
O look ! methliiks I sec my cousin's phost 
Seeking out Uouieo, tliat aid spii his body 
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Upon a rapier's point!— Stav, Tybalt, stay! 
Romeo, I come! this do I clrink to thcc. 

IShe throws herself om ikt Bed. 
Joy and Mirth turned to their contrttries. 
AU things that we ordained festival. 
Turn from their office to black funeral : 
Our instruments, to melancholy liells ; 
Our wedding cheer, to a Ad burial feast ; 
Our solemn nymns to sullen dirges change : 
Our bridal flow'rs serve for a buried corse. 
And all things change them to the contrary. 
Romeo's Description oJ\ and Discourse with, 
the Apothecary, 

Well, Juliet, I will lie with thee to-night 

Let's see for means : O mischief I thoa art 

swift 
To enter in the thou;];hts of desperate men. 
I do remember an apothecary— 
And hereabouts he dwells — ^whopi btc T noted 
In tattcr'd weeds, with overwhelming brows. 
Culling of simples; meagre were his looks. 
Sharp misery had worn him to the bonci ; 
And in his needy shop a tortoise hung. 
An alligator stuff'd, and other skins. 
Of ill-snap d fishes ; and about his shelves 
A beggarly account of empty boxes. 
Green earthen |)Ots, bladders, and musty seeds, 
Remnanu of packthread, and old cakes of roses. 
Were thinly scaiter'd to make up a show. 
Noting this penury, to myself I said—" 
An if a man did need a |>0!son now. 
Whose sale is present death in Mantua, 
Here lives a caitiff wretch would sell it him. 
O, this same thought did but fore-run tny need ; 
And this same nmiy man must sell it me. 
As I remember, this should be the house : 
Being holiday, the beggar's shop il) shut. 
What, hoi apothecary! 

Enter Apothecary, * 

Ap. Who calls so loud i 

Rom. Come hither, man — I see that thou 
art poor ; 
Hold, there is forty ducats : let me have 
A dram of poison ; such soon-speeding {^eer. 
As will disperse itself through nil tha veins. 
That the life-weary taker may fall dead ; 
And that the tnmk may be discharg'd of breath 
As violently, as hasty ^jowder fir'd 
Doth hurry from the tatal cannon's womh. 

vfp. Such mortal drugs I have ; but Man- 
tua's law 
Is death to any he that utters them. 

Rom. Art thou so bare, and full of wretch- 
edness, 
And fcar'st to die ? famine is in thy cheeks; 
Need and oppression starveth in thy eyes ; 
Upon thy back hangs rag$i;ed mi«ery; 
The world is not thy friend, nor the world's law : 
llie world affords no law to make thee nch ; 
Then be not poor, but break it, and take this. 

Ap. My poverty, but not my will, con-H-nl*. 

Rom, 1 pay thy poverty, ana not thy will. 

Ap. Put this m any liquid thing you will. 
And drink it off; and, if you had the strength 
Of twentyinen, it would dispatch yuu straight. 

Rom, There is thy gold, worse poison ta 
men's bouls. 
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Doio^ more muiden in this lotthsome world 
Than these poor compounds that thou mayst 

not sell : 
I sell thee poison, thou hast sold Une none— • 
Farewell ; bay food, and get thyself iu flesh. 
Romeo andl^aris. 
Par, Stop thy unhallow'd toil, vile Mon- 
Ugue ; 
Can Tengeance be pursuM further than death ? 
Coodemned villain ! I do apprehend thee : 
Obevy.and go with me, for tnou must die. 
Fkm I must indeed ; and therefore came I 
hither. 
Good gentle vouth, tempt not a desp*rate man ; 
FFf bence and Itavem^— think upon thesegone; 
Let them aflrisht thee. I beseech thee, youth. 
Heap not another sin upon oiy head. 
By urging me to furv. O, be gone 1 
By Heaven, I love tnee belter tnan myself; 
For I come hither arm*d against myself. 

Par. I do deiy thy conjurations,' 
And do attach thee as a felon here. 
Rom. Wilt thou provoke ine ? then have at 
thee, boy. [They Jight, Paris falls. 
Par. O, I am slain 1 if thou be merciful. 
Open the tomb, lay me with Juliet. \^Dies. 
Bom. In faith, I will :•— let me peruse this 
iace ; 
Mercutio*s kinsman, noble County Paris. 
What said my man, when my bctossed soul 
Did not attend him as we roclc? I think 
Hetoki me, Paris-should have married Juliet: 
Said he not so ? or did I dream it so ? 
Or am I mad, hearing him talk of Juliet, 
To think tt was so ?---0, give me thy hand, 
One writ with me in sour misfortune*s book i 
Romeo's last Speech over Juliet in the Fault. 
O mv love ! my wife 1 
Death, that hath suckd the honey of thy 

breath. 
Hath had no power yet upon thy beauty : 
Thou art not conquer d ; oeauty s ensign yet 
If cnmsoD in thy lips and in thy cheeks. 
And death's pale flag is not advanced there. — 
TjfaalL, lieu thou there in thy bloody sheet ? 
O, what more iavor can I do to thee, 
Thao w ith that hand that cut thy youtii in twain. 
To sunder hi;» that was thine enemy ? 
Forgive me, cousin !— Ah, dear Juliet ! 
Wl^ art tliou yet so fair ? shall I believe 
That omobstantial death is amorous ; 
And chat the lean, abhorred monster keeps 
Thee here in dark to be his paramour ? 
For fear of that, I will still stay with thee ; 
Aad ncrer from this palace of dim night 
Py ait again i here, here, will I remain, [here 
Wnh worms that are thy chambermaids — O, 
Wil I set op my everlasting rest ; 
Ajid shake the yoke of inauspicious stars 
Fraoi this workl-wearied flesh. Eyes, look your 

lastl 
Arms, take your last embrace ! and lips, O you 
The doois of breath, seal with a righteous Kiss 
A dateless bargain to engrossing death !— - 
Come, bitter conduct ! come, unsavory guide ! 
Thoo desperate pilot, now at once run on 
The daihmg rocks thy sea-sick, weary bark ! 



Here's to my love ! O true apothecary ! 

[^Drinks ine Poitoju 
Thy drugs are quick.— Thus with a kiss I die. 

IDUi. 



§ 34. TIMON OF ATHENS. 

SUAKSPEARB. 

Painting. 
The painting is almost the natural man ; 
For since dishonor traffics with man*s nature. 
He is but outside : these pencird figures are 
Even such as they give out. 

The Grace of a Cynic PJdlosopher. 
Immortal gods ! I crave no pelf j 
I pray for no man but myself: 
Grant I may never prove so fond 
To trust man on his oath or bond ; 
Or a harlot, for heir weeping ; 
Or a dog, that seems a-steepmg ; 
Or a keeper, with my freedom ; 
Or my friends, if I should need *em. 

Amen ! Amen ! so fall to't. 
Rich men sin, and I eat root. 

Afailliful Steward. 
" So the gods bless me. 
When all our offices have been opprest 
Witli riotous feeders ; when our vaults have 

wept 
With drunken spilth of wine, when eteryloom 
Hath blaz*d witn lights, and bray*d with min« 
j strelsy ; 

I have retir a me to a^ wasteful cock. 
And set mine eyes at flow. 

The Ingratitude of Timon^s Friends. 
They answer, in a joint and corporate voice. 
That now they are at fall, want treasure, can- 
not 
Do what they would j are sorry — ^you arc ho- 
norable — 
But yet they could have wish*d — tfiey know 

not — but 
Something hath been amiss— a noble nature 
May catch a wrench — would all were well— 

'tis pity— 
And, so, -intending other serious matters. 
After distasteful looks, and these hard fractions^ 
With certain half-ca|>s, and cold moving nods. 
They froze me into silence. 

Ttm. You gods reward them ! — 
Pr ythee, man, look cheerly : these old fellows 
Have their ingratitude in tnem hereditary: 
Their blood is cak'd, 'tis cold, it seldom flows} 
'Tis lack of kindly warmth, they are not kind ; 
And nature, as it grows again towards earth. 
Is fashion'd for the journey, dull and heavy. 
Against Duelling. 
Your words have took such pains, as if they 
labor'd 
To bring manslaughter into form, set quar- 
relling 
Upon the head of valor ; which, indeed. 
Is valor misbegnt, and came into the world. 
When sects and factions were but newly bom. 
He's truly valiant, that can wisely sufler 
The worst that man can breathe, and make 
his wrongs ^carelessly ; 

His outsidcs; wear them, like his raiment. 
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And ne*er prefer his injuries to his heart. 
To bring it into danger. 

fFtikout the nails of Athens, 
lemons Execrations on the Athenians. 
Iiet me look back upon thee, O thou walU 
That gird lest in those wolves! Dive in the earth. 
And fence not Athens! Matrons, turn incon- 
tinent ! 
Obedience fail in children ! slaves and fools, 
Pluck the grave w rink Uxl senate from the bench. 
And minister in their steads ! to general filths 
Convert o* the instant, g.reen virginity! 
Do*t in your parents* eyes! Bankrupts, hold fast; 
Bather than render back, out with your knives. 
And cut your trusters* throats! Bound servants, 

steal ! 
Larse-handed robbers your grave masters are. 
Ana pill by law 1 Maid, to thy master's bed ; 
Thy mistress is o* tlic brothel ! Son of sixteen, 
Pluck the lin*d crutch from thyold limping sire. 
With it beat out his brains ! Piety and fear. 
Religion to the gods, peace, justice, truth. 
Domestic awe, night-rest, and neighbourhood. 
Instruction, manners, mysteries, and trades. 
Degrees, observances, customs, and laws. 
Decline to your confounding contraries, [men. 
And yet confusion live ! — Plagues incident to 
Your potent and infectious fevers heap 
On Atnens, ripe for stroke ! — Thou cola sciatica. 
Cripple our senators, that their limbs may halt 
As lamely as their manners. Lust and liberty 
Creep in the minds and marrows of our youth ; 
That *gainst thcstream of virtue they may strive. 
And drown themselves in riot! Itches, blains. 
Sow all the Athenian bosoms : and their crop 
Be general leprosy ! breath infect breath ; 
That their society, as their friendship, may 
Be merely poison ! Nothing I *ll bear from thee, 
But nakedness, thou detcsubic town ! 
A Friend forsaken. 

As we do turn our backs 
From our com])anion thrown into his grave. 
So his familiars to his buried fortunes 
Slink all away -, leave their false vows with 

him. 
Like empty nurses pick'd : and his poor self, 
A dcdicafed ocggar to the air. 
With his disease of all-shiinn'd poverty, 
M'alks, likecontejnpt, alone. 

On Gold. 

What is here ? [gods : 

Gold ? yellow, glittering, precious gold ! No, 

I am no idle votarist. Hoots, you clear heavens! 

Thus much of this will make black, white ;. 

foul, fair ; 
Wrong, right ; base, noble j old, young j 

coward, valiant. 
Ha, you gods ! why this ? what this, you 

gods i why this 
Will lu;; your priests and servants from your 

sides ; 
Pluck stout mcn*8 pillows from below their 

heads : 
This yellow slave 
Will knit and break religions ; bless the ac- 

curs*d ; 
Make the hoar leprosy ador*d ', place thieves. 



And give them title, knee, and approbatioa. 
With senators on the bench : this is it 
That makes the wappen*d widow wed agsia ; 
She, whom the spitai-house and ulceroos forar 
Would cast the gorge at, thisembalmsand tpicei 
To the April day agairt. Come, damned earth, 
Thou common whore of mankind, that pntt'it , 

odds 
Among the rout of nations, I will make thee 
Do thy right nature. 

Timon to Alcibiadei. 

Go on— herc*s gold— go on ; 
Be as a planetary plague, when Jove 
Will o*er some nigh-vic*d city hang hit poiipa 
In the sick air : let not thy sword skip ooe: 
Pity not honored age for his white bemrd j 
He is an usurer. Strike me the couDleifeit 

matron ; 
It is her habit only that is honest, 
Herselfs a bawd. Let not the virgin's cheek 
Make soft thy trenchant sword ; for thoie milk 

paps. 
That thro the window-bars bore at meii*s C|cs» 
Are not within the leaf of pity writ; 
But set them down horriole traitors. Spue 

not the babe, [metrf • 

Whose dimpled smiles from fools exhaust dieu 
Think it a bastard, whom the oracle 
Hath doubtfully pronounc*d thv throat shall cot» 
And mince it sans remorse, swear ag^nit ob- 
jects; 
Put armor on thine ears and on thine ^es. 
Whose proof, nor yells of mothers, maids, nor 

babes. 
Nor sight of priests in holy vestments bleedinsi 
Shall pierce a jot. There s gold to pay thy •»• 

diers : 
Make larp;e confusion : and, thy fuiy spent. 
Confounded be thyself! 8|)eak not, begone. 
To the Courtezans. 
Consumptions sow 
In hollow bones of man ; strike their sharp shin^ 
And mar men's spurring. Crack the lawyers 
That he may never more false title plead, [voice. 
Nor sound nis quillets shrilly; hoar the flkineDt 
That scolds against the quality of flesh. 
And not believes himself: down with the note, 
Down with it flat ; ukc the bridge quite away 
Of him that, his particular to foresee, 
Smells from the gen*ral weal: make currd* 

pate ruffians bald. 
And let the unscarrM braggarts of the war 
Derive some pain from you. 

Timon s Brflections oh the Earth. 
That nature, being sick of man'sunkindncss^. 
Should yet be hungry ! Common mother, thoo. 
Whose womb unmeasurable, and infinite breasS 
Teems, and feeds all ; whose self-same mettle 
Whereof thy proud child, arro^nt man, is puft. 
Engenders the black toad, and adder blue. 
The gilded newt, and eyeless venom'd worm. 
With all the abhorred biVths below cri!»phcareii# 
Whereon llyperion'squickening 6re doth shine j 
Yield him, who all thy human sons doth hate* 
From forth thy plenteous bosom, one poor root s 
Ensear thy fertile and conceptions womb ! 
Let it no more bring out ingrateful man ! 
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Gogreat with tigns, dngons^ fvolTet, md bean, 
Tem with new monsten, whom thy upitard 



Hath to the marble mansion all above 
Nerer presented ! — O, a root— dear thanks 1 
Dij up thy marrows. Tines, and plough-4om 
leas, [draoghts. 

Whereof ingiatefal man, with liquorish 
And iBonek unctuous, gmses his pure mind. 
That from it all consideration slips ! 

T%meHM Diteomrse wUk Apemaniu$. 
Apem, This u in thee a nature but aficcted : 
A poor unmanly melancholy, sprung 
From dumga of fortune. Why this spade? thu 

place? 
This sbve-like habit I and these looks of care ? 
Thy flatt'rers yet wear silk, drink wine, lie soft ; 
Hog their diaeasM perfumes, and have forgot 
That ever Timon was. Shame not these woods. 
By putting on the cunning of a carper. 
Be thou a flau'ver now, and seek to thrire 
By that whieh hath undone thee : hinge thy 

knee. 
And let hb yeiy breath, whom thou*h observe. 
Blow off thy cap; praise hb most vicioos strain. 
And call it exeellent. Thou wast toM thus ; 
ThoQ giv'st thine eaif^ like tapsters, that bid 

welcome 

To knaves, and all approachers : *tis most just 

Thaidmn tarn rascal : hadst thou wealth again, 

fiascab should hare t. Do not assume my 

Kkeaess. [selt. 

7f«. Were I like thee, I*d throw away niy- 

Apem. Thou hast cast away thyself, btfing 

like thyself, 

A madman so long, now a fool : what, thtnk*st 

Hut the bleak air, thy boisterous chamberlain. 

Will put thy shirt on warm ? will these niossM 

treca^ 
That have ootliv'd the ea^Ie, page thy heels. 
And skip when thou pomt*8t out ?-^will the 

cold brook. 
Candied with ice, cawdle thy morning taste. 
To one thy o'er*night*s surfeit ? Call the crea- 

mrea 
Wboae naked natures live in all the spite 
Of wreakful heaven , whose bare utihoused 

tmnka. 
To the conflicting elements expos'd. 
Answer mere nature — bid them flatter thee ; 
0! thou thalt fin d 
Tim. Thou art a slave, whom fortune's ten- 
der arm 
With fovor never clasp*d ; but bred a dog. 
Hadft thou, like us, from our first swath, pro- 



The sweet degrees that this brief world affords 
To such as may the passive drugs of it 
Freely command, thou wouldst have plung*d 

thyself 
In Beneral riot ; melted down thy youth 
In diflerent beds of lust ; and never Iearn*d 
The icy precepts of respect, but follow*d 
The sogar*d g^e before thee. But myself. 
Who had the world as my confectiooarv. 
The mnothsy the tongues, the eyes, and hearts 

of men 



At doty, more than I could frame employroent ; 
That numberless upon me stuck, as leaves 
Do on the oak-— have with one winter s bmsh 
FeH from their boughs, and left me open, bare. 
For every storm that blows : — I, to bear this. 
That never knew but better, is some burthen. 
Thy nature did commence in suflerance ; time 
Hath made thee hard in*t. Why shouldst thou 

hate men I [given } 

They never flattered thee. WhA hast thou 
If thou wilt curse, — thy father, that poor rag. 
Must be thy subject, who in spite put stuff 
To some she-beggar, and compounded thee 
Poor ro^ue herc^tary. Hence 1 begone. 
If thou iiadst not been born the worst of men; 
Thou hadst been a knave and flatterer. 

On Gold. 
O thou sweet king-killer, and dear divoroe 

[^Looking on the gold. 
'Twixt natural son and^sire! thou bright defiler 
Of Hymen's purest bed 1 thou valiant Mars ! 
Tliou ever youi^ fresh, lov*d, and delicate 

wooer. 
Whose blush doth thaw the consecrated snow 
That lies on Dian*s lap ! thou visible god. 
That so1der*st close impossibilities. 
And roak'st them kiss ! that speak*st with every 

tongue. 
To e^'ery purpose ! O thou touch of hearts I 
Think, thy slave man rebels : and by thy virtue 
Set them into confounding odds, that beasts 
May have the world in empire. 

Timon to the Thieves. 
Why should you want ? behold, the earth 

hath roots ! [springs : 

Within this mile break forth an hundred 
The oaks bear masts, the briers scarlet hips ; 
The bounteous housewife, nature, on each bush 
Lays her full mess before you. Want ! why 

want? 
1 7^1^. We cannot live on grass, on ber- 
ries, water. 
As beasts, and birds, and fishes. 

Tim. Nor on the beasts themselves, the 

birds, and fishes ; [con. 

You must eat men. Yet thanks I must you 
That you are thieves profest ; that you work not 
In holier shapes : f(»r there is boundless theft 
In limited professions. Rascal thieves. 
Here's gola : go, suck the subtle blood o* the 

grape* * 
Till the high fever seeth your blood to froth. 

And so 'scape hanging : trust not the physician; 
His antidotes are poison, and he slays 
More than you rob ; take wealth and lives to- 
gether ; 




Robs the vast sea; the moon's an arrant thief. 
And her pale fire she snatches trom the sun ; 
The sea's a thief, whose liquid suree resolves 
The moon into salt tears ; the earih's a thief. 
That feeds and breeds by a comnosture stolen 
From gen ral excrement : each thing*s a thief ; 
The laws, your curb and whip, in their rough 
pow'r 
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Have uncbeckM theft. Love not yourelvc» : 
away ; [throats ; 

Rob one another. There's more gold : cut 
All that you meet are thieves: to Athens, go. 
Break open shops ; nothing can you steal. 
But thieves do lose it. 

On his hunett Steward, 
Forgive my gen'ral and exceptless rashness. 
Perpetual-sober gods ! I do proclaim 
One honest man — nnstake me not — but one ; 
No more, I pray — and he is a stevirard. 
How fain would I have hated all mankind. 
And thou redeem*st thyself: but all, save thee, 
I fell with curses. 

Methinks, thou art more honest now than wise; 
For, by oppressing and betraying me. 
Thou mightst have sooner gut another service: 
For many so arrive at second masters. 
Upon their first lord s neck. 

Wrong and Insolence. 
No breathless wrong 
Shall sit and pant in your creat chairs of ease; 
And pursy insolence shall break hb wind 
With fear, and horrid flight. 



§ 35. TITUS ANDRONICUS. 

Shakspbarb. 
Mercy. 
Wi LT thou draw near the nature of the gods ? 
Draw near them then in being merciful : 
Sweet mercy is nobility's true badge. 

Thanks. 
Thanks, to men 
Of noble mind, is honorable meed. 

An Invilutton to Love, 
The birds chant melody on every bush; 
The snake lies rolled in tne cheerful sun ; 
The green leaves quiver with the cooling wind. 
And make a chequer d shadow on the ground: 
Under their sweet shade, Aaron, let us sit; 
And — whilst the babbling echo mocks the 

hounds. 
Replying shrillv to the well-tun*d horns. 
As it a double nuiit were heard at once — 
Let us sit down, and mark their yelling noise: 
And after conflict — such as was sup()os*d 
The wand*ring prince and Dido once enjoy*d. 
When with a happy storm they were surpns d. 
And curtainM with a counsel-keeping cave— 
W^e may, each wreathed in the other's arms. 
Our pastimes done, ik)ssc:»s a golden slumber ! 
Whiles hounds, anci horns, and sweet melodi- 
Be unto u) as is a nurse's song [ous birds, 

Of lullaby, to bring her babe asleep. 

Valcy a dark and melancholy one described, 
A barren detested vale, you see, it is : 
The trees, tho' summer, vet forlorn and lean, 
O'erconie with moss, and baleful niisseltoe. 
Hefe never bhincft the sun . here nothing breeds. 
Unless the nightly owl, or fatal raven. 
And when they snow'd me this abhorred pit, 
They told me, here, at dead time of the night, 
A thousand fiends, a thousand hissing snakes. 
Ten thousand swelling toads, as many urchins. 
Would make such fearful and confused cries^ 



As any mortal bodv, hearing it. 
Should straight fall mad, or else die suddenly. 
A Ring in a dark Pit. 

Upon his bloody finger he doth wear 
A precious ring, that lightens all the hole; 
Which, like a tH|)er in some monument. 
Doth shine upon the dead titan's earthy cheeks. 
And shows the ragged entrails of this pit. 
Young Lady playing on a Lute and singing. 

Fair Philomela, she but lost her tongue. 
And in a tedious sampler sew'd her mind : 
But, lovely niece, that mean is cut from thee; 
A craftier Tereus hast thou met withal. 
And he hath cut those pretty fingers off. 
That could have better sew'd than Philomel. 
O, had the monster seen those lily hands 
Tremble, like aspen leaves, upon a lute. 
And make the silken string delight to kiss 
them ; [life : 

Tie would not then have touched them for his 
Or had he heard the heavenly harmony. 
Which that sweet toneue hath made. 
He would have dropt his knife, and fell asleep. 
As Cerberus at the Thracian |K)et's feet. 
A Lady's Tongue cut out, 

O, that delightful engine of her thou^ts^ 
That blabb'd them with such pleasing elo- 

ouence. 
Is torn tirom forth that pretty hollow cage ; 
Where, like a sweet melodious bird, it sung 
Sweet varied notes, enchanting every ear i 
A person in Despair compared to one oH a Rock, 

&c. 

For now I stand as one upon a rock, 
Euviron'd with a wilderness of sea ; [wave. 
Who marks the waxing tide grow wave by 
Expecting ever when some envious surge 
Will in his brinish bowels swallow him. 
Tears compared to Dew on a Lily* 

When I did name her brothers, then fresh 
tears 
Stood on her checks ; as doth the honey-dew 
Upon a gather'd lily almost wither d« 
Reflections on killing a Fly. 

Mar. Alas, my lord, 1 have but kill'd a fly I 

Tit, Hut how, if that fly had a father and 
mother ! 
How would he hang his slender gilded wings. 
And buz lamenting doings in the air 1 
Poor harmless fly ! 

That with his pretty buzzing melody. 
Came here to make Ub merry ; and thou host 
kiird him 1 

Revenge, 

Lo, by thy side, where ra{)eand murder stands; 
Now give sonic surance that thou art revenge. 
Stab them, or tear them on thy chariot wheels; 
And then I'll come, and be thy waggoner. 
And whirl along with thee about the globe. 
Provide thee two proper pal fries, black as jet. 
To hale thy \engeful waggon swift away. 
And find out murderers in their guilty caves: 
And, when thy car is luaden with their heads, 
1 will dismount, and by the waggon wheel 
Trot, like a servile footman, all Jay long; 
Even from Hyperion's rising in the ea^t. 
Until hb very downfall in i£e sea. 
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J 36. TROILUS AND CRESSIDA. 

Shakspbarb. 

Lcfve in a brave young Soldier, 
Call here my vurlet, I 'II unarm again : 
\Fby should I war without the walls of Troy, 
That find tuch cruel battle here within? 
Each Trojan, that is master of his heart. 
Let him to field ; Troilus, alas! hath none. 

The Greeks are strong and skilful to their 
strength. 
Fierce to their skill and to their fierceness, va- 
liant; 
Bot 1 80I weaker than a woman's tear. 
Tamer than sleep, fonder than ignorance ; 
Lets valiant than the vir^n in the night. 
And skilUkas as unpractised infancy. 

O Pandarus ! I tell thee, Pandaru^-* 
When I do tell thee, there my hopes lie drowned. 
Reply not in how many fathoms deep 
They lie iodrench*d. 1 tell thee, I am mad 
Id CrestkTs love : Thou answer st, she is fair, 
Poiir*st in the open ulcer of my heart 
Her eyes, her hair, her cheek, her gait, her 

Toice: 
Handiest in thy discourse — O, that her hand. 
In whose comparison all whites are ink. 
Writing their own reproach ; to whose soft 

seizure 
The cygnet's down is harsh, and spirit of sense 
Baid as the palm of ploughmen i This thou 

telFst me. 
As tme thou tclFst me, when I say I love her; 
Bat, saying thus, instead of oil and balm. 
Thou 1ay*st in etery ^sh that love hath given 
The koife that made it. [me 

SucctsM not equal to our Hopes, 
The ample proposition that hope makes 
In all designs begun on earth below, 
Fuh In the promis*d largeness : checks and 

disasters 
Grow in the veins of actions highest rear*d ; 
As knots, by the conflux of meeting sap, 
la^ect the sound pine, and divert his grain 
Toctite and errant from his course of growth. 

On Degree. 
Take but decree away, untune that string, 
A 3d, hark, \vhat discord follows ! each thing 

m«ets 
!a mere opuugnancy. The bounded waters 
Should lift tbeir bosoms higher than the shores, 
Aad make a sop of all this bolid globe : 
^itrcncth should be lord of imbecility, 
Aad me rude son should strike his father dead : 
force should be right; or, rather, right and 

wrong 
^Between whose endless jar justice resides) 
Should lose their names, and so should justice 

vao. 
Then e\ery thing includes itself iu power^ 
Power into will ; will into appetite ; 
And appetite, a universjl wolf. 
So doubly seconded with will and power. 
Must make perforce a universal prey, 
Aod Li»t tux up itteUl 



Conduct in War superior to Action. 
The still and mental parts. 
That do contrive how many hands shall strike 
When fitness calls them on ; and know, by 

measure 
Of tbeir observant toil, the enemies* weight- 
Why, this hath not a finger's dignity; 
They call this bed-work, mapp'ry, closet war: 
So inat the ram, that batters down the wall. 
For the great swin^ and rudeness of his poize. 
They place before his hand that made the engine ; 
Or those, that with the fineness of their soula 
By reason guide his execution. 

Adversity the Trial of Man, 

Why then, you princes. 

Do you with cheeks abash*d behold our works. 
And think them shames, which are indeed 

nought else 
But the protractive trials of great Jove, 
To find persistive constancy in men ? 
The fineness of which metal is not found 
In fortune's love ; for then, the bold and coward. 
The wise and fool, the artist and unread, 
The hard and soft, seem all affinM and kin : 
Hut in the wind and tempest of her frown. 
Distinction, with a broad and pow'rful fan. 
Puffing at ail, winnows the lignt away ; 
And what hath mass, or matter, by itself. 
Lies rich in virtue, and unniingled. 
Achilles described by Ulysses, 
The great Achillea— whom opinion crowns 
The sinew and the fore-hand of our host-— 
Having his ear full of his airy fame. 
Grows dainty of his worth, and in his tent 
Lies mocking our designs : with him Patro- 
U|)on a lazy bed, the live-long day [clus, 

breaks scurril jests ; 

Ajid with ridiculous and awkward action 
(Which, slanderer! he imitation calls) 
He i^geants us. Sometime, great Agamemnon, 
Thy topless deputation he puts on ; 
And, like a strutting player — whose conceit 
Lies in his hamstring, and doth think it rich 
To hear the wooden dialogue and sound 
'Twixt his stretch'd footing and the scafToldage, 
Such to be pitied and o'erwrested seeming 
He acts thy greatness in : and when he speaks, 
'Tis like a cnime a-mending : witii terms un- 

squar'd, 
Which, from the tongue of roaring Typhon 

dropt. 
Would seem hyperboles. At this fusty stufi*, 
The lar^e Achilles, on his prest bed lolling. 
From his deep chest laughs out a loud applause ; 
Cries — ** Excellent! 'tis Agamemnon just! 
Now play me Nestor — heui, and stroke thv 

beard, 
As he, being drest to some oration." 
Thai's done — as near as the extremest ends 
Of parallels ; as like as Vulcan <ind his wife : 
Yet good Achilles still cries — *• Excellent! 
'Tis Nestor right ! Now play him me, i^tro* 
Arming to answer iu a niglii-alarni." [clus. 
And then, forsooth, the laint defects of age 
Must be the scene of mirth ; to cough and spit. 
And, with a palsy fumbling on his gorget. 
Shake i^ and out the rivet ; — and at tiiis sport 
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Sir Valor dies; cries— **0! enough, Patroclus^ 
Or cive me rjbs of steel ! I shall split all 
Inpleasure of my spleen/' And, in this fashion 
AIT our abilities, gifts, natures, shapes, 
Severals and generals of grace exact, 
Achiereroents, plots, orders, preventions. 
Excitements to the field, or speech for truce. 
Success or loss, what is or is i^t, serves 
As stuff for these two to make paradoxes. 

Reject. 
I ask, that I might weaken reverence. 
And bid the cheek be ready with a blush 
Modest as mornine, when she coldly eyes 
The youthful Phoebus. 

Doubi. 
The wound of {leace is surety. 
Surety secure ; but modest doubt is callM 
The beacon of the wise, the tent that searches 
To the bottom of the worst. 

Pleasure and Revenge. 
Pleasure, and revenge. 
Have ears more deaf than adders to the voice 
Of any true decision. 

The Subtlety cfUiytset, and Stupidity ofAjax. 

jljax. I do hate a proud man, as I hate the 
engendering of toads. 

Nest, Yet he loves himself : is it not strange? 

[^Aitde, 

Ulys. Achilles will ngt to the field to-mor« 

A fa. What *8 his excuse ? [row. 

iflys. He doth rely on none ; 
But carries on the stream of his dispose. 
Without observance or respect of any. 
In will peculiar, and in setf-admi«sion. 

Aga, Why will he not, upon our fair request, 
Untent his person, and share the air with us ? 

Ulys. Thinffs small as nothing, for requesCs 
sake only, [ness ; 

H^ makes important : possest he is with great- 
And speaks not to himself, but with a pride 
That (Quarrels at self-breath : imaffin*d worth 
Holds in his blood such swoln and hotdiscourse. 
That 'twixt his mental and his active parts, 
Kingdom*d Achilles in commotion rages. 
And batters down himself: what should I say ? 
He is so plaguy proud, that the death tokens 

of It 
Cry, ** No recovery." 

Aga, I-,et Ajax go to him.— 
Dear lord, go you, and greet him in his tent: 
*Tis said, he holds you well ; and will be led. 
At your request, a little from himself. 

Clus. O Agamemnon, let it not be so I 
Weil consecrate the steps that Ajax makes. 
When thev go from Achilles : bhall the proud 

That bastes his arrogance with his own seam. 
And ne\Tr suffers matter of the world 
Enter his thoughts, save such as do revolve 
And niminatc himself'*— shall he be worshipped 
Of that we hold an idol more thtn he ? 
No, this thrice worthy and right valiant lord 
Must not so stale his palm, nobly acquired ; 
Nor, by my will, assubiugate his merit. 
As amply titled as Achiues is. 
By going to Achilles : 



That were to enlard his fkt-alreack pride. 

And add more coals to Cancer, wnen he bums 

With entertaining grot Hyperkm. 

This lord go to him ! Jupiter forbkll 

And say in thunder ** Achilles go to him." 

Nest. O, this is well ; he ru^ the vein of 
him. ^Aside. 

Dio, And how his silence drinks up this 
applause ! [Aside. 

4iax. if I go to him with my armed fist 
I *ll pash him o*er the face. 

Aga. O no, you shall not go. 

Ajax. An he be proud with me, 1 *11 pheese 
his pride : let me go to him. 

Ulys. Not for the worth that hangs upoa 
our quarrel. 

Aiax. A paltry, insolent fellow I 

if est. How he describes himself 1 [^Aside. 

Ajax. Can he not be sociable ? 

t/lys. The raven chides blackness. [^Aside* 

Ajax. I *il let his humors blood. 

Aga. He *11 be the physician that should be 
the patient. {^A^idc^ 

Aiax. An all men were o* my mind^ 

tflys, Witwouldbeoutof fasnion. [Aside^ 

Ajax. He should not bear it so ; 
He should eat swords first: shall pride canj it \ 

Nest. An 'twould, you'd carry half. [Aside* 

Ulys. He would have ten shares. [Assdt. 

Ajax. I will knead him, 1*11 make him 
supple. [^^^ 

Nest, He is not yet thorougli warm ; force 
With praises \ pour in \ his ambition's dry. 



Ulys. Mv lord, you feed too much ou thb 
dislike. 

Nest. O noble general, do not do so. 

Dio. You must prepare to fight without 
Achilles. rhim harm. 

Ulys, Why, 'tis this naming of him does 
Here is a man— but 'tis before his face— - 
I will be silent. 

Nesi. Wherefore should you so ? 
He is not emulous, as Achilles is. [liant. 

Ulys. Know the whole world, he is as va» 

Ajax. A whoreson dog! that shall palter 
thus with us ! 
Would he were a Trojan. 

Nest. What a vice were it in Ajax now— 

Ulys. I f he were proud ? 

Dto. Or covetous of praise ? 

Ulys. Ay, or surly borne ? 

Dto. Or strange, or fclf-afFected ? 

Ulys. Thank the heavens, lord, thou art of 
sweet composure : [suck : 

Praise him that got thee, she that gave thee 
Pam'd be thy tutor, and thy parts ofnature 
Thrice fam'cl beyond all erudition ; 
But he that disciplin'd thy arms to 6^t, 
Let Mars divide eternity in twain. 
And give him half: and for thy vigor. 
Bull-bearing Milo his addition yield 
To sincvvy Ajax. I will not praise thy wisdom* 
Which, like a bourn, a pale, a shore, confines 
Thy spacious and dilatea parts : here's Nc&tor, 
Instructed by the antiquary times- 
He must, he is, he cannot but be wise ; 
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Botpardoiij father Nestor j were yoor days, 
Ai green as Ajax» and your brain so temper'd. 
Too shoald not have the eminence of. him. 
Bat be as Ajax. 

Aimx. Shall I call yoa father ? 

U^$. Aj, mj good son. 

Iho. Be mrd by him, lord Ajax. 

Uhs, There is no tarrying here ; the hart 
Achilles 
Keeps thicket : please it our great general 
To call together all his state of war ; 
Fresh kings are come to Troy; to-morrow, 

frioids. 
We most with all our main of pow*r stand fast. 
And here 's a lord ; come knights from east to 

west. 
And coll their ilow*r, Ajax shall cope the best. 

Jiga. Go we to council. Let Achilles sleep : 
Light boats sail swift, though gi^ater hulks 
draw deep. [^Exeunt, 

An expecting Lover. 

No, Pinidaras : I stalk about her door. 
Like a strange soul upon the Stygian banks 
Staying for waftage. O, be thou my Charon, 
Am give me swift transportance to those fields. 
Where I may wallow in the lily beds 
IVopos*d for the deserrer I O gentle Pandanis, 
From Cupid's shoulders pluck his painted 
And fly with me to Cressid* 1 |.^*"8^» 

I sm giddy ; expectation whirls me round. 
The imagmary relish is so sweet 
That it enchants mv sense ; what will it be. 
When that the wat ry palate tastes indeed 
Lofc*t thrice>reputed nectar? Death, I fear me y 
Swoooine destruction ; or some joy too fine. 
Too tahtle-potent, and too sharp in sweetness. 
For the capacity of my ruder powers ; 
I fear it much ^ and I do fear besides 
TWt I shall lose distinction in my joys \ 
As doth a battle, when they charge on heaps 
Hie eneniT flyins. ... 
My heart beats thicker than a fer'rous pulse \ 
And all my powers do their bestowing lose. 
Like Tasaalage at unawares encountering 
The eye of majesty. 

Constancy in love protested, 

TroUus. True swains in love shall in the 
world to come [rhymes, 

Appnwe their truths by Troilus ; when their 
Full of protest, of oath, and bi^ compare. 
Want similes ; truth tir*d with iteration— 
As true as steel, as plantage to the moon. 
As sun to day, as turtle to her mate. 
As iron to adamant, as earth to the centre^ 
Yet, after all comparisons of truth. 
As troth's authentic author to be cited. 
As true as Troilus, shall crown up the verse. 
And sanctify the numbers. 

(}re$* Prophet may you be ! 
If I be false, or swerve a hair from truth. 
When time is old and hath forgot itself. 
When water-drops have worn the stones of 

And blind oblivion swallow'd cities up. 
And mighty states characterless are grated 
To dusty nothing ; yet let memory. 
From false to fahe, among false maids in \o\t, 



Upbraid my falsehood ! when they have :Ud*- 

as false 
As air, as water, wind, or sandy earth. 
As fox to lamb, as wolf to heifer's calf, 
Pard to the hind, or step-dame to her son— 
Yea, let them say, to stick the heart of false* 

hood. 
As false as Cressid. 

Pride cures Pride, 
Pride hath no other glass 
To show itself, hut pride : for supple knees 
Feed arrogance, and are the proud man'afecs* 
Greatness contemptible when it declines, 
'Tis certain, greatness, once fallen out with 
fortune, [is. 

Must fall out with men too : what the declin'd 
He shall as soon read in the eyes of others, 
As feel in his own fall ^ for men, like butterflies, 
- Show not their mealy wings but to the summer: 
And not a man, for being simply man. 
Hath any honor ; but honor for those honors 
That are without him, as place, riches, favor. 
Prizes of accident as oft as merit ; 
Wh ich when they fal 1 , as being si ippery standers. 
The love that lean'd on them is slippery too. 
Do one pluck down another, and together 
Die in the fall. 

Honor : continued Acts necessary to preserve 

its Lustre. 
Time hath, my lord, a wallet at his back. 
Wherein he puts alms for oblivion, 
A great^siz'd monster of ingratitudes : 
Tiiose scraps are good decils past; which are 

devourd 
As fast as they are made, forgot as soon 
As done : perseverance, dear my lord. 
Keeps honor bright : to have done, is to hang 

f)uite out of fashion, like a rusty mail, 
n monumental mockery. Take the instant 

way. 
For honor travels in a strait so narrow. 
Where one but goes abreast : keep then the 
For emulation hath a thousand sons, path -, 
That one by one pursue ; if you give way. 
Or hedge aside from the direct forthright. 
Like to an enter'd tide they all rush by. 
And leave you hindmost^— 
Or, like a gallant horse falFn in first rank. 
Lie there for pavement to the abject rear, 
O'er-run and trampled on ; then what they do 

in present, [yours: 

Though less than yours in past, must o er-top 
For time is like a fashionable host, [hand ; 
That slightly shakes his parting guest oy the 
And with his arms outstretched, as he would fly. 
Grasps in the comer: welcome ever smiles. 
And farewell goes out sighing. O, let not 

virtue seek [wit. 

Remuneration for the thing it was ; for beauty. 
High birth, vigor of bone, desert in service. 
Love, friendship, charity, are subjects all 
To envious and calumniating time. 
One touch of nature makes the whole world 

kin — [gauds. 

That all with one consent praise new-born 
Though they are made and moulded of things 
And give to dust, that is a little gilt, [past j 
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Mofe laud than gilt o'cr-dusted. 

The present eye praises the present object. 

Love shook off by a Soldier, 
Sweet, rouse yourself; and the weak, wan- 
ton Cupid 
Shall from your neck unloose his am*rous fold. 
And, like a dew-drop from the lion*s mane. 
Be shook to air. 

Lovers parting in the Morning. 
Troil, O Cressida ! but that the busy day, 
Wak*d by the lark, has rous'd the ribald crows. 
And dreaming night will hide our joys no 
1 would not from thee. [longer, 

Cres, Night hath been too brief. 
Troil, Beshrew the witch ! with venomous 
wiehts she stays. 
As tediously as hell ; but flies the grasps of love 
With wings more momentary swift than 
thought. 

Lovers* Farewell. 
Injurious time now, with a robber's haste. 
Crams his rich thievery up, he knows not how : 
As man^ farewells as be stars in heaven. 
With distinct breath and consign*d kisses to 

them, 
He fumbles up into a loose adieu ; 
And scants us with a single famish'd kiss. 
Distasted with the salt of broken tears. 
Troilus's Character of the Grecian Youths, 
The Grecian youths are full of quality. 
They *re loving, well composed, with gifts of 

nature flowing. 
And swelling o*er with arts and exercise ; 
How novelty may move, and parts with person, 
Alas ! a kind of godly jealousy 
(Which, 1 beseech you, call a virtuous sin). 
Makes roe afeard. 

A Trumpeter. 
Now crack thy lungs, and split thy brazen 
Blow villain, till thy sphered bias cheek [pipe: 
Outswell the cholic of puft Aquilon : 
Come, stretch thy chest, and let thy eyes pour 

blood; 
Thou blow*st for Hector. 

Diomedes* Manner of fValking, 
'Tis he, I ken the manner of his gait; 
He rises on the toe : that spirit of his 
In aspiration lifts him from the earth. 
Description of Cressida, 
There's language in her eye, her cheek, her 
lip, [out 

Nay, her foot speaks ; her wanton spirits look 
At every joint and moti%'e of her Ixxfy. 
O these encounterers, so glib of tongue, 
That give a coasting welcome ere it comes. 
And wide unclasp tne tables of their thoughts 



To every ticklish reader ! set them down 
For sluttish spoils of opportunity. 
And daughters of the game. 

The Character ofTroifus. 
The yotmgcst son of Priam, a true knight. 
Not yet mature, yet matchless : firm ofword ; 
Speaking in deeds, and deedlcss in his tongue ; 
Tsot soon provok*d, nor, being provok'd, soon 

calmM : 
His heart and hand both open, and both free ; 
For what he has, he gives ; what thinks, he 

shows ; 
Yet gives he not till judgment Kuide hisbounty. 
Nor dignifies an impair thouent with breath : 
Manly as Hector, but more dangerous ; 
For Hector, in his blaze of wrath, subscribes 
To tender objects; but he, in heat of action. 
Is more vindicative than jealous love. 

Hector in Battle. 
I have, thou gallant Trojan, seen thee oft. 
Laboring for destiny, make cruel way 
Through ranks of Greek ish youths : and I have 

seen thee. 
As hot as Perseus, spur thy Phrygian steed. 
Despising many forfeits and subduements. 
When thou hast hung thy advanced sword 

i* the air. 
Not letting it decline on the declined ; 
That I have said to some my standers-by, 
" Lo, Jupiter is yonder, dealing life ! 
And I have seen thee pause, and take thy 

breath, [thee in. 

When that a ring of Greeks have nemiu*4 
Like an Olympian wrestling. 

Achilles surveying Hector. 
Tell me, you heavens, in which part of his 
body [there ; 

Shall I destroy him? whether there, there. 
That I may give the local wound a name ; 
And make distinct the very breach, whereoat 
Hector's great spirit flew. Answer me, hea* 
Tens! 

Honor more dear than Life, 
Mine honor keeps the weather of my fate ; 
Life every man holds dear ; but the orave man 
Holds honor far more precious dear than life. 

Pity to he discarded in IVar. 
For the love of all the gods 
Let*s leave the hermit Piiy with our mother ; 
And when we have our armors buckled on. 
The venom'd vengeance ride upon our swords ! 

Hash rows. 
The gods arc deaf to hot and peevish vows; 
They are polluted offerings more abhorr'd 
Than spotted livers in the sacrifice. 
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§ 37* Sebastian and Doras. 

Drydek. 
Bt'€uier Ditrax, having taken offhis^ Turban, 
and put on an European Habit, 

Dor. Now do you know me? 

Seb. Thou shouldst be Alonzo. 

Dor, So jrou should be Sebastian ; 
Bol when Sebastian ceas'd to be himself 
I ceas'd to be Alonzo. 

Set, As in a dream 
I see thee here* and scarce believe mine eyes. 

Dor, Is it so strange to find me where my 
wrones. 
And vour innuroan tyranny, have sent me ? 
Think notyoudream : or, ityou did, my injuries 
Shall call so loud, that lethargy should wake ; 
And death should give you back to answer me. 
A thousand nights have brushed their balmy 

wings 
Over these eyes ; but ever, when they clos*d, 
Yoor tyrant image forced them ope again. 
And dried the dews they brought. 
The long expected hour is come at length. 
By manly veng^nce to redeem my fame : 
And, that once clear'd, eternal sleep is welcome. 

Seb. I have not yet forgot 1 am a king, 
Whose xojral office is redress of wrongs : 
If I have wTongM thee, charge me face to face ; 
1 bare not yet forgot I am a soldier. [n^; 

Dor. *Tis the first justice thou hast ever done 
Tbco, tho* I loathe this woman's war of tongue. 
Yet shall my cause of vengeance first be clear : 
And, honor, be thou judge. 

Set. Honor befriend us both. 
Beware ! I warn thee yet to tell thy griefs 
In trmis becoming majesty to hear : 
1 irarn tliee thus, oecause I know thy temper 
h insolent and haughty to superiors : 
How often hast thou brav*d my peaceful court, 
FiU'd it with noisy brawls, ar.d windy boasts ) 
And with past service, nauseously repeated, 
ReproachM even me, thy prince ! [ward. 

Dor. And well I might, when you forgot re- 
Tne part of Hea.ven in kings: for puuisnment 
h hangman's work, and drudgery tor devils. 
I mir^t and will reproach thee with my service, 
T rnnt i — it irks me so to call my prince, 
B:it ju>t resentment and hard usog^ coin'd 
Til unwilling word ; and grating as it is, 
i^kt it, for *tis thy due. 

Seb. How, tyrant I 

Dor. Tyrant ! [back ; 

Seb. Traitor I that name thou canst not echo 
That robe of infamy, that circumcision 
III hid beneath that robe, proclaim thee traitor ; 
And, if a name 

More foul than traitor be, 'tis renegade, [tyrant, 
•Drr. If I'm a traitor, think and blosh, thou 
Whose injuries betray'd me into treason, 
E&c'd toy loyalty, unhing'd uiy faitli. 



And hurried me from hopes of heaven to hell. 
All these, and all my yet unfinish'd crimes. 
When. I shall rise to plead before the saints, 
I charge on thee to make thy damning sure. . 

Seb. Thy old presum ptuous arrogance again. 
That bred my first dislike, and then my loathing. 
Once more be warned, and know me for thy king. 

Dor. Too well I know thee, but for kmg no "V 
This is not Lisbon, nor the circle this, [more : 
Where, like a statue, thou hast stood besieg'd 
By sycophants and fools, the growth of courts ; 
Where ihy guH'd eyes in all the gaudy round 
Met nothmg but a lie in every face ; 
And the gross flattery of a gaping crowd. 
Envious who first should catch and first applaud 
The stuff of royal nonsense: when I spoke. 
My honest homely words were carp'd and cen- 
For want of courtly style: related actions, [sur'd 
Though modestly reported, pass'd for boasts : 
Secure of merit, if I ask'd reward, [vadcd, i 
Thy hungry minions thought their rignts in- 
And the bread snatch'd from pimps and para- 
Henriquez answerd, with a ready lie, [sites. 
To save his king's, the boon was begg'd before. 

Stb. What say*st thou of Henriquez ? Now, 
by Heaven, 
Thou mov'st me mpre by barely naming him, 
Than all thy foul, unmanner'd, scurril taunts. 

Dor, And tlierefore 'twas to gall thee that I 
nam'd him. 
That thing, that nothing but a cringe and smile; 
That woman, but more daub'd ; qr, if a man. 
Corrupted to a woman -, thy man-mistress. 

Seb. All false as hell, or thou. 

Dor. Yes ; full as false 
As that I scrv'd thee fifteen hard campaijnis. 
And pitch'd thy standard in those foreign nelds : 
By me thy greatness grew, thy years srew with it. 
But thy ingratitude outgrew them both, ffint, 

Seb. I see to what thou tend'st ; but tell me 
If those great acts were done aloue for me ; 
If love produc'd not some, and pride the rest? 

Dor. Why, love does all that's noble here 
below. 
But all th' advantage of that love was thine : 
For, coming fraughted back, in either haod 
With palm and olive, victory and peaoe, 
I was indeed prepared to ask my own 
(For Violanto's vows were mine before): 
Thy malice had prevention, ere I spoke ; 
And ask'd me Viobnte for Henriquez. 

Seb. I meant thee a reward of greater worth. 

Dor. Where justice wanted, could reward 
be hop'd-? 
Could the roob'd passenger expect a bounty 
From those rapacious hands wno stripp'd oini 
first? [love. 

Seb. He had my promise ere I knew thy 

Dor. My ser\'iccs dcserv*d, thou shouldst re- 
voke it. 
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Seb, Thy insolence hath cancell'd all thy ser- 
To violate my laws, even in my court, [vice ; 
Sacred to peace, and safe from all affronts; 
Even to my face, and done in my despite. 
Under the wing of awful majesty. 
To strike the man I lov'd ! 

Dor. Ev*n in the face of Heaven, a place 
more sacred. 
Would I have struck the man who, prompt 

by pow*r. 
Would seize my right, and rob me of my love. 
But, for a blow provok*d by thy injustice. 
The hasty product of a just despair. 
When he refus*d to meet me in tne field, [own ! 
That thou shouldst make a coward's cause thy 

Seb. He durst: nay,, more, desird and bcgg*d 
with tears 
To meet thy challenge fairly ; 'twas thy fault 
To make it public : but my duty then 
To interpose, on pain of my displeasure. 
Betwixt your swords. 

Dor, On pain of infamy 
He should have disobey'd. [me : 

Seb. The indignity thou didst w^as meant to 
Thy gloomy eyes were cast on me with scorn. 
As who should say, the blow was there intended ; 
But that thou didst not dare to lift thy handf 
Against anointed power: so was I forc'd 
To do a sovereign justice to myself. 
And spurn thee from my presence. 

D^. Thou hast dar a 
To tell me what I durst not tell myself: 
I durst not think that I was spum'd, and live ; 
And live to hear it boasted to my face ; 
All my lon^ avarice of honor lost, 
Hcapa up m vouth, and hoarded up for age; 
Has honor's fountain then suck'd back the 

stream * 
He has ; and hootine boys may dryshod |)as8. 
And gather pebbles from the naked ford. 
Give me my love, my honor ; give them back : 
Give me revenge while I have breath to ask it. 

Seb. Now by this honor'd order which I 
wear, [it : 

More gladly would I give than thou dar'st ask 
Hot shall tne sacred character of king 
Be urg'd to shield me from thy bold appeal. 
If I have injur'd thee, that makes us equal : 
The wrong, if done, debas'd me down to thee. 
Bot thoti hast chars'd me with ingratitude ; 
Has thou not chargd me? Speak. 

Dor. Thou know'st I have : 
If thou disown'st that imputation, draw. 
And prove my charge a he. 

SeL No; to disprove that lie I must not 
draw : 
^ Be conscious to thy worth, and tell thv soul 
What thou hast done this day in my defence: 
To fight thee after this, what were it else 
Than owning that ingratitude thou urg'st? 
That isthmus stands between two rushing seas ; 
Which mounting view each other from afar. 
And strive in vain to meet 

Dor. I'll cut that isthmus : 
Hiou know'st I meant not to preserve thy life. 
But to retrieve it, for my own revenge. 
1 9av*d thee out of honorable malice. 



Now draw; I should be loath to think thou 
Bewareof such another vileexcuse. [dar*8t not ; 

Seb. O, patience. Heaven ! 

Dor. Beware of patience too ; 
That's a suspicious word : it had been proper. 
Before thy foot had spurn'd me; now 'tis base: 
Yet, to disarm thee of thy last defence, 
I have thy oath for my securitjr : 
The only boon I beggd was this fair combat : 
Fight, or be peijur'dnow; that's all thy choice. 

Seb. Now can I thank thet as thou wouldst 
be thank'd : {Drawing. 

Never was vow of honor better paia. 
If uiy true sword but hold, than this shall be. 
The sprightly bridegroom on his wedding-night 
More dadly enters not the lists of love. 
Why, tis enjoyment to be summon d thus. 
Go ; bear my message to Henriqnez' ghost. 
And say his master and his friend reveng'd him. 

Dor, H is ghost ! then is my hated rival dead ? 

Seb. The question is beside our present par- 
Thou seest me ready ; we delay too long. [pose. 

Dor. A minute is not much in cither's life* 
When there's but one betwixt us ; throw it in 
And give it him of us who is to fall. 

Seb. He's dead: make haste, and thou maytt 
yet o'ertake him. 

Dor. Wlien I was hasty, thou delay*dst me 
longer. 
I pr'ythee let me liedce one moment more 
Into thy promisa'^ Cor thy life preserv'd. 
Be kino : and tell me how that rival died. 
Whose death next thine, I wish'd. 

Seb. If it would please thee, thou ihouldst 
never know. 
But thou, like jealousy, inquir'st a truth. 
Which found, will torture thee. He -died in 

fight : 
Fought next my person, as in concert fought ; 
Kept pace for pace, and blow for every blow ; 
Save when he heav'd his shield in my defence. 
And on his naked side receiv'd my wound : 
Then, when he could no more, he fell at once. 
But roU'd his falling body cross their way. 
And made a bulwark of it for his prince. 

Dor. I never can forgive him such a death ! 

Seb. I prophesied thy proud soul could not 
bear it. 
Now judge thyself who heU deserv'd my love. 
I knew you both ; and (durst 1 say) as Heaven 
Foreknew among the shining ansel hoat 
Who should stand firm, who fall. rfi^l*n ; 

Dor. Had he been tempted so, so had he 
And so, had I been favor d, had I stood. 
* Seb. What had been, is unknown ; what is. 
Confess he justly was preferred to thee. [ap|iears : 

Dor. Had I b^u born with his indulgent stars. 
My fortune had been his, and his been mine. 
O, worse than hell ! what glory have I lost. 
And what has he acnuir'd by such a death ! 
I should have fallen uy Sebastian's side. 
My corpse had been tne bulwark of mv king t 
His glorious end was a jpatch'd work of^fate, 
III sorted with a soft effeminate life: 
It suited better with my life than his • 

So to have died : mine had been of a piece. 
Spent in your senrice, dying at your wet. 
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Seh, The more cftminate and sofl hb life, 
T^ more his htae, to straggle to the field. 
And nMet his ^oriout late: confess, proud 

spirit 
(For I will hare it from thy very moath). 
That better he deservM my lo?e than thou. 
Chr, O, whither woulost thon drive me? I 
most grant, 
Yc», I must grant, but with a swelling soul, 
Heariqiies had your kwe with more desert : 
Foryoo he Ibodi t and died : I fousht agai nst you : 
Thfough all the mates of the b&ody field 
Hunted your sacred life ; which that I roiss'd 
Was the propitious error of my fate. 
Not of my tool -, my souUs a re^cide. 
Sek. Thou mi|^t*st have given it a more 
gentle name: 
Thoa meant'st to kill a tyrant, not a king. 
Speak, <fidst thou not, Aionao ? 

Dw. Can I speak ? 
Afai! I cannot answer to Alonio : 
No, Doiax cannot answer to Alonxo : 
Aklaao was too kind a name for me. farms, 
ncB, when I fooght and conquer*d with your 
fai that blest age I was tlie man yon nam*a : 
Tin lage and pride debased me into Doras ; 
And lost, like Lucifer, my name above, [rax. 
Se6. Yet twice this day I ow'd my life to Do- 
Dwr, I sav*d you but to kill yon : there's my 
Brief. [i^pcnt : 

Seh. NaT, if thou canst be griev'd, thou canst 
Ihoa oooldst not be a villain, though thou 
wooldst : [err*d : 

Hioo own'st too much in owning thou hast 
And I too little, who provokM thy crime. 

Dor, O, stop this haullong torrent of your 
It eomes too fast upon a feeble soul, [goodness; 
fiaif drown'd in tears before ^ spare my confu- 



For pity spare, and say not, first you err*d. 
For yet I nave not dard, thro* guilt and shame. 
To tliTDW myself beneath your royal feet. 
Sow flpam this rebel, this proud renegade ; 
Tit joityoa should, nor will I more complain. 
Seb* indeed thou shouldst not ask forgive- 
IIC9S first. 
Bat diOQ prevent'st me still in all that's noble. 
Yes, I will raise thee up with better news : 
Thy Violante's heart was ever thine ; 
CoinpcQ'd to wed, because she was my ward. 
Her tool was absent when she gave her hand : 
Nor cooM my threats, or his pursuing court- 

the consummation of his love : 



So wJX indulging tears, she pines for thee, 
A wi d ofi and a maid. 

Hot. Have I been cuning Heaven, while 
Heaven bless'd me I 
I shell mo mad with ecsusy of joy : 
¥niet, in one moment to be reconcil'd 
To Heeven, and>to my king, and to my love : 
Bat pitj it my friend, and stops me short. 
For my unhappy rival. Poor Henriquez ! 

Seh. Art thou to generous too, to pity him ? 
Nay, then I was nninst to love him better. 
Here let me ever hold thee in my arms ; 
And all OUT quarrels be but kuch a:* ihcbc. 



Who shall love best and closest shall embrace : 
Be what Henriquez was— be my Alonzo. 
Dor. What, My Alonzo, said you ? my Alonzo I 
Let my tears thank you, for I cannot speak ; 
And it I could, [as mine. 

Words we^e not made to vent such thoughts 
Seb, Thou canst not speak, and I can ne*er 
be silent. 
Some strange reverse of fate must sure attend 
This vast profusion, this extravagance 
Of Heaven to bless me thus. *Tis gold so pure^ 
It cannot bear the stamp without allay. 
Be kind, ye pow*rs, and take but half away : 
With ease the gifts of fortune I resign : 
But let my love and friend be ever mine. 

§ 38. Antony and Ventidius. 

Drtdiit. 

Ant. THBt tell me 'tis my birth-day; and 
I'll keep it 
With double pomp of sadness. [breath. 

'Tis what the day deserves which gave me 
Why was I rais'd the meteor of the world. 
Hung in the skies, and blazing as I travelKd, 
Till all n)y fires were spent, and then cast 

downwards 
To be trod out by Csesar } 

Vent. [Aside.'l On my soul 
'Tis mournful, wondrons mournful i 

Ant, Count thy gains ; 
Now, Antony, wouldst thou be bom for this t 
Glutton of fortune, thy devouring youth 
Hast starv'd thy wanting age. 

Vent. [Aiide^ How sorrow shakes htm I 
So now the tempest tears him up by th' roots^ 
And on the ground extends the noble rain. 

Ant. {^Having thrown himse(f down.'] 
Lie there, thou shadow of an emperor ; 
The place thou pressest on thy mother earth 
Is all thy empire now : noiv it contains thee ) 
Some few days hence and then 'twill be too 

large. 
When thou 'rt contracted in thy narrow nra. 
Shrunk to a few cold ashes : then Octavia 
(For Cleopatra will not live to see it), 
Octavia then will have thee all her own^ * 
And bear thee in her widow'd hand to Caesar. 
Caesar will weep, the crocodile will weep» 
To see his rival of the universe [oB*t. 

Lie still and peaceful there. I'll think no more 
Give me some music ; look that it be sad ; 
1 *11 soothe my melancholy till I swell 
And burst myself with sighin g 
'Tis somewhat to my humor. Stay, I &ncy 
I 'm now tum*d wild, a commoner of natme 
Of all forsaken, and forsaking all ; 
Live in a shady forest's sylvan scene ; [atk, 
Stretch'd at my length beneath some bwrted 
I lean my head upon the mossy bark. 
And look just of a piece as I grew from it : 
My uncomb'd locks, matted like mistletoe. 
Hang o'er my hoary face ; a murm'ring brook 

Runs at my loot 

Vent. Methinks, I fancy 
Myself there too. 

Ant. The herd come jumping by me. 
And fearle^b quench their thir>t while I look on« 
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And take me for their feilow-citizen. 

^lore of this image, more ; it iuiis my thoughts. 

f <m/. I must disturb him : I can hold do 
longer. [^Stands brfore him. 

Ant, [Starling up.'\ Art thou Ventidius ? 

Vent, Are you Antony ? 
l*m liker what I was, than you to him 
When that I left you last. 

Ant, 1 *m angr)'. 

yient. So am 1 . 

Ant. 1 would be private : leave me. 

Vent, Sir, I love you. 
And therefore will not leave you. 

Ani, Will not leave me? [am I? 

Where have you learnt that answer! Who 

Vent, My emperor: the man I love next 
Heaven. 
If I said more, I think *twcre scarce a sin: 
You* re all that*s good and sodlike. 

Ant. All that's wretched. 
You will not lca%'e me then ? 

Vent. 'Twas too presuming 
To say I would not : but I dare not leave you; 
And 'tis unkind in you to chide nie hence 
So soon, when I so far have come to see you. 

Ant, Now tliou hast seen nie,arlthousatisBed? 
For, if a friend, thou hast beheld enough , 
And, if a foe, too much. 

Vent, Look, emperor, this is no common dew, 
1 have not wept tncse forty years ; but now 
My mother comes afresh into my eyes ; 
I cannot hi-lp her softness, [man ! he weeps ! 
Ant. By Heaven he weeps, poor good old 
The big round drops course one anoihcr down 
The furrows of his cheeks. Stop'em,Ventidius, 
Or I shall blush to death ; they set my shame. 
That caused *em, full before me. 



Vent. Ill do my best. 



Ant. I *I1 help thee — I have been a man, Ven- 

tidius. 
Vent. Yes, and a brave one : but 
Ant, I know thy meaning 
But 1 have lost my reason, have discrac'd 
The name of soldier with inglorious ease. 
In the full vintage of my flowing honors 
Sat still, and saw it prest by other hands, [it. 
Fortune came hmiling to my youth, and woo'd 
And purple greatness met my ripen 'd yenrt. 
When first frame to empire, I was borne 
On tides of people, crowding to my triumphs ; 
The wish ot' nations, and the willing world 
Receiv'd me as its pledge of future peace. 
I was so great, so happy, so belov*d. 
Fate co'ild not ruin me ; till I took pains. 
And work'd against my fortune, chid her from 

me. 
And turn'd her loose : yet still she came again. 
My careless days and my luxurious nights 
At length have wearied her, and nowshe'ssme; 
Gone, gone, divorc'd forever! Helpiiie,9cndier, 
To curse this madman, tins industrious fool. 
Who lalK)r'd to be wretched. Pr'ythec curse 

Vent No. [me. 

Ant, Why? 

Vent. You are too sensible already C^*^* 
Of what you 've done, too conscious of your fiul* 
And like a scorpion, whipt by others first 
To fury, sting yourself in mad revenge. 
I would bring balm, and pour it in your wounds. 
Cure your distempered mind, and heal ywxt 

Afit. I know thou wouldst. [fortunes. 

Vent. 1 will. 

Ant. Ha, ha, ha, ha ! 

Vent. You laugh. 

Ant. I do, to si'C ofiicious love 



Ant, Sure there's contagion in the tears of I 
Set, I have caught it too. Believe me, 'tis not 
For my own griefs, but thine, — nay, father — 

Vent, Em|)eror I ['"""y- 

Ant. Emperor I why that*s the style oi* vic- 
The coDc^u'rmg soldier, red with unfelt wounds. 
Salutes his general so: but never more 
Shall that sound reach my ears. 

Vent, I warrant you. 

Ant. Actium, Actium! O 

Vent. It sits too near you. [dnv ; 

Ant, Here, here it lies ; a lump of lead by 
And in mv short, distracted, nightly slumbers. 
The hag that rides my dreams. 

Vent. Out with it : give it vent. 

Ani, Urse not my shame-— 
I lost a battle. 

Vent. So has Julius done. [thou think*st ; 

Ani, Thou favor*st me, and speak'st not lialf 
For Julius fought it out, and lost it fairly : 
But Antony— 

Vent, Nay, stop not. 

Ani. Antony— 
(Well, thou wilt have it) — ^like a coward fled. 
Fled while his soldiers fought; fled first. Yen- 

tidius. 
Thou longest to curse me, and I give thee leave. 
1 know thou cam*st prepar*d to rail. 

Veni, I did. 



^ — _ — , — — ._ 

[friends ; 1 Give cordials to the dead. 



Vent. You would be lost then ! 

Ant, I am. 

Vent. I say you are not. Try ycur f^irtuiie. 

Ant, 1 have to th* utmost. L)ost tiiou think 
me desperate 
Without just cause? No, when I found all lost 
Beyond repair, I hid me from the world. 
And learnt to scorn it here ; which now I do 
So heartily, I think it is not worth 
The cost of keeping. 

Vent. Caesar thinks not so : 
He*ll thank you for the gift he could not take. 
You would be kill'd like TuUy, would you ? Oo; 
Hold out your throat to Caesar, and die tamely* 

Ant, No, I can kill myself; and so resolve. 

Veni. I can die with you too, when time 
shall serve : 
But fortune calls upon us now to live. 
To fight, to conquer. 

Ant, Sure thou dream'sr, Vefttidius. [hours 

Vent. No, 'tisyoudream; you sleepa way your 
In desperate sloth, uiiscaird ptiilosophy. [you. 
Up, up, for honor's s;ike ; twelve legions wait 
And long to call you chief. By painful joume]^ 
I led *em, patient both of heat and hunger, 
Down from the Parthian niarches to the Nile. 
'Twill do you good to see their suu-burnt facet. 
Their scarr*d cheeks, and chopt hands; thcrc*$ 
virtue in *em : 
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Thrf*ll tell those mangM limbs at dearer rates 
Tban jon trim bands can buy. 

Ani. Where left yon them ? 

Vent, I say, in Lower Syria. 

Ami, Bring 'em hither; 
There may be life in these. 

Vemi. They will not come. 

Ami. Why didst thou mock my hopes with 
promis*d aids^ 
To doable my despair? They're mutinous. 

Femi, Most firm and loyal. 

Ami, Yet they will not march 
To suoooar me. O trifler 1 

Vemt, They petition 
YoQ would make haste to head 'em. 

Ami. I am besieg'd. 

Vati, There's Irat one way shut up— how 
came 1 hither } 

Ami, I will not stir. 

Vtni. They would perhaps desire 
A better reason. 

Ami, I hare never us'd 
Ify soldien to demand a reason of 
Mir aetioiis. Why did they refuse to march ? 

Vmi, They said they would not fight for 
Cleopatra. 

Ami, What was't they said ? 

Ytmi, They said they would not 6ght for 
Cleopatra. 
Why should they fight, indeed, to make her 



oooqner, [doms. 

And make you more a slave ? to gain you king- 
Wkieh for a kiss, «t your next midnight feast. 
You'll tell to her? — ^Then she new names her 

jewels. 
And calls this diamond such or such a tax ; 
Each pendant in her ear shall be a province. 
ilb/. Vcntidios, 1 allow your tongue free licence 
On all my other faults ; out, on your life. 
No wofd of Cleopatra : she deserves 
Afofc worlds than I can lose. 
Vemi, Behold, you pow'rs. 
To whom you have intrusted human kind ; 
See Eufope, Afric, Asia put in balance ; 
And all weig^'d down by one light worthless 

woman! 
I think the gods are Antonies, and give. 
Like prodigals, this nether world away 
To none but wasteful hands. 
Ami* You grow presumptuous. 
Veni. I take the privilege of plain love to speak. 
Plain love! plain arrogance, plain inso- 



IVf men are cowards ; thou, an envious traitor; 
WbOy mder teeming honesty, hast %'ented 
IVe biudeo of thy rank o'erflowing gall. 

ilHt iboQ wcrt my equal, sreat in arms 

At the &nt Casar was, thatl might kill thee 
Wiihoot stain to my honor I 

Vtmi* You may kill me. 
Yo« hove done more already; call'd me traitor. 

Ami, Art thou not one ? 

Vtmi, For showing you yourself, 
WhidiDOfieelsedttrst have done. But had I been 
That Bame, whieh I disdain to speak again, 

1 needed jiol Iwve soiifl^t your abject fortunes. 
Coat to punkoyow au, to die with yon. 



Whathinder'd me t'haveled my conqVing eagles 
To fill Octavius* band? I could have been 
A traitor then, a glorious, happy traitor. 
And not have been so call'd. 
Ant, Forgive me, soldier; 
I 've been too passionate. 

Vent, You thought me false ; [Sir j 

Thought my old age betray'd you. Kill me. 
Pray kill me; yet you need not, your unkind- 

ness 
Has left your sword no work. 
^ ^ Ant, 1 did not think so ; 
I said it in my rage : pr'ythce forgive me. 
Why didst thou tempt my anger, by discovery 
Of what I would not hear? 
Vent, No prince but you 
Could merit that sincerity I us'd. 
Nor durst another man have ventur'd it : 
But you, ere love misled your wand'ring e3res. 
Were sure the chief and best of human race, 
Fram'd in the very pride and boast of nature. 

Ant. But Cleopatr a 
Go on ; for I can bear it now. 
Vent, No more. 

Ant, Thou daf St not trust my passion ; but 
thou mayst : 
Thou only lov'st ; the rest have flatter'd me. 
Vent, Heaven's blessing on your heart, for 
that kind word. 
May I believe you love roe ? Speak again. 
Ant, Indeea I do. Speak this, andthb, and 
this. 
Thy praises were unjust; but I'll dcser^'e 'em. 
And yet mend all. uo with me what thou wilt; 
Lead me to victory, thou koow'st the way. 

Vent, And, wiU you leave this 

Ant, Pr'ythee do not curse her, • [love 
And I willleaveher; though Heaven knowi I 
Beyond life, conquest, empire, all but honor; 
But I will leave her. 

Vent, That's my royal master. 
And shall we fight ? 

Ant, I warrant thee, old soldier : 
Thou shalt behold me opce again in iron ; 
And, at the head of our old troops, that beat 
The Parthians, cry aloud. Come, follow me!^ 
Vent, O, now I hear my emperor ! In that 
word 
Octavius fell. Gods, let me see that day ; 
And, if I have ten years behind, take all; 
I '11 thank you for the exchange. 
Ant, O, Cleopatra I 
Vent, Again I 

Ant. 1 *ve done. In that last sigh she went; 
Cesar shall know what 'tis to force a kn'cr 
From all he holds most dear. 

Vent, Methinks you breathe 
Another soul ; your looks are more divine ; 
You speak a hero, and you move a god. 

Ant,, O, thou hast fir'd me 1 My soul's up itt 
arms. 
And mans each part about me. Once again 
The noble eagerness of fi^ht hath seiz'd me ; 
That ea^mess, with which 1 darted upward 
To Cassms* camp. In vain the steepy hill 
Oppos'd my way; in vain a war of spears 
Sung round mynead, and planted all my shield; 
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I won the trenches, while my foremost men 
LafiK'd on the plain below. 

f?n/. Ye gods yc gods. 
For such another honor I 

Ant. Come on, my soldier ; 
Our hearts and arms are still the same. I long 
Once more to meet our foes ; that thou and I, 
Like Time and Death, marching before our 

troops, 
May taste fate to *cm ; mow *em out a passage, 
And, ent* ring where the utmost squadrons yield, 
B^in the noble hanrest of the field. 

§ 39. Tkeodosius and Marcian. 

. Lbb. 

Th€o. Ha I what rash thing art thou, who 
sett'st so small 
A value on thy life, thus to presume 
Against the fatal orders I have p^ven, « 
Thus to entrench on Cxsar*s boliiude. 
And urge thy ruin ? 

^Mar, Mighty Csesar, 
I have transgrcss'd j and for my pardon bow 
To thee, as to the gods, when I ofieud : 
Nor can I doubt your mercy, when you know 
The nature of my crime. 1 am commission* d 
From all the earth to give thee tbanksand praises. 
Thou darling of mankind I whose conqu'ring 
Already drown the glory of great Julius ; [arms 
Whose deeper reach in laws and policy 
Makes wise Augustus envy thee in heaven ! 

^ What mean the rates by such prodigious virtue? 

' When scarce the manly down yet sh«les thy face. 
With conquest thus to overrun the world. 
And make barbarians tremble. O ye gods ! 
Should Destiny now end thee in thet>loom, 
Methinks I see thee moum'd above the lost 
Of k>v*d Germanicus^ thy funerals. 
Like his, are solemniz*d with tears of blood. 
Theo. How, Marcian! 
Mar. Yes, the raging multitude. 
Like torrents, set no bound to their mad grief; 
Shave their wives' heads, and tear off their own 

hair; 
With wild despair they bring their infants out. 
To brawl their parents' sorrow in the streets : 
Trade b no more; all courts of justice stopt ; 
With stones they dash the windows of their 
temples, [ffods. 

Pull down their altars, break their housenold 

And btill the universal groan is this 

**^ Constantinople's lost, our empire s ruin'd ; 
Since he is gone, that father of nis country; 
Since h« is dead, O life, where is thy pleasure? 

Rome, O conquer'd world, where is tnyglory ?*' 
Tkeo. I know thee well, thy custom and thy 

manners: 
Thou didst upbraid me ; but no more of this. 
Not for thy life-— . 

Mar. What's life without my honor ? 
Coiikl you transform yourself into a Gorgon, 
Or maKe that beardless fare like Jupiter's, 

1 woiikl be heard in spite of all your thunder : 
O pow'r of guilt ! you fear to stand the test 
Waich virtue brings : Uke sores your vices diake 
Bifoie tU* Roaiaa hfliler. BiA,hf^fp4^, 



Before I go, 1*11 rip the malady. 
And let the venom flow before your ryes* 
This is a debt to the great Theddosios, 
The grandfather of your illustrious blood: 
And then farewell lor ever. 

Theo. Presuming Marcian ! 
What canst thoU ui^e against my innoecai 
Through the whole course of all my harnalii 
Ev'n to this hour, I cannot call to mind [yooth» 
One wicked act which I have done to 



me. 



Mar. This may be true : yet if you give the 
sway 
To other hands, and your poor sul^cctt waBu, 
Your negligence to them is as the cMise. 
O Theodosius, credit me, who know 
The world, and hear how soklierscensurc ktags ; 
In after times, if thus you should go 00, 
Your memory by warriors will be scom'd. 
As much as Nero or Caligula k)ath*d : 
They will despise your sloth, and backwardcM^ 
More than they hate the others* cruelty.^ 
And what a thing, ye gods, is scorn or pi^! 
Heap OQ me. Heaven, the hate of all aMmkindt; 
Load me with malice, envy, detetlalion i 
Let me be horrid to all apprehension. 
And the world shim me, so 1 'scape but aeorn. 

Theo, Pr ythee no more. 

Mar. Nay, when the legions make cooipari* 
sons. 
And say. Thus cruel Nero onct resdvM, 
On Galba's insurrection, for reven^ 
To give all France as plunder to the aroiy; 
To poison the whole senate at a foast j 
To burn the city, turn the wild beasta out» 
Bears, lions, tigers, on the muliitMde ; 
lliat, so obstructing those thatoucach'd the fii^ 
He might at once ctestroy rebellious Roma ' ■ 

The^. O cruelty! why tell'st thou me of tUil 
Am 1 of such a barb' reus bloody temper) 

Mar. Yet some will say, Thusbow*d he hdl 
a spirit. 
However fierce, ai-enging, and pemicio«a^ 
That savor'd of a Roman : but tor jyoii» 
What can your partial sycophants invoit. 
To make you room among the cmperon } 
Whose utmost is the smallest part of NcM;. 
A pretty player, one that can act a boo. 
And never he one. O ye immertml goda ! 
Is this the old Cesarean majesu? 
Now in the name of our great RMniilut» 
Why sing you not, and fiddle ^vvw he did) 
Why have you not, like Nero» a P JwnasrM , 
One to take care of your cclcttiel veiee) 
Lie on your back, my locd, and ea rom ttlMBMll 
Lay a thin plate of lead ; abaitfti traoi fruin^ 
And when the business of theatige is dooi^ 
Retire with your loose frieodi to ooady 

quets. 
While the lean army groans upon the 

Theo. Leave me, I say, leal I chastiae 
Hence, begone, I say— 

Mar. Not till you have heafd me ouL 
Build too, like htm, a palace lin'd wtdl goUt 
As long and large as that of ih* Esquilise: 
Eacloae a pool too in it, like the aea» 
And ai the eivpiie's OBtt klflHin^Mill 
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Affem your starry chambers loo with gems ; 
Contrive the plated ceilings to turn round, 
W ith pipes to cast ambrosian oils upon you : 
Consume with this prodigious vanity. 
In mere perfumes and odorous distillations. 
Of sesterces at once four hundred millions j 
Let naked virgins wait you at your table. 
And iranton Cupids dance and clap their wings. 
No matter what becomes of the poor soldiers. 
So they perfbnp the drudgery they are fit for ; 
Why, let >ro stane for want of tneir arrears. 
Drop as they go, and lie like d<^ in ditches. 
Tmeo. Come, you are a traitor! 
Mmr. Go to, you arc a bo y 
Or by the gods-^^ — 

Tito. If arrogance like this. 
And to the emperor's face should 'scape unpu- 
nished, 
rn write myself a coward; die, then, villain, 
A death too glorious for so bad a man, 
Bf Theodosios' hand. 

Marcian disarms him, but is wounded, 
Mmr. Now, sir, where are you ? 
What, in the name of all our Roman spirits, 
Nowcharms my hand from giving thee tny fate ? 
Has be not cat me off from all my honors ? 
Torn my commissions, sham'd me to the earth, 
Binisha the court, a vagabond for ever ? 
Do not the soldiers hourly ask il from me ? 
Sgh their own wrongSt aod beg me to revenge 

*cmf 
WhM hinders now, but that I mount the throne, 
Ani make, besides, this purple youth my foot- 
stool? 
The armies coort me : and my country's cause, 
IIk imaries of Rome and Greece, persuade me, 
Shpw tai this Roman blood which he has d rawn, 
Aeyll make me emperor whether I will or no : 
OU iMty for leas than this, the latter Brutus, 
Btemaat he thought Rome wiong*d, in person 

head 
A^nst his friend a black conspiracy. 
And stab the majesty of all the worla ? [jpow'r. 
T%eQ. Act as you please ; I am withm your 
Mmr. Did not the former Brutus, for tlie crime 
OTSeztoSy drive old Tarquin from his kingdom ? 
And shall this prince too, by permitting others 
Toact their wicked wills, and lawless pleasures, 
Rsvish from the empire its dear health, 
Wctt-bdngf happiness, and ancient glory? 
Go OQ in mb dishonorable rest ? [troops 

SfaiO he, I say, dream on, while the starv d 
LJeeold and waking in the winter camp ; 
And like pin*d birds, for waqt of sustenance, 
SbbA 00 llie haws and berries of the 6elds ? 
O leesper, temper me, ye gracious gods I 
C it e to my hand forbearauce, to my heart 
b contfant loyalty ! I would but shake him, 
Hwwr him a little from this death of honor, 
Aad show him what he should be. 

T3h«o. You accuse me. 
As if I weie a6me monster most unheard of! 



• ...^ as the ruin of the army ; then 
Of takingyour commission : out by Heaven 
I swesr, O Marcian 1 this I never did. 
Nor De*er iolendcd it ; nor say I this 
To iher diy stem usage ; for with what 



Thou'st said, and done, and brought to my re- 
membrance, 
I gfow already weary of my life. 

Mar. My lord, I lake your %vord : you do not 
know 
The wounds which rage within your country's 

bowels ; 
The horrid usage of the suffering soldier : 
But why will not our Theodosius know? 
if you intrust the government 10 others 
That act these crmics, who but yourselfs to 

blame ! 
Be witness, O ye gods ! of my plain dealings. 
Of Marcian's honesty, howe'er degraded. 
I thank you for my banishment ; but alas ! 
My loss is little to what soon will follow I 
Reflect but on yourself and your own joys j 
Let not this lethargy for ever hold you. 
*Twas rumor d through the city, that you lov'dj 
That your espousals should be solenmiz*d ; 
When on a sudden here you send your orders 
That this bright favorite, the lov*d Eudosia, 
Should lose her head. 

Theo. O heaven and earth ! What say'st thou 
That I have sealed the death of my Eudosia 1 
Alar. 'Tis your own hand and signet : yet I 
swear, [sway, 

Thoush you have given to female hands your 
And therefore I, as well as the whole army. 
For ever oneht to curse all womankind ; 
Yet when the virfi;in came, as she was doom'd. 
And on the scaflbld, for that purpose rais'd 
Without the walls, appear d before the army— • 
Theo. What, on a scaffold ! ha ! before the 

army? 
Mar. How quickly was the tide of fury tum'd 
To soft compassion, and relenting tears ! 
But when the axe 

Sever d the brightest beauty of the earth 
From that fair body — had you heard the groan. 
Which, like a peal of distant thunder, ran 
Through all the armed host, you would have 

thought. 
By the immediate darkness that fell round us. 
Whole nature was concerned at such a sufi^ring. 
And all the gods were angry. 

Theo. O Pulcherial 
Cruel, ambitious sister! this must be 
Thy doing. O, support me, noble Marcian ! 
Now, now's the time, if thou dar'st strike : be- 
hold, 
I offer thee my breast ; with my last breath, 
ril thank thee too, if nowthoudraw'stmybiood. 
Were I to live, thy counsel should direct me ; 

But 'tis too late 

Mar. He faints ! What, boa, there! Lucius! 
My lord the cmj^eror ! Eudosia lives; 
She's here, or will be in a minute, moment 1 

8uick as the thought, she calls you to the temple* 
, Lucius, help! — I've gone too far; but see. 
He breathes again. — Luoosia has awak*d him* 
Theo. Did not you name Eudosia ? 
Mar. Yes, she lives : 
I did but feign the story of her death. 
To find how near you plac'd her to your heart: 
And mav the gods rain all their plagues upon me. 
If ever I rebuke you thus agaio ! 
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Yet 'tis roosi certain that you sign*<i her death. 
Not knowing what the wise PuTcheria offer'dy 
Who left it in my hand to startle you ; 
Hut, by my life and fame, 1 did not think 
Tt would have touch'd your life. O pardon me, 
De<ir prince, my lord, my emperor, royal master : 
Droop not because 1 utter'd some rash words. 
And was a madman. By the immortal gods 
I love you as my soul : whate'er I said, 
Mv thouahts wercotherwise; believe these tears, 
Which do not use to flow : all shall be well. 
I swear that there are seeds in that sweet temper, 
T* atone for all the crimes in this bad age. 

Theo, I thatik thee first for my Eudosia's life. 
What but my love could have caird back that 

life 
Which thou hast made me hate ? But, O, me- 

thoueht 
Twas hard, dear Marcian, very hard, from thee. 
From him I ever reverenc'd as my father. 
To hear so harsh a message I But no more ; 
We 're friends : thy hand. Nay, if thou wilt 

not rise. 
And let me fold my arms about thy neck, 
1*11 not believe thy love : in this forgive mo. 
yirst let me wed Eudosia, and we'll out ; 
We will, my general, and make amends 
For all that s past : gloiy and arms, ye call. 
And Marcian leads me on ! 
\ ^ Mar, Let her not rest, then ; 
Espouse her straight : I Ml strike you at a heat. 
May this great humor get large growth within 

And be encourag'd by the embold'ninz gods : 
O what a sight will this be to the soldier. 
To see me bring you dress*d in shining armour. 
To head the shouting squadrons ! O ye gods ! 
Methinks 1 hear the echoing cries ofjdy. 
The sounds of trumpets, and the beat of drums; 




Nothing but pzing eyes, and opening mouths. 
Cheeks red with joy, and lifted hands about you; 
Some wiping the glad tears that trickle down 
With broken Io*s, and with sobbing raptures ; 
Cryi n^. To arms ! he*s come ; our emperor s come 
To wm the world ! Whv, is not this far better 
Than lolling in a Iady*s lap, and sleeping. 
Fasting or praying? Come, come, you snail be 

merry: 
And for Eudosia, she is yours already! 
Marcian has said it. Sir ; she shall be yours. 

Theo. O Marcian I O my brother, father, all! 
Thoy best of friends ! most faithful counsellor! 
1 11 find a match for thee too, ere 1 rest. 
To make thee lore me. For, when thou art 

with me, 
I 'ra strong and well ; bat when thou'rt gone, 

I*m nothing. 



§ 40. Glotier and Hastingt. 



Rowi. 



Glost. Mt lord, y*are well encounter'd ; here 
has been 
A fair petitiooer this momiog with ui ; 



Believe me, she has won me much to pity her: 

Alas, her gentle nature was not made 

To buffet with adversity. 1 told her 

How worthily her cause you had befriended ; 

How much for your good sake we meant to do; 

That you had spoke, and all things should be 

well. 
Nasi. Your highness binds me ever to your 

service. 
Glo$L You know your friendship is mosi po* 

tent with us. 
And shares our power. But of this enough. 
For we have other matter for yoor ear: 
The state is out of tune ; distracting fean. 
And jealous doubts, jar in our public counaekf 
Amidst the wealthy city murmurs rise. 
Lewd railings, and reproach on those thattnla^ 
With open scorn of government; hence credit. 
And puolic trust 'twixtmanand man are broke. 
The golden streams of commerce are withheld, 
W h ich fed the wants of needy h inds and artisans. 
Who therefore curse the great, and threat re* 

hellion. 
Host. The resty k naves are overrun wkh eve. 
As plenty ever is the nurse of faction : 
If in good days, like these, the headstrong herd 
Grow madly wanton, and repine, it is 
Because the reins of pow*r are held too alack. 
And reverend authority of late 
Has worn a face of mercy more than jtistice. 
Glosi. Beshrew my heart! but you have 

well divin'd 
The source of these disorders. Whocan woiid^ 
If riot and misrule o'ertum the realm. 
When the crown sits upon a baby brow? 
Plainly to speak — ^hence comes the general ciy. 
And sum ot all complaint : *TwilI ne*er be well 
With England (thus they talk) while children 

govern. [of that f 

Hast. Tis true the king is young; but what 
We feel no want of Edward's riper yean, 
WhileGlo'ster'svalorand most princely wisdom 
So well supply our infant sovereign's place. 
His youth's support, and guardian to hit throne. 
Giost. The council (much Vm boand to 

thank 'em for't) 
Have placed a pageant sceptre in ray hand. 
Barren of pow r, and subject to control ; 
Scom'd by my foes, and useless to m^ friends. 

worthy lord ! were mine the rule indeed, 

1 think i should not suffer rank offence 
At large to lord it in the commonweal ; 

Nor would the realm be rent by discord that. 
Thus fear ana doubt, betwixt disputed titles. 

Hasi. Of this I am to learn ; as not supposing 
A doubt like this ■ ■■ 

Glost, A^, marry, but there is ; 
And thatofmuch concern. Have you not heard 
How, on a late occasion, Doctor shaw 
Has mov'd the people much about the lawful* 

ness 
Of Edward's issue ? by right grave authoritj 
Of learning and religion plainly proving, 
A bastard scion never should be grafted 
Upon a royal stock ; from thence, at full 
Discoursing on mv brother's former cootraei 
To Lady Elizabetn Lucy, long before 
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Hit jelly match with that aame buxom widow. 

Hie queen he left behind him 

Hmti, lilhe&l 
Soch meddling priosts, who kindle up confusion. 
And Tex theo uiet world with their vain scruples ! 
B|^ Heaven, lis done in perfect spite to peace. 
Did not the king. 

Oar ra^ master, Edward, in concurrence 
With bis estates assembled, well determine 
What course the sovereign rule should take 

henceforward ? 
When shall the deadly hate of faction cease. 
When shall our long-divided laud have rest. 
If cveiy peevbh, moody malcontent 
SUl set the senseless rabble in an uproar. 
Flight them with dangers, and peiplex their 

himins, 
Each day, with some fantastic giddy change ? 
Gloii. What if some patriot, for the public 
good, 
Shoold vary from your scheme, new-mould the 
state? [it! 

Hoai. Curse on the innovating hand attempts 
Remember him, the villain, risnteous Heaven, 
In thy^;reat day of vengeance ! Blast the traitor. 
And bis pernicious counsels, who for wealth. 
For pow r, the pride of greatness, or revenge, 
WonU plunge his native land in civil wars ! 
Ghti. You go too far, my lord. 
HmU. Your nighness* pardon — — 
Have we so soon forgpt tnose days of ruin. 
When York and Lancaster d rewforth the battles? 
When, like a matron butcher*d by her sons. 
And caal beside some common way, a spectacle 
Of horror and affright to passers by. 
Oar groamng country bled at ev*ry vein ; 
When murden, rapes, and massacres prevaiVd ; 
When churches, palaces, and cities lilazM ; 
When insolence and barbarism triumph'd. 
And swept away distinction ; peasants trod 
Up oo the necks of nobles ; low were laid 
Tne aevcrend crosier and the holy mitre. 
And <letolaiiou cover'd all the land ; 
Who con remember this, and not, like me. 
Here vow to sheath a dagger in his heart 
Wboae damn'd ambition would renew those 

honors, 
Andaet once more that scene of blood before us ? 
Gimai. How now ! so hot ! 
Hmgi. So brave, and so resolvM. 
GUtt, Is then our friendship of so little mo- 
nient, 
lint you could arm your hand against my life? 
Hmti. I hope your highness does not think I 
meant it ; [person 

No, Heaven forefend that e'er your princely 
SbooJd come within the scope of my resent- 
ment. 
Glmt. O noble Hastings ! Nay, I must em- 
brace you j 
B|v holy F^ul, yare a right honest man. 
Tne time is full of danger and distrust. 
And warns us to be wary : hold me not 
Too apt for jealousy and light surmise. 
If, when I mean to lodge you next my heart, 
I pot your truth to trial. Keep your loyalty. 
And live your king and oouotiy*s best support. 



For me, I ask no more than honor givti. 
To think me yours, and rank me with your 
friends. [should pay. 

Ha$t, Accept what thanks a grateful heart 

Drincely Gloster! judge me not ungentle. 
Ox manners rude, and insolent of speech. 
If, when the public safety is in question. 

My zeal flows warm and eager from my tongue. 
Glost, Enough of this ; to deal in wordy 
compliment 
Is much against the plainness of my nature \ 

1 judge you by myself, a clear true spirit ; 
And, as such, once more join you to my bosom. 
Farewell, and be my friend. \^Exit, 

Hast. I am not read. 
Nor skill'd and practis'd in the arts of greatness. 
To kindle thus, and give a scope to passion. 
The duke is surely noble j but he touch*d mt 
fi*en on the tend'rcst point, the master-string 
That makes most harmony or discord to me. 
I own the glorious subject fires my breast, 
And my soul's darling passion stands con fess'd . 
Beyond or love's or fnendship's sacred band. 
Beyond myself, I prize ray native land : 
On this foundation would I build my fame. 
And emulate the Greek and Roman name , 
Think England's peace bought cheaply with mj 

bl(K)d, 
And die with pleasure for my country's good. 



§41. Gustavus and Dalecarlians. ■ 

Brookk. 

Isi Dale. Let us all see him ! 

2d Dale, Yes, and hear him too. 

3d Dale, Let us be sure 'tis he himself. 

4th Dale, Our general. 

5th Dale. And we will fight while weapons 
can be found. 

6th Dale, Or hands to wield them. 

7/A Dale, Get on the bank, Gustavus. 

Anderson. Do, my lord. 

Gus, My countrymen I— 

\st Dale, Ho! hear him! 

2d Dale. Peace ! 

3d Dale, Peace! 

4th Dale. Peace ! fhearU, 

Gus, Amazement, I perceive, hath fili'd your 
And joy for that your lost Gustavus, 'scapd 
Thro wounds, imprisonments, and chains, and 
deaths, [ye. 

Thus sudden, thus unlook'd for, stands beture 
As one escap'd from cruel hands I come. 
From hearts that ne'er knew pity, dark and 

vengeful 5 
Who quaff the tears of orphans, bathe in blood. 
And know no music but the groans of Sweden. 
Yet, not for that my sister's early innocence. 
And mother's age, now grind beneath capti- 
vity j 
Nor that one bloody, one remorseless hour 
Swept my sreat sire and kindred from my side. 
For them Gustavus weens not ; tho' my eyes 
Were far less dear, for them I will not weep. 
But, O great |>arent, when I think on thee! 
Thy numberless, thy nameless, shameful mfi^ 
mies. 
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My widgw*d country' ! Sweden ! when I think 
Upon thy desolation, spite of rage — 
And vcngejiice tliat would choke them — tears 
uill flow. 

^nd O, iheyarevillains,ev'ry Dane of them, 
Practis'd to stab and smile, to stab the babe . 
That smiles U|)on thcin 

jirn. What accursed hours 
Boll o'er these wretches who to fiends like 

these. 
In their dear liberty, have barter*d more 
Thau worlds will rate for ! 

Gus. O Liberty, Heaven s choice prerogative! 
True bond of law, thou social soul of property. 
Thou breath of reason, life of life itself 1 
For thee the valiant bleed. O sacred Liberty ! 
Wing'd from the summer s snare, from flatt'ring 

ruin. 
Like the bold stork you seek the wintry shore. 
Leave courts, and pomps, and palaces to slaves. 
Cleave to the cold and rest upon the storm. 
Upborne by thee, my soul disdatn*d the terms 
Of empire ofier'd at the hands of tyrants. 
With tnec I sought this fav'rite soil ^ with thee 
These fav'rite sons I sought : thy sons, O Li- 
berty ! 
For e*en amid the wilds of life you lead them, 
Lift their low-rafied cottage to the clouds. 
Smile o'er their heaths, and from their moun- 
tain tops 
Beam glory to the nations. 

AIL Liberty! Lihertv! 

Gus. Areyenotmarka,yemenof Dalecarlia, 
Are ve not mark*d by all the circling world 
As the peat stake, tne last effort for liberty ? 
Say, is it not your wealth, the thirst, the iood. 
The scope and bright ambition of your souls ? 
yVhj else have you, and your renown'd forefa- 
thers, [thrones 
From the proud summit of their glittering 
Cast down tne mightiest of your lawful kings. 
That dar d the bold infringement ? What but 
liberty, [years. 
Thro' the fam*d cousse of thirteen hundred 
Aloof hath held invasion from your hills. 
And sanctified their shade?—And will ye, will ye 
Shrink from the hopes of the expecting world $ 
Bid your hish honors stoop to foreign insult ; 
And in one nour rave up to infamy 
The harvest of a uousand years oi gloiy ? 

Ut Dale. No. 

2d Dale. Never, never. 

3d Dale. Perish all first. 

4ihDale. Die all! 

Gus. Yes, die by piece-meal I [umph ! 

Letve not a limb o'er which a Dane may tri- 
Now from my soul I joy, I joy, my friends. 
To see ye fear d ; to see that e'en your foes 
Do justice to your valors ! There they be. 
The pow'rs of kingdoms, summ'd m yonder 

host. 
Yet kept aloof, yet trembling to assail ye. 
And, O, when I look round and see you here. 
Of number short, but prevalent in virtue. 
My heart swells high, and bums for the en- 
counter. 
True courage but from oppotition grows i 



And what arc fifly, what a thousand slaret. 
Match 'd to the sinew of a single arm 
That strikes for liberty — that strikes to save 
His fields from fire, his infants from the sword» 
His couch from lust, his daugliters from polr 

lution. 
And his large honors from eternal infamy ? 
What doubt we then? Shall we, shall we 

stand here. 
Till motives that might warm an ague's froU, 
And nene the coward*s arm, shall poorly serve 
To wake us to resistance ? — Let us on ? 
O, yes, I read your lovely fierce impatience j 
You shall not be withheld ; we will rush on 

them 

This b indeed to triumph, where we hold 
Three kingdoms in our toil ! is it not ^rious» 
Thus to appal the bold, meet force wim fury^ 
And push yon torrent back, till every wave 
Flee to its fountain ? [more 

3d Dale. On, lead uson, Gustavus ', one wonl 
Is but delay of conquest. 

Gus. Take your wish. 
He who wants arms may grapple with the foe. 
And so be furnish'd. You, most noble Andersoo, 
Divide our pow'rs, and with the fam'd Olaus 
Take the left route — You, Eric, great in arms! 
With the renown'd Nederbi, hoW the ri^t. 
And skirt the forest down : then wheel at ooce, 
Confess'd to view, and close up all the vale: 
Myself, and my most valiant cousin here, 
Th' invincible Arvida, gallant Sivard, 
Arnoldus, and these hundred hardy vet*ran8» 
Will pour directly on, and lead the onset. 
Joy, joy, I see confess'd from cv'ry eye. 
Your limbs tread vig'rous, and your breasts 

beat high ! 
Thin tho* our ranks, tho* scanty be our bands. 
Bold are our hearts, and nen'ous are our hands* 
With us, truth, justice, fame, and freedom close» 
Each singly equal to an host of foes: 
I feel, I feel them fill me out for fight ! 
They lift my limbs as feather'd Hermes light ! 
Or like the bird of glory, towVing high fcyel 
Thunder within his grasp, and lightnmg in nis 



§ 42. Gustavus and Cristiem. 

Brooke. 
Crisi. Tell me, Gustavus, tell me why is 

this. 
That, as a stream diverted from the banks 
Of smooth obedience, thou hast drawn those 

men 
Upon a dry unchannell'd enterprise 
To turn iheir inundation ? Are the lives 
Of my misguided people held so light, [buke 
That thus thou'dst push them on the keen re- 
Of guarded majesty ; where justice waits. 
All awful and resistless, to assert 
Th* impen'ious rights, the sanctitude of kiog^. 
And blast rebellion ! ^ 

Gus. Justice, sanctitude, 
AndrightslO, patience! Rights! what rights, 

thou tyrant? 
Yes, if perdition be the rule of pow'r, [chief. 
If wrongs give right, O then, supreme in mis« 
Thou wert the lord, the monarch of the world. 
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ferthyclaim. But if thou think*st 
Tliat crowns are Tildy propertied, like coin. 
To be the means, the speciality of lust. 
And aeofoal attribution ; if tlKHi think'st 
Tbat empire is of titled birth or blood ; 
TImC nature, in the proud behalf of one. 
Shall disenfranchise all her lordly race. 
And bow her gen*ral issue to the yoke 
Of private dot tii nation ; then, thou proud one. 
Here kn<»w me for thy king. Howe'er, be told. 
Not claim hereditary, not the trust 
Of frank deetion. 

Not even the high anointing hand of Heaven, 
Can aotho^ae oppression, eive a law 
For lawless pow r, wed (aiui to violation. 
On reason build misrule, or justly bind 
Alfenanee to injustice. Tyranny 
AbsMresall feith ; and who invactes our rights, 
Howe'er hit own commence, can never be 
But an osurper. But for thee, for thee 
Hiere is no name. Thou hast abjured mankind, 
Disk'd saRrty from thy bleak, unsocial side. 
And wag*d wiki war with universal nature. 
Otfl. LtcentioQs traitor ! thou canst talk it 
bfgelT. 
Wbo made tnee umpire of the rights of kings, 
Aad pow*r, prime attribute — as on thy tongue 
IVe posse of battle lay, and arms of force. 
To larow defiance in the front of duty ? 
Look roQod, unruly boy ! thy battle comes 
Uke raw, di^^uted mustering, feeble wrath, 
A war of waters, borne against the rock 
Of ovr linn continent, to fume, and chafe. 
And shiver in the toil. 

Gut, Mistaken man I 
I cooie impower*d and strengthened in thy 



For tho' the structure of a tyranfs throne 
Rise OB the necks of half the sufTring world, 
Fewtiembles in the cement ; pray*rs, and tears^ 
And ■eciet curses, sap its mould'ring base. 
And steal the pillars of allestance from it: 
let a single arm but dare the sway, 

it turns, and drives upon destruc- 
tion. J^^" • 
TVo/. Profane, and alien to the lore oiHea- 
Aft thou still hardened to the wrath divine, 

hangs o'er thy rebellion ? Know'st thou 
not 

art at enmity with grace, cast out, 
an anathema, a curse enroird 
Among the faithful, thou and thy adherents 
Shorn from our holy church, and offer'd up 
As sacred to damnation ? 

Cms. Yes, 1 know, 
When such as thou, with sacrilegious hand. 
Seise on the apostolic key of heaven. 
It then becomes a tool for crafty knaves 
To ^ot out virtue, and unfold those gates 
Tliat heaven itself had barrel against the lusts 
Of avarice and ambition. Soft and sweet 
As looks of charity, or voice of lambs 
Tliat bleat upon the mountain, are the words 
Of Christian meekneiis! mission all divine 1 
Tlie law of \o\'t sole mandate. But your ^1, 
Ye Swedish prelacy, your gall hath tum*d 
The wofdi <n sweety not indigested peaoe^ 



To wrath and bitterness. Ye hallow* j men. 
In whom vice sanctifies, whose precepts teach 
Zeal without truth, religion witnout virtue ; 
Who ne'er preach heaven but with a down- 
ward eye, [loose 
That turns your souls to dross ! who, shouting, 
The dogs or hell upon us. Thefts and rapes. 
Sacked towns, and midnight howling^ thro* the 

realm. 
Receive your sanction. O, His glorious mis- 
chief I 
When vice turns holy, pots religion on. 
Assumes the robe pontifical, the eye 
Of saintly elevation, blesseth sin. 
And makes the seal of sweet oflended Hearen 
A sign of blood, a label for decrees 
That hell would shrink to own. 

Crisi, No more of this. 
Gustavus, wouldst thou yet return to grace. 
And hold thy motions in the sphere of duty. 
Acceptance might be found. 

Gus. Imperial spoiler ! 
Give me my father, give me back my kindred I 
Give me the fathers of ten thousand orphans. 
Give me the sons in whom thy ruthless sword 
Has left our widows childless. Mine they were. 
Both mine and ev*ry Swede's, whose patriot 

breast 
Bleeds in his country's woundings. O, thoa 
canst not ! [then 

Thou hast outsinn'd all reck'ning! Give me 
My all that's left, my gentle mother there. 
And spare yon little trembler. 

Crisi, Yes, on terms 
Of compact and submission. 

Gus. Ha I with thee ? [country. 

Compact with thee? and mean'st thou for my 
For Sweden? No, so hold my heart but firm, 
Aliho' it wrine for t, tho* blood drop for tears. 
And at ilic sight my straining eyes start forth— 
They both shall perish first. 

§ 43. Brutus and Titus. Lee. 

Bru. Well, Titus, speak ; how is it with 
thee now ? 
I would attend a while this mighty modon. 
Wait till the tempest were quite overblown. 
That I may take thee in the calm of nature. 
With all thy gentler virtues brooding on thee ; 
So hush'd a stillness, as if all the gods [ing; 
Look'd down, and listen'd to what we were say- 
Speak then, and tell me, O my best belov'd. 
My son, my Titus, is all well again ? [thing t 

Tit. So well, that saying how must make it no* 
So well, that I could wish to die this moment. 
For so my heart with powerful throbs penuadca 

nte ; 
That were indeed to make you reparation. 
That were, niy lord, to thank you home, todie; 
And that for Titus too would be most happy. 

Bru. How's that, my son ? Would death for 
thee be happy ? 

Tii. Most certain, Sir; forinniygra\eI*scape 
All those affronu which I in life must look for. 
All those reproaches which the eyes, and fingers. 
And tongues of Rome will daily cast upoa nej 
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From whom, to a soul so seDsible as mine. 
Each single scorn would be far worse than dying: 
Besides, I ':icape the stings of my own consience, 
Wtiich will forever rack me with remembrance. 
Haunt mt bv day. and torture me by night. 
Casting uiy blotted iionor in the way 
Where cr my mebucholy thoughts thai! guide 
me. 

Brui. But is not death a vcrv dreadful thing? 

Tii, Not to a mind resolv'a. No, sir, to me 
It seems as natural as to be born : 
Groans, and convulsions, and discolor d faces. 
Friends weepins round us, blacks andobsequies. 
Make it a dreadful thing; the ppmp of death 
Is far more terrible than death itself. 
Yes, Sir, i call the pow*rs of heav'n to witness, 
Titus dares dii*, if so you have decreed ; 
Nay, he shall die with joy to honor Brutus, 
To make your justice famous thro' the world. 
And 6x the liberty of home for ever. 
Not but I must confess my weakness too; 
Yet it is great thus to resolve against it. 
To have the frailty of a mortal man. 
But the security of the immortal gods. 

Brui. O Titus! O thou absolute young man! 
Thou fluit*ring mirror of thy father*8 image, 
Where I behold myself at such advantage! 
Thou perfect glory of the ^unian race! 
Let me endear thee once more to my bosom. 
Groan an eternal farewell to thy soul ; 
Instead of tears, weep blood, it possible. 
Blood, the heart-blood of Brutus on his child : 
For thou must die, my Titus, die, my son ; 
I swear the gods have doom'd thee to the grave: 
The violated genius of thy country 
Rears his sad head, and passes sentence on thee: 
This morning sun, that lights my sorrows on 
To the tribunal ol this horrid vengeance. 
Shall never see thee more. 

Tit. Alas, my lord ! 
Why are you mov'd thus? Why am I worth 

your sorrow ? 
Why should the god-like Brutus shake to doom 

me? 
Why all these trappings for a traitors hearse? 
The gods will have it so. 

Brui They will, my Titus : 
Nor heaven nor earth can have it otherwise. 
Nay, Titus, mark : the deeper that I search. 
My harass*d soul returns the more confirmed ; 
Methinks I sec the very hand of Jove 
Moving the dreadful wheels of this affiiir. 
That whirl thee, Hke a machine, to thy fate. 
It seems as if the gods had pre-ordain a it. 
To hx the reeling spirits of the people. 
And scitlc the loose liberty of Itome. 
'Tis fix'd ; O therefore let not fancy fond thee: 
So fix'd thy deatti, that it is not in the pow r 
Ofgods or men to vi. .: thee from the axe. 

Tii. The axe ! O Heaven ! then must I fall 
so basely ? 
What, shall I perish by the common hangman? 

Brui. It thou deny me this, thou gtv st me 
nothinsr. 
Yes, Titus, Since the gods have so decreed 
That 1 uiu»t lose thee, I will take the advantage 
Of thy importaot Ikte, ocmeot Rome's flaws. 



And heal her wounded freedom with thy blood: 
I will ascend myself the sad tribunal. 
And sit upon my sons ; on thee, my Titus ; 
Behold thee sufler all the shame of death. 
The lictor*s lashes, bleed before the people ; 
Then with thy hopes, and all thy youth upoa 

thee. 
See thy head taken by the common axe. 
Without a groan, without one pitying tear. 
If that the gods can hold me to my purpose. 
To make my justice quite transcend example. 

Tii. Scourged like a bondman ! ah! abeam 
slave ! 
But I deserve it all ; yet here I fail I 
The image of this sun' ring quite uiimans me; 
Nor canl longer stop tlie gushing tean. 
O, Sir ! O, Brutus I must I call you father. 
Yet have no token of your tenderness? 
No sign of mercy ? What, not bate me that ! 
Can you resolve, O all th* extremity 
Of cruel rigor ! to behold me too ? 
To sit unmov'd, and see me whipt to death I 
Where are your bowels now ? Is this a father I 
Ah, Sir, why should you make my heart suspect 
That all your late compassion was dissembled? 
How can I think that you did ever love nae? 

Brut. Think that I love thee by my preseot 
passion, 
Bjf these unmanly tears, these eartlu^uakes here, 
Tnese sighs, that twitch the very strmgs of life: 
Think that no other cause on earth can move me 
To tremble thus, to sob, or shed a tear. 
Nor shake my solid virtue from her pointy 
But Titus' death : O do not call it shameful. 
That thus shall fix the glory of the world. 
I own thy sufPrings ought t* unman me thus. 
To make me throw my body on the ground. 
To bellow like a beast, to gnaw the earth. 
To tear my hair, to curse the cruel fates. 
That force a father thus to drag his bowels. 

Tii. O rise, thou violated majesty ! 
Rise from the earth, or I shall beg those fates 
Which you would curse, to bolt me to thecentie. 
I now submit to all your threaten d vengeance: 
Come forth, you executioners of justice. 
Nay, all your lictors, slaves, and common haog- 

men. 
Come, strip me bare, unrobe me in his sight. 
And lash me till I bleed, whip me like furies ! 
And when you've scourg*d me till I foam and 

fall. 
For want of spirits, grovelling in the dust. 
Then take my head, and give it his revenge ; 
By all the gods, I greedily resign it ! 

Brut. No more — farewell, eternally farewell! 
If there be gods, they will reserve a room, 
A throne for thee in heaven . One last embrace ! 
What is it makes thy eyes thus swim a^in ? 

Tii. I had forgot : be good to Teraminta 
When I am in ashes. 

Brui. Leave her to my care. 
See her thou must not, for thou canst not bear it. 
O for one more, this pull, this tug of heart- 
strings ! 
Farewell for ever ! 

Tii. O Brutus ! O my father 1 

Brut. Canst thou not say farewell? 
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Ti^. Farewell for ever 1 
BrMi. l>orevertftienl but O.roy tears run o*er; 
Gfoaos chouk my words, and i can speak no 



§ 44. Lmtfy Eandolphf Lcfrd Randolph, and 
ffMMg ISorvai, not known at the time to be 
Laa^ Handoiph^s Son, HoMb. 

Ladaf Ran. How fares my lord } 
ImtL Ran. Thai it fares well, thanks to this 
gallant youth. 
Whose Yalor sav'd me from a wretched death. 
As down the winding dale 1 walk'd alone, 
Ai tile cro» way four armed men attacked me. 
Rovers 1 jud^e from the licentious camp, 
Who would nave quickly laid Lord Randolph 

low. 
Had not this brave and generous stranger come, 
Lue uiy good angel, in the hour of tale. 
And, Qjockiiig danger, made my foes his own. 
TiMy tum*d u|IDu him : but his active arm * 
ScTBck to the ground, from whence they rose 

DO more. 
The fieroett two : the others fled amain. 
And left him master of tiie bloody held. 
Spak, Lady Rawlolph $ upon b^uty*8 tongue 
lh»cil accent* pleasing u> the brave and bold. 
DoUe dame, and thank him for thy lord. 
Ran. My lord, 1 cannot speak what 
now I feeL 
lf]f hemrt o'erilows with gratitude to Heaven, 
Aod u» this noble youth, who, all unknown 
Toyuu and yours, deliberated not. 
Nor paua'd at |«nl — but, humanely brave, 
Foo^t on youi side against such fearful odds. 
Hate you yet learnt ot him whom we should 

thank. 
Whom call tiie saviour of Lord Randolphs life ? 
Lord Han. 1 ask*d that question, and he an- 
swered not ; 
But I must know who my deliverer is. 

[To the Stranger, 
Sarv, Alow-born man, of piirentageobscure. 
Who oouglit can boast but his desire to be 
A soldier, and to gain a name in arms. 

£0ord Ran, Whoe'er thou art, thy spirit is 
eooobled 
By the great King of kings: thou art ordain'd 
And uamp*d a hero by the sovereign hand 
Of oattve ! Blush not, flow> of modesty 
As well as valor, to declare thy birth. 
Sorv. MynameisNorval: on the Grampian 
Hills 
My father feeds his flocks ; a frugal swain, 
li\ nose constant cares were to increase hb store. 
And keep it only son, myself, at home. 
For 1 had heard of battles : and 1 long*d 
To follow to the field some warlike lord ; 
And Heaven soon granted what my sire denied. 
This moon, which rose last night round as my 

shield. 
Had not yet filKd her horns, when, by her light, 
A hand of fierce barbarians from the hills 
Roth*(^like a torrent down upon the vale, 
Sweeping our flocks and herds. X^e shepherds 
dcd 



For safety, and for succour. I alone. 
With bended bow, and quiver full of arrows, 
Hover'd about the enemy, and mark*d 
The road he took : then hasted to my friends i 
Whom, with a troop of fifty chosen men, 
1 met advancing. The pursuit I led. 
Till we o'ertook the spoil-encumber*d foe. 
We fought and conquered. Ere a sword was 

drawn. 
An arrow from my bow had pierc*d their chief. 
Who wore that day the arms which now I wear. 
Returning home in triumph, 1 disdnin'd 
The shepherd's slothfil life : and havins heard 
That our good king had summon'd his bold peers 
To lead their warriors to the Carron side, 
1 left my father's house, and took with me 
A chosen servant to conduct niy steps : 
Yon trembling coward, who forsook his master. 
Joumeyingi\'ith this intent, I pass'd these tow*rs; 
And, heaven-directed, came this day to do 
The happy deed that gilds my humble name. 
Lord Ran, He is as wise as brave : was ever 
tale " 
With such a gallant modesty rehears'd ? 
My brave deliv'rer 1 thou shalt enter now 
A nobler list ; and, in a monarch's sight. 
Contend with princes for the prize of fame. 
1 will present thee to our Scottish king. 
Whose valiant spirit e\er valor lov'd. 
Ha! my Matilda I wherefore starts that tear? 
Lady Ran. 1 cannot say ; for various affec- 
tions. 
And strangely mingled, in my bosom swell : 
Yet each of them may well command a tear. 
I joy that thou art sate ; and I admire 
Him, and his fortunes, who hath wrought thy 

safety ; 
Yea, as my mind predicts, with thine his own. 
Obscure and friendless, he the army sought ; 
Bent upon neril, in the range of death 
Rcsolv'd to liunt for fame, and with his sword 
To gain distinction which his birth denied. 
In this attempt unknown he might have pe- 

rish'd, ■ 
And gain'd with all his valor but oblivion. 
Now graced by thee, his virtue senes no more 
Beneath despiiir. The soldier now of hope. 
He stands conspicuous : fame and great renown 
Are brought within the compass of his sword. 
On this my mind reflected, whilst you S|X>ke, 
And bless a the wonder-working hand of Hea- 
ven. 
Lord Ran. Pious and grateful ever are thy 
thoughts ! 
My deeds shall follow where thou point'st the 

way. 
Next to myself, and equal to Glen^lvon, 
In honor and command shall Nor^ be. 
Norv. I know not how to thank you : rude I 
am 
In speech and manners : never till this hour 
Stood I in such a presence : yet, my lord. 
There's something in my breast which makes 

me boM 
To say, that Norval ne'er will shame thy favor. 
Lady Ran. I will be sworo thou wilt not. 
Thou shalt b« 
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My knight ; and ever, as then didst to^iay, 
With lumpy valor guard the life of Randolph. 

Lord Ran. Well bast thou spoke. Let me 
forbid reply. [To Nerval, 

We are thy debtors still ; thy high desert 
Overtops our gratitude. I must proceed. 
As was at first intended, to the camp ; 
Some of my train, I see, are specdine hither. 
Impatient doubtless of their lord's delay. 
Go with me, Norval ; and thine eyes shall see 
The chosen warriors of thy native land. 
Who lan^ish for the fight, and beat the air 
With brandished swords. 

Norv. Let us begone, my lord. 

§ 45. Young Norval informs Lord Randolph 
hu what Means fie acquired a Knowledge in 
the Art of IVar. Home. 

Beneath a mountain's brow, the most re- 
mote 
And inaccessible by shepherds trod. 
In a deep cave dug by no mortal hand, 
A hermit liv'd ; a melancholy man, 
W^ho was the wonder of our wand'ring swains. 
Austere and lonely, cruel to himself. 
Did they report him ; the cold earth his bed. 
Water nis drink, his food the shepherds* alms. 
I went to see him ; and my heart was touch'd 
With reverence and with pity. Mi|d he spake. 
And ent'ring on discourse, such stories told. 
As made me oft revisit his sad cell. 
For he had been a soldier in his youth \ 
And fought in famous battles, when the peers 
Of Europe, by the bold Godfredo led. 
Against the usurping infidel display'd 
The cross of Christ, and won the Holy Land. 
Pleas'd with my admiration, and the hre 
His speech struck from me, the old man would 

shake 
His years away, and act his young encounters : 
Then, having show'd his wounds, he'd sit him 

down. 
And all the livc-lonj; day discourse of war. 
To help my fancy, in the smooth green turf 
He cut the figures of the marshall'd hosts \ 
Deacrib*d the motions, and explain'd the use 
Of the deep column, and the lengthen'd line. 
The square, the crescent, and phalanx firm ; 
For all that Saracen or Christian knew 
Of war's vast art, was to this hermit known. 
■ Unhappy man I 

Returning homewards by Messina*s port. 
Loaded with wealth and honors bravely won, 
A rude and boist*rous captain of the sea 
Fasten'd a quarrel on him. I* lerce they fought ; 
The stran^cf fell ; and with his dyine breath, 
Declar'd hi^name and lineage, m ignty God ! 
The soldier cried, my brother! O my brother! 

i They exchang d forgiveness : 

And happy, in my mind, was he that died ; 
For many deaths nas the surviver suffer*d. 
In the wild desert on a rock he sits. 
Upon some nameless stream's untrodden banks. 
And ruminates all day his dreadful fate. 
At times, alas ! nor in his perfect mind, 
iiolds dialogues with hb kMr'd brothtt** ^KMt ^ 



And ofl each nijg;ht forsakes hit sullen couelit 
To make sad orisons for him he slew. 



§ 46. Douglass Soliloquy in the Wood, ^aii* 
ingfor Lady Randolph, ^ftrr ht was knmn 
to be her Son. HoMS* 

This is the place, the centre of the grove. 
Here stands the oak, the monarch of the wood! 
How sweet and solemn is this midnight tecne! 
The silver moon, unclouded, holds her way 
Thro* skies, where I could count eaeh little alar. 
The fanning west-wind scarcely stirs the leftvct| 
The river, rushing o*er its pebbled bed> 
Imposes silence with a stilly sound. 
In such a place as this, at such an hoar. 
If ancestry can be in aught believ*d. 
Descending spirits have conversed with nuLn, 
And told the secrets of the world unknown. 



Eventful day ! how hast thou chang*d my alalel 
Once on the cold and winter-shaded tiide 
Of a bleak hill mischance had rooted 
Never to thrive, child of another soil j 
Transplanted now to the gay sunny viile> 
Li ketne green thorn of May, myiortuneflow^n. 
Yeglorious stars! high heaven's resplendent koill 
To whom I oft have of my lot oompUio'd, 
Hear, and record m^ soul's unalter*a wuh! 
Dead or alive, let me but be renown'd ! 
May Heav*n inspire some fierce gigantic Dane 
To give a bold defiance to our host ! 
Before he speaks it out, I will accept : 
Like Don OLA8 conquer, or like DoueLAS die 

§ 47. CATO. Addisov. 

ACT h 

Enter Fortius and Marcus. 

Por, Tub dawn is overcast, the naomiiif 
low*rs. 
And heavily in clouds brings on the day: 
The great, th* important day, big with the fiila 
Of Cato and of Rome— our &ther's death 
Would fill up all the euilt of civil war. 
And close the scene o? blood. Already 
Has ravag'd more than half the globe, and 
Mankind grown thin by his deatructiviw O fd : 
Should he go farther, numbers would be waaU 

ing 
To form new battles and support hit cnmci. 
Ye gods, what havoc does ambition make 
Among your works ! 

Marc. Thy steady temper, Fbrtioi, 
Can look on guilt, rebellion, fraud, and CsMT, 
In the calm tights of mild philoaophy; 
Tm torturd e*en to madness, when I think 
On the proud victor : ev*ry time he*s oam*d 
Pharsalia rises to my view !— I see 
Th* insulting tyrant prancing o*er the field, ^ 
Strew*d with Rome's citizens, and dreochM in 

slauzhter. 
His horse's noofs wet with patrician blood I 
OPortius! is there not some choaen OKse, 
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hidden thunder in the stores of Heaven, 
Jted with uncommon wrath» to blast the man 
Whi* owes his greatness to his country's niin ? 
Pmr. Kelieve me, Marcus» *tis an impious 
ajfeatneaSf 
And muL*d with too mach horror to be envied. 
Hoir does the kistre of our father*s actions, 
Throagh tlie dark cloiul of ills that cover him, 
Break out, and bum witli more triumphant 

brightness I 
Hii fofl* rings shine, and spread a glory round 

him: 
Gfcatly anfintunate, he 6ghts the cause 
Of honor, virtue, liberty, and Rome. 
His sword ne'er fell but on the guiliy head ; 
Oppression, tyranny, and pow*r usurp*d, 
Dicw all the vengeance of his arm upon *cm. 
Mmrc. Who knows not this ? But wliat can 
Catodo 
Apinst a world, a base, degenerate world, 
Tnal courts the yoke, and bows the neck to Csa- 

sar? 
Pent up in Utica, he vainly forms 
A poor epitome of Roman greatness ; 
And* cover*d with Numidian guards, directs 
A ieeble arnnj, and an empty senate, 
BcBoantfl of mighty battles fought in vain. 
RrHeav'n, such virtues,join*d with such success, 
Ewact mj very soul : our father's fortune 
Woold almost tempt us to renounce his precepts. 
Pwr, Remember what our father oft has told 



Tlie ways of Heaven are dark and intricate : 
Pualed in mazes and perplexed with errors; 
Ov onderstandinff traces them in vain. 
Lost and bewilder d in the fruitless search ; 
Nor sees with how much art the windings run. 
Nor wliere the regular confusion ends. |]ease ; 
Marc These are suggestions of a mmd at 

Fortius, didst thou taste but hiilf the sriefs 
That wrins my soul, thou couldst not talk thus 

coldly. 
Rsssion onpttied, and successless love. 
Plant daggers in my heart, and a^ravate 
If V oUieirg;rieft. Were but my Lucia kind — 

i'ar. Thou see*st not that thy brother is thy 
rival ; \_ Aside, 

Bui I must hide it, for 1 know thy temfK-r. 
Now Marcus, now thy virtue^s on the proof:* 
Vm fcrth thy utmost stren^h, work ev'ry nerve, 
AiMTcall up all thy (jither in thy soul. 
To ooell the tyrant love, and guard thy heart 
On tliis weak side, where mosi uur nature fails. 
Would l>c a conquest worthy Caio*& son [lake, 

JfffTC. Fortius, the counsel which I cannot 
Inicad of healing, but upbraids my weakness. 
Bid me fi>r honor plunge into a war 
Of thickest foes, and rush on certain death, 
TheD shalt thou see that Marcus is not slow 
To follow glory, and confess his father. 
Love b not to be reasoned down, or lost 
In high ambition, or a thirst of greatness : 
Tit iccoud life, it grows into the soul. 
Warms cv*ry vein, and beats in e\'ry pulse : 

1 feel it here : my resolution melts, [priiiee, 
P«r* Behold young Juba, the Numidian 

With how nnvck care be forms himtclf to glory. 



And breaks the fierceness of his native temper. 
To copy out our father's bright example. 
He loves our sister Marcia, greatly loves he^: 
His eyes, his looks, his actions, all betray it : 
ButstiU thesmother*d fondne>sburnswiihmhim: 
When most it swells, and labors for a vent. 
The sense of honor and desire of fame 
Drive the big passion back into his heart. 
What ! shall an African, shall Juba's heir. 
Reproach great (^ato's son, and show the world 
A virtue wanting in a Roman soul ? 

Marc, Portiu.s, no more ! your words leave 
stints behind 'em. 
Whene'er did Juba, or did Fortius show 
A virtue that has cast me at a distance. 
And thrown me out in the pursuits of honor ? 
Por. Marcus, I know thy gen'rous temper 
well. 
Fling but th' appearance of dishonor on it, 
It straight takes fire, and mounts into a blaze. 
Marc. A brother's suflTrings claim a brother's 
pity. [eyes 

For. Heaven knows I pity thee. Behold my 
E'en whilst 1 speak-— do they not swim in tears? 
Were but my neart as naked to thy view, 
Marcus would see it bleed in his behalf. 
Marc. Why then dost treat me with rebukes, 
instead 
Of kind condoling cares, and friendly sorrow? 
Por, O Marcus! did I know the way to ease 
Thy troubled heart, and mitieate thy pains, 
Marcus, believe me, I could die to do it. 
Marc. Thou best of brothers, and thou best 
offriends ! 
Pardon a weak, distemper d soul, that swells 
With sudden gusts, ana sinks as soon in calms. 
The sport of passions. But Sempronius comes : 
He must not find this softness hanging on me. 

[£x. Marc. 

Enter Sempronius. 

Sem. Conspiracies no sooner should beform'd 
Than executed What means Fortius here? 
I like not that cold youth. 1 uitist dissemble. 
And speak a language foreign to my heart. 

lAtide. 
Good-morrow, Fortius ; let us once embrace. 
Once more embrace, while yet we Iwth are free. 
To-morrow, should we thus express our friend- 
Each might receive a slave into his arms.fship. 
This sun, perhaps, this morning's sun's the last 
Tliat e'er shall rise on Roman liberty. 

Por My father has this morning call'd tooe- 
To this poor hall his little Roman senate, [ther 
The leavings of Pliarsalia, to consult 
If yet he can op|x>se the misthty torrent 
That bears down Rome and all her gods before»it. 
Or musiiit length give up the world to Caesar. 

Sem. Not all the pomp and majesty of Rome 
Can raise her senate more than Cato's presence. 
His virtues render our assembly awful. 
They strike with something like religious fear, 
Ancf make e'en Ciesar tremble at the head 
Of armies fiubh'd with conque>t. O my Fortius, 
Could I but call that wondrous man my father. 
Would but thy sister Marcia be propitious 
To thy friend's vows, I might be blest indeed ! 
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Pbr. Alas, Sempronius ! wouldst thou talk 

of love 
To Marcia, whilst her father's life's in danger? 
Thou mightst as well court the pale trembling 

vestal. 
When she beholds the holy flame expiring. 

Sem, The more I see the wonders ot thy race, 
The more I*m charmed. Thou must take heed, 

my Fortius ; 
The world has all its eyes on Cato's son ; 
Thy father s merits set thee up to view. 
And show thee in the fairest point of li^ht. 
To make thy virtues or thy faults conspicuous. 
Por. Well dost thou seem to check my ling- 

*ring here 
On this important hour— 1*11 straight away 3 
And while the fathers of the senate meet 
In close debate, to weigh the events of war, 
I'll animate the soldiers* drooping courage 
With love of freedom, and contempt of life; 
I'll thunder in their ears their countiy's cause. 
And try to rouse up all that's Roman in 'em. 
*Ti8 not in mortals to command success. 
But we'll do more, Sempronius, we'll deserve it. 

[Exit. 
Sem. Curse on the stripling 1 how he apes 

his sire, 
Ambitiously sententious ! — ^But I wonder 
Old Syphax comes not : his Numidian genius 
Is well disposed to mischief, were he prompt 
And eager on it; but he must be spurr'd, 
And ev'ry moment quicken'd to the course. 
Cato has us'd me ill : he has refused 
His daughter Marcia to my ardent vows. 
Besides, his baffled arms, and ruin'd cause. 
Are bars to my ambition. Caesar s favor, 
That show'rs down greatness on his friends^ will 

raise me 
To Rome's first honors. If I j;ivc up Cato, 
I claim in my reward, his captive daughter. 
But Syphax comes 

Enter Syphax, 

Sy, Sempronius, all is ready. 
I've sounded my Numidians, man by man. 
And find them ripe for a revolt ; they all 
Complain aloud of Cato's discipline. 
And wait but the command to change their 
master. 

Sem, Believe me, Syphax, there's no time to 

waste ; 
E'en whilst we speak, our conqueror comes on. 
And gathers ground u|K)n us ev'ry moment. 
Alas ! thou know'st not Caesar's active soul. 
With what a dreadful course he rushes on 
From war to war. In vain has nature form'd 
Mountains and oceans to oppose his passaee; 
He l)ounds o'er all, victorious in his march : 
The Alps and Pyreneans sink before him ; 
Thro' winds and waves, and storms, he works 

his way, 
Impatient for the battle ; one day more 
Will set the victor thund'ring at our gates. 
But tell me, has thou yet drawn o'er young 

Juba ? 
Thatstill would recommend theemore to Caesar^ 

And challenge better tenm. 



Sy. Alas, he's lost I 
He's lost, Sempronius ! all his thoughts are fall 
Of Cato*s virtues. — But I'll try once aiore 
(For ev'ry instant I expect him here) 
If yet I can subdue those stubborn principlet. 
Ot faith and honor, and I know not what. 
That have corrupted his Numidian temper. 
And struck the infection into all his soul. 

Sem. Be sure to press upon him ev'ry motive 
Juba's surrender, since his father's death. 
Would give up Afric into Caesar's hands. 
And make him lord of half the burning zone. 
Sy, But is it true, Sempronius, that your se- 
nate 
Jbcall'd together ? Gods ! thou must be cautioat; 
Cato has piercing eves, and will discern 
Our frauds, unless they're cover'd thick with art. 
Sem. Let mealone, good Syphax; I'll conceal 
My thoughts in passion ('tis the surest way) ; 
I'll bellow out for Rome and for my countrfa^ 
And mouth at Cassar, till I shake the scaate. 
Your cold hypocrisy's a stale device, 
A worn-out trick : wouldst thou be thoaght in 

earnest. 
Clothe thy feign'd zeal in rage, in fiie, and fuiy 1 
Sy. In troth, thou'rt able to instruct gray 
heirs. 
And teach the wily African deceit. 
Sem. Once more be sure to try thy skill on 
Juba : 
Meanwhile I'll hasten to my Roman toldiecs. 
Inflame the mutiny, and underhand 
Blow up their discontents, till they break out 
Unlook d for, and discharge themselveson Cato. 
Remember, Syphax, we must work in baste : 

think what anxious moments pass between 
The birth of plots and their last fatal periods : 
O, 'tis a dreadful interval of time, 

Fill'd up with horror all, and biz with death I 
Destruction hangs on ev'ry word we Sfieak, 
On ev'ry thought ; till the concluding stroke 
Determines all, and closes our design. 

[Exii. 
Sy. I *11 try if I can yet reduce to reason 
This headstrong youth, and make him spam at 

Cato. 
The time is short ; Caesar comes rushingon u»-* 
But hold ! young Juba sees me, and approaches 

Enter Juba. 
Jul. Syphax, 1 joy to meet thee thus alone: 

1 have olMcrv'd of late thy looks are faH'n, 
O'ercast with gloomy cares and discontent. 
Then tell me, Syphax, I conjure thee tell me. 
What are the thoughts that knit thy brow in 

frowns. 
And turn thine eye thus coldly on thy prince) 
Sy. 'Tis not my talent toconceal my thou^ts. 
Or carry smiles and sunshine in my face, . 
When discontent sits heavy at my neart ; 
I have not yet so much the Roman in me. 
Jul. Why dost thou cast out such ungen*roiia 

terms 
Against the lords and sovereigns of the world I 
Dost thou not see mankind fall down before 

them. 
And own the force of their superior virtue } 
Is there a nation in the wilds of Afric, 
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Amidst our barren rocks, and burning sands. 
That docs not tremble at the Roman name? 

^. Gods ! where*s the worth that sets these 
people up 
Abore tier own Numidia's tawny sons ? 
Do they with toi^hjer sinews bend the bow ? 
Or flics the jav'lin swifter to its mark, 
Laanch'd from the vigor of a Roman arm ? 
Who like our active African instructs 
The 6ery steed, and trains him to his hand? 
Or Eindes in troops th* cmbatti'd elephant, 
Lkkq with war? These, these are arts, my 

prince. 
Id which your Zama does not stoop to Rome. 

Jmk, Tliese are all virtues of a meaner rank, 
IVffectioos that are plac'd in bones and nerves. 
A Romao sool is bent on higher views : 
To civilize the rude unpolish*d world. 
And lav it under the restraint of laws ; 
To mase man mild, and sociable to man ; 
To coUivate the wild licentious savage, 
Widi wisdom, discipline, and lib'ralarts, 
Th' embellishments of life : virtues like these 
Make baman nature shine, reform the soul. 
And break our fierce barbarians into men. 

Sff^ Patience, kind Heavens ! excuse an old 
man's warmth. 
What are these wondrous civilizing arts, 
Tlus Roman polish, and this smooth behaviour, 
Tbal fender man thus tractable and tame ? 
hit they noc only to disguise our passions. 
To set oor looks at variance with our thoughts, 
Ts check the starts and sallies of the soul, 
Aad bfcak off all its commerce with the tongue : 
la short, to change us into other creatures 
Than what our nature and the gods design'd us? 

Jmb, To strike thee duiob— turn up thy e}'es 
toCato; 
There asayst tboo see to what a godlike height 
llie Roman virtues lift up mortal man. 
Whilenod and iust, and anxious for his friends, 
He's sJll severely bent against himself; 
Beooancing sleep, and rest, and food, and ease, 
He strives with thirst and hunger, toil and 

. heat; 
And when his fortune sets before him all 
The pomps and pleasures that his soul can wish. 
His rigid virtue will accept of none. 

Sff. Relieve mc, prince, there's not an Afri- 
can 
That traverses our vast Numidian deserts 
Id quest of prey, and lives upon his bow, 
Btot better practises these boasted virtues. 
CbHse are nis meals, the fortune of the chase ; 
Aflsidst the nmning^tream he slakes his thirst; 
Toils all the day, and at the approach of night 
Od the §iit friendly hoalr he throws him down, 
Ot icsis hu head upon a rock till morn ; 
Then rises fresh, pursues his wonted game ; 
And if the following day he chance to find 
A new repast, or an untasted spring* 
BksBCs bis stars, and thinks it luxury. 

Jnb. Thy pr^udices, Syphax, won't discern 
What virtues grow from ignorance and choice. 
Nor how the hero differs from the brute. 
But grant that others could with equal glory 
Look down on pleaiiucs> and the baits ot sense. 



Where shall we find the man that bears afflic- 
tion. 
Great and majestic in his griefs, like Cato? 
Heavens ! with what strength, what steadiness 

of mind. 
He triumphs in the midst of all his suff' rings! 
How does he rise against a load of woes. 
And thank the gods that throw the wejght up- 
on him ! ' [soul; 

Sy, 'Tis pride, rank pride, and haughtiness of 
I think the Romans call it Stoicism. 
Had not your royal father thought so highly 
Of Roman virtue and of Cato's cause. 
He had not fall'n by a slave's hand inelorious ; 
Nor would his slaughter d army now nave lain 
On Afric's sands, disfigur'd with their wounds. 
To gorze the wolves and vultures of Numidia. 

Jfi^. Why dost thou call my sorrows upafresh ? 
My father's name brings tears into my eyes. 

Sjf, O that you'd profit by your father s ills I 

Jul. What wouldst thou have me do? 

Sy. Abandon Cato. 

Jul, Syphax, I should be more than twice an 
orphan 
By such a loss. 

Sy, Ay, there's the tie that hinds you 1 
You long to call him father. Marcia's charms 
Work in your heart unseen, and plead for Cato» 
No wonder you arc deaf to all I say. 

Jub, Syphax, your zeal becomes importunate; 
I've hitherto permitted it to rave. 
And talk at large ; but learn to keep it in. 
Lest it should take more freedom than I'll give it. 

Sy. Sir, your great father never us'd mc thus. 
Alas, he's dead I but can you e'er forget 
llie tender sorrows, and the pangs of nature. 
The fond embraces, and repeated blessings. 
Which you drew from him in your last farewell? 
Still must I cherish the dear sad remembrance. 
At once to torture and to please my soul. 
The good old king at parting wrung my hand 
(His eyes brimful of tears) ; then sighing* 

crietl, 
Pr'ythee be careful of my son ! — His grief 
Swell'd up so high, he could not utter more. 

Juh. Alas, thy story melts away my soul ! 
That best of fathers 1 how shall I discharge 
The gratitude and duty which I owe him? 

Sy, By laying up his counsels in your heart.' 

jub. His counsels bade me yield to thy di- 
rections : 
Then, Syphax, chide me in severest terms ; 
Vent all tny passion, and I '11 staild its shock. 
Calm and unruffled, as a summer sea. 
When not a breath of wind flics o'er its surface. 

Sy. Alas, my prince! I'd guide yon to your 
safety. [how. 

Juh. I do believe thou wouldst ; but tell me 

Sy. Fly from the fate that follows Caesar's 

Juh. My father scorn'd to do it. [foes. 

Sy, And therefore died. 

Jul. Better to die ten thousand deaths. 
Than wound my honor. 

Sy, Rather say, your love. [temper. 

Juh, Syphax I've promised to preserve my 
Why wilt ihou urge mc to confess a flame 
I long have stifled, and would fain conceal ? 
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5y. Bdieve me, prince, tho* hard to conqaer 
lore, 
*Tii etsier to divert and bn-ak ii5 force. 
Abaence inisht cure it, or :i second mistma 
Light up another flame, and |>uf out this. 
The glowing dames of Zam.i's royal court 
Have feces flush*d with n»ore •x.-ihed charms : 
The ann, that rolls his chariot o'er their heads. 
Works np mon* fire and color in their cheeks : 
Were yon with these, my prince, you'd aoon 

forget 
The pale, unripen*d beauties of the North. 

Jul\ *Tis not a set of features or complexion. 
The tincture of a skin that I admire : 
Beauty soon grows familiar to the lover. 
Fades in his eye, and palls upon the sense. 
The virtuous Marcia towers »bove her sex : 
Tme, she is fair— O how divinely fairl 
But still the lovely maid improves her charms 
With inward greatness, unnfTecied wisdom. 
And sanctity of manners ; Cato*s soul 
Shines out in every thing she acts or speaks. 
While winning mildness and attractive smiles 
Dwell in her looks, and with l>ecoming grace 
Soften the rigor of her father's virtue. 

Sjf, How does your tongue grow wanton in 
her praise f 
Bat on my knee? I beg you would consider— 

Jul. Hall ! Syphax, is t not she? — She moves 
this way : 
And with her Lucia, Lucius*s feir daughter 
My heart beats thick— I pr*ythee, Syphax, 
leave me. 

iSy . Ten thousand curses fasten on *em both ! 
Now will this woman, with a single glance. 
Undo whtt l*ve been laboring all this while. 

[Exii Stfpkax. 

Eniwr Marcia and Lucia, 

Jub, Hail, charming maid I how does thy 
beauty smooth 
Tha free of war, and make even horror smile ! 
At sight of thee my heart shakes off its sorrows ; 
1 feela dawn of joy break in upon me. 
And for a while forgtt the approach of Caesar. 

Mar. I should \x griev'd, young prince, to 

think my presence [arms. 

Unbent your thoughts, and slacken'd em to 

While, warm with slaughter, our victorious foe 

Threatens aloud, and calls jrou to the field. 

Jub. O Marcia, let me hope thy kind concern 
And ventle wishes follow me to battle ! 
The thought will give new vigor to my arm. 
Add strength and weight to my descending 

sword. 
And drive it in a feenpest on the foe. 

Mar. My prayers and wishes always shall at- 
tend [virtue. 
The friends of ftome, the glorious cause of 
The men approv'd of 1^ the gods and Cato. 

Jub. That Joba onry desen c thy pious cares, 
ril gaze for ever on tny godlike (atner, 
T>ansplanting, one by one, into my life 
flh bright perfections, till 1 s ine like him. 

Mar. My father never at a time like this 
Woold Uyoat his great soul in words, and waste 
Sndi Bn i m m anmmm. 



Jub. Thy reproofs arc Hnt, 
Thou virtuous maid! I*il bastcn to my troops. 
And fire their langnid souls with Cato svirtoe. 
If e*er I lead them to the field, when all 
The war shall stand rang'd in its ju>t array. 
And dreadful pomp; then will I think on thea* 

lovely main! then will I think on thee; 
And in the shock of charging hosts, re m ember 
What elorious deeds should grace the man who 

noi)es 
For Marcia's love. [Exitjuhm* 

Luc. Marcia, you* re too severe : 
How could you chide the young good-natoi^d 

prince. 
And drive him from you with so stem an air, 
A prince that loves and dotes on you to death I 
Mar. *Tis therefore, Lucia, that I chid him 

from me. 
His air, his voice, his looks, and honest aoo!. 
Speak all so movingly in his behalf, 

1 dare not trust myself to hear him talk. 

Luc. Why will you fight against so sweet m 
passion. 
And steel your heart to such a world of che 

Afar. How, Lucia ! wouldst thou have 
sink away 
In pleasing dreams, and lose myself in love» 
When ev*ry moment Cato*s life*s at stake! 
Cesar comes arm'd with terror and reyenge. 
And aims his thunder at my fathei's hcndU 
Should not the sad occasion swallow up 
My other cares, and draw them all into iti 

Luc. Why have not I this constancy of mind. 
Who Ktive so many griefs to try its force? 
Sure, nature form'd me of her soflest moaM, 
FInfeebled all my soul with tender passicms. 
And sunk me even below my own weak 
Pity and love, by turns, oppn>!« my heart. 

Mar. Lucia, disburthen all thy cares on 
And let me share thy most retired distress. 
Tell me who raises up this conflict in thee. 

Luc. I need not blush to name them, when 
I tell thee 
They're Marcia's brothers, and the sons ef 
Cato. 

Mar. They both behold thee with their sitla^i 
eyes. 
And often have reveal'd their passion to 
But tell me whose address thou favor^st i 
I long to know, and yet I dread to hear it. 

Luc. Which is it Marcia wishes for? 

Mar. For neither. 
And yet for both — ^The youths have eqtnil 

share 
In Marcia's wishes, and divide their sister : 
But tell me which of them is Lucia's choice? 

Luc. Marcia, they both are high in m^ 
But in mv love — wny wilt thou make me 

him? 

Thou know*st it is a blind and foolish ptssioD* 
Pleas'd and disgusted with it knows not vrhtt* 

Afar. O Lucia, I *m perplex*d; O tell me whidl 
I must hereafter call my happy brother? 

Luc. Suppose *t were Fbrtius, could yOQ 
blame my choice ? 
O Fortius ! thou hast stol'n away my sovl f 
With whst a graceful tenderiMi lie lofcs. 
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Aii4 bmihet the toflcsl» te tioeemt vows I 
GQBplaceiicy» and troth, and ixumly sweetness. 
Dwell ever on his tongue and smooth his 

thoughts. 
Maiciit is over warm : bis fond complaints 
Hspc ao much earnestness and passion in them, 
I hear him with a secret kind of horror, 
Aad^ tremble at bis vehemence of temper. 

'. Alas, poor jouth! how canst thoo 

throw bim from thee ? 

thou koow'st not half the love he bears 

thee; 

tn be speaksof thee, bis heart's in flames,' 
He sends out all his soul in cv'ry word. 
And thinks, and talks, and looks like one trans- 



UohiWy, ^ 

TcBparta and storms in his afnicted bosom ! 
IdHM the cooaequenoe. 

Lac. Yb« seem to ^ead 
AguBrt vov brother Fortius. 

Jmt. ncavco forbid ! 
Had Fortins been the unsuccessful lover, 
Tba M i e compassion would have fairn on him. 

Xiic Was ever vinin love distrest like mine ! 
Fniliai hioiaelf olt SlU in tears before me. 
As if he nsoum'd his rival's ill success; 
Tbea bids me hide the motions of my heart, 
XsrAoia w h ich wajr it turns: so much he fears 
The ad afieeCs that it will have on Marcus. 

He knows too wall how easily he*s fir'd, 
~~^ not plunge his brother in despair, 
fior happier times and kinder mo- 



la 
Bq 
And 



Alaa I too late I find myself involv*d 
iMflriefa and labyrinths of woe } 
amict my Marcia*s family, 
&senaKMi in the hearts of brothers. 



_ thooght 1 it cuts into my soul. 
'• Let ua not, Lucia, aggravate our sor- 



ts die ffid* submit the event of things. 
Ov Kvaa diaoolor*d with our present woes, 
Maf atill grow bright, and smile with happier 
homa. 



ty ora limpid stream, when foul with stains 
Of iiwning torrents, and descending rains. 



r, and, as it runs, refines j 
Til, by dcnaes, the floating mirror shines, 
'^^^ ^ eadi flow*r that on the border grows ; 
besvan in its fiur bosom flows. 

lExemnL 



ACT IL 

XBMl^ ikg Senate, Lucius, Sempronius, and 

Senators. 



I. Rom still survives in this assembled 

aenate! 

Lit ma rtmeaber we are Cato*s friends. 

And act like men who claim that glorious title. 

ZsK. Cato will soon be here, wad open to us 

Tk*oecaNOQ of oar meeting. Hark, he comes 1 

[A sound qf trumpets. 
May aO the guaidiaa gods of Rome direct him ! 



Enter Cato. 
Cato. Fathers, we once again are mat in 

council ; 
Cssar*s approach has summon d us together^ 
And Home attends her fate from our resolves. 
How shall w.? treat this bold aspiring man? 
Success still follows him, and backs his crinocti 
Pharsalia ^ve him Home, Egypt has since 
Received his yoke, and the wholeNile is Caesar*!. 
Why should I mention Juba's overthrow. 
And Sci\)io*s death ? Numidia^s burning sands 
Still smoke with blood. *Tis time we should 

decree 
What course to take. Our foe advances oa us. 
And envies us even Libyans sultry deserts. 
Fathers, pronounce your thoughts: are they 

still fixM 
To hold it out, and fight it to the last) 
Or are your hearts subdu*d atlength,andwroug!ht 
By time, and ill success, to a submission? 
Sempronius, speak. 

Sem, My voice is still for war. 
Gods 1 can a Roman senate Ions d^Mite 
Which of the two to choose-— siav*ry or death ? 
No, let us rise at once, gird on our swords* 
And, at the head of our remaining troops. 
Attack the foe, break through the thick array 
Of his throng*d legions, and charge home upon 

him. 
Perhaps some arm, more lucky than the rest* 
May reach his heart, and free the world from 

bondage- [^^P » 

Rise, fathers, rise! *tis Rome demands your 
Rise, and revenge her slaughtered citizens. 
Or share their fate I The corps of half her senatt 
Manure the fields of Thessaly; while we 
Sit here delib* rating in cold debates. 
If we should sacrifice our lives to honor. 
Or wear them out in ser\'itude and chains. 
Rouse up, for shame \ our brothers of Pharsalia 
Point at their wounds, and cry aloud— To battle! 
Great Pompey's shade complains that we are 

slow. 
And Scipio*s ghost walks unreveng'd amongit 

us. 
Cato. Let not a torrent of impetuous zeal 
Transport thee thus beyond the bounds of rea- 
True fortitude is seen in ^reit exploits [son : 
That justice warrants, and that wisdom guides; 
All else is tow*ring phrensy and distraction. 
Are not the lives of those who draw the sword 
In Rome*s defence intrusted to our care ? 
Should we thus lead them to a field of slaughter. 
Might not th' impartial world with reason say. 
We lav ish*d at ou r deaths the blood of thousanda. 
To grace our fall, and make our ruin glorious ? 
Lucius we next would know what*s your opi* 

nion. [on peace. 

Luc. My thoughts, I must confess, are turn'd 
Already have our miarrcls fill'd the world 
Wiihwiduws and with orphans: Scythia mourns 
Our guilty wars, and earth*s remotest regions 
Lie half unpeopled by the feuds of Rome : 
'Tis time to sheathe the sword and spare man- 
It is not Caesar, but the gods, my fathers,[kind» 
The gods declare against us, and repel 
Our vain atuoipts. To urge the foe to battle 
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(Prompted by blind revenge and wild despair) 
Were to refuse th' awards of Providence, 
And not to rest in Heaven's determination. 
Already have we shown oar love to Rome, 
Now let us show submission to the gods. 
We took up arms, not to revenge ourselves, 
But free the commonwealth ; when this end 

fails. 
Arms have no farther use. Our country*s cause. 
That drew our swords, now wrests them from 

our hands. 
And bids us not delight in Roman blood 
Unprofitably shed. What men could do. 
Is Gone already: heaven and earth will wit- 
ness. 
If Rome must fall, that we are innocent. 
Sem. This smooth discourse, and mild beha- 
viour, oft 
Conceal a traitor. Something whispers me 
All is not rigbt--<Jato, beware of Lucius. 

l^AsicU' to Caio. 
Cato, Let us appear nor rash nor diihdent; 
Immoderate valor swells into o fault; 
And fear admitted into public councils, 
Betrays like treason. Let us shun them both. 
Fathers, I cannot see that our affairs 
Are grown thus desp' rate; we have bulwarks 

round us ; 
Within our walls are troops inur*d to toil 
In Afric*s heat, and season'd to the sun ; 
Numidi.Vs spacious kmgdom lies behind us. 
Ready to rise at itb young prince's call. 
While there is hope, do not distrust the gods; 
But wait at least till Caesar s near approach 
Force us to yield. *Twill never be too late 
To sue for chains^ and own a conqueror. 
Why should Rome fall a moment ere her time? 
No : let us draw her term of freedom out 
In its full length, and spin it to the last. 
So shall we gain still one day*s liberty : 
And let me perish, but in Cato*s judgement, 
A day, an hour, of virtuous liberty 
Is worth a whole eternity in bondage. 

Enter Marcus, 

Mar, Fathers, this moment, as I watch*d the 
ptc, 

Lodg*d in my post, a herald is arriv*d 

From Caesar s camp, and with him comes old 
Dccius, 

The Roman knight ; he carries in his looks 

Impatience, and demands to speak with Cato. 
Cato. By your permission, father»^bid him 
enter. [Exit Marcus, 

Decius was once my friend; but other pro- 
spects 

Have ]oos*d those ties, and bound him fast to 
Caesar. 

His message may determine our resolves. 

Enter Decius, 

Dec, Caesar sends health to Cato 
• Cato, Could he send it 
To Cato*s slaughter'd friends, it would be wel- 
come. 
Jlre not yoor orden toaddren the lenate? 



Dec. My businett is with Cato; Cesar 
The straits to which you* re driven ; and, as he 

knows 
Cato's high worth, is anxious for your life. 

Cato, My life is grafted on the fate of Rome. 
Would he save Cato, bid him spare his coun- 
try. 
Tell your dictator this ; and tell him, Cato 
Disdains a lite which he has power to ofler. 
Dec, Rome and her senators submit lo 
Caesar; 
Her gen'rals and her consuls are no more. 
Who check'd his conquests, and denied his tri 

umphs : 
Why will not Cato be this Canar*s friend ? 
Cato, Those very reasons thou hast urg*dl 

forbid it. 
Dec, Cato, I *ve orders to expostulate. 
And reason with you, as from friend to friend 
Think on the storm that gathers o'er your heec 
And threatens ev'ry hour to burst upon it. 
Still may you stand high in your coimtry*s he . 

liors; 
Do but comply, and make your peace wit 

Canar, 
Rome will rejoice, and cast its eyes on Cat% 
As on the second of mankind. ■' 

Cato, No more : 
I must not think on life on such conditionk 
Dec, Caesar is well acquainted with yoi 
virtues. 
And therefore sets this value on your life. 
Let him but know the price of Cato*t friea 

ship. 
And name your term$. 

Cato, Bid him disband his lemons. 
Restore the commonwealth to liberty. 
Submit his actions to the public censure. 
And stand the judgement of a Roman 
Bid him do this, and Cato is his friend. 
Dec, Cato, the world talks loudly of 

wisdom ■ 
Cato. Nay more — tho' Cato's voice 
em ploy *d 
To clear the guilty, and to varnish cri 
Myself will mount the rostrum in his fiv 
And strive to gain his pardon from the 
Dec, A style hke this becomes a conq 
Cato. Decius, a style like this beoomes 

man. . 

Dec. What is a Roman that isCcsar^tfwl j 
Cato, Greatcr\han Caesar : he*s a friend l» 

virtue. 
Dec, Consider, Cato, you*re in Utica, 
And at the head of your own little senate; 
You don't now thunder in the capitol. 
With all the mouths of Rome to second jomm 
Colo. Let him consider that, who drivit vi^ 
hither ; 
*Tis Caesar s sword has made Rome*s aenatt 

little. 
And thinn'd its ranks. Alas 1 thy dazikd cyt 
Beholds this man in a false glaring light. 
Which conquest and success have tnrowo opon 

him; 
Didit thou but riew him right, thou dtt Mt 
bin black 
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ith murder, treason, sacrilege, and crimes 
lat strike my soul with horror but to name 

them, 
tnow thoii look*9t on me, as on a wretch 
9tt with ilisp and cover*d with misfortunes; 
A, \f9 the gods I swear, millions of worlds 
lonld never buy me to be like that Caesar. 
I>er. Does Cato send this answer back to 

Ccnr 
or aU his gen*rous cares and proffer'd friend- 
ship? 
a. nu cares for me are insolent and vain : 

vptuous roan ! the gods' take care of Cato. 

\ Cesar show the greatness of his soul, 

B employ his care for these my friends, 

ukegood use of his ill-gotten pow*r, 

dt^ring men much better than nimself. 

:l Yoor high unconquer^d heart makes 

yoa forget 

•et msn ; you rush on your destruction. 

km done. When I relate hereafter 

rieofthis unhafvpy embassy, 

one will be in tears. [ Exit Decius, 

u OrtD, we thank thee. 

jjl^ti genius of immortal Rome 
in ttv voice ; thy soul breathes liberty. 

win tnrink to hear the words thou ut- 
ter'rt, 

kidder in the midst of all his conquests. 

& The senate owns its gratitude to Cato, 

with so great a soul consults its safety, 

|Midi our lives while he neglects his 

•wn, 

i^Seopronius gives no thanks on this ac- 
eouot. 

feKcmi fond of lifa ; but what is life ? 
M to stalk about, and draw fresh air 
6De to time, or gaze upon the sun : 
)be free. When liberty is gone, 
jMws insipid, and has lost its relish. 
iid taj dying hand but lodge a sword 
■Br^s bosom, and revenge my country 1 
nvens, I could enjoy the pangs of death, 
telle in agony. 
4^ Others, perhaps, 
, fUnt their country with as warm a zeal, 
Mgh 'fis not kindled into such a rage. 
Im. This tober conduct is a mighty virtue 
, Udewarm patriots. 
Cbi9, Come ; no more, Sempronius : 
I here are friends to Rome, and to each other. 
1 1B not weaken still the weaker side 
oar divisions. 

Sem. Cato, my resentments 
eaacrific'd to Rome — I stand reprovM. 
Caio. Fathers, *tis time you come to a resolve. 
Car. Cato, we all go into your opinion : 
*s behaviour has convinc*d the senate 



r 



t ought to hold it out till terms arrive. 
Sem. We ought to hold it out till death ; but, 

Cato, 
rprivate voice is drownd amidst the senate's. 
CUo. Then let us rise, my friends, and strive 

t*(ill 
lis little interval, this pause of life, 
i^hile yet onr liberty and fatea are doabtfbl) 
ith laolotioD, fricodship, Roman brayery, 



And all the virtues we Can crowd ititd it ; 
That Heaven may sav it ought to be prolongfd. 
Fathers, farewell !-»Theyoung Numidian prince 
Comes forward, and expects to know our coun- 
sels. {^Exeunt Seuaiort. 
Enter Juha. 
Juba, the Roman senate has resolv*(f, 
Till time gives better prospects, still to keep 
The sword unsheath*d, and turn its edge on Ce- 
sar. 

Jub. The resolution fits a Roman senate. 
But, Cato, lend me for a while thy patience. 
And condescend to hear a young man speak. 
My father, when some days before his death 
He orderM me to march for Utica, 
(Alas, I thought not then his death so near!) 
Wept o'er me, pressed me in his aged arms; 
And, as his griefs gave way. My son, said he. 
Whatever fortime shall befall thy father. 
Be Cato*s friend ; he*il train thee up to great 
And virtuous deeds ; do but obsen'C him well| 
Thou*It shun misfortunes, or thou*It learn to 
bear them. 

Cato, Juba, thy father was a worthy prince. 
And merited, alas I a better fate j 
But Heaven thought otherwise. 

Jul. My father's fate. 
In spite of^all the fortitude that shines 
Before my face in Cato*s great example. 
Subdues my soul, and fills my eyes with teara. 

Cato, It is an honest sorrow, and becomet 
thee. 

Jub. My father drew respect from foreign 
climes : 
The kings of Afric sought him for their friend 
Kings far remote, that rule, as fame re|)Orts, 
Behmd the hidden sources of the Nile, 
In distant worlds, on t* other side the sun ; 
Oh have their Mack ambassadors appear*d, 
Loaden with gifts, and fill'd the courts of 
Zama. 

Cato. I am no stranger to thy father's great- 
ness. 

Jub, I would not boast the greatness of my 
father. 
But point out new alliances to Cato. 
Have we not better leave this Utica, 
To arm Numidia in our cause, and court 
Th* assistance of my father*s powerful friends ? 
Did they know Cato, our remotest kings 
Would pour embattled multitudes about him : 
Their swarthy hosts would darken all our 

plains. 
Doubling the native horror of the war. 
And making death more grim. 

Cato. And canst thou think 
Cato will fly before the swrii of Caesar? 
Reducd, like Hannibal, to sei k relief 
From court to court, and wander up and down 
A vagabond in Afric ? 

Jub. Cato, perhaps 
1 *m too officious ; but my forward cares 
Would fain preserve a life of so much valuts 
My heart is wounded, when I see such virtuf 
Afflicted bv the weight of such misfortunes. 

Cato. 'Iny nobleness of soul obli^ nie. 
But know, young prince, that yaloi soar» dbova 
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What the world calls misfortune and affliction. 
These are not ills ; else would they nexer fall 
On Hearen*s first favVitcs, and the best of men. 
Ilie goiis, in bounty, work up storms about us. 
That gifc mankind occasion to crxcrt 
Their nidden strength, and throw out into prac- 
tice 
Virtues which shun the day, and lie conceal'd 
In the smooth seasons and the calms of life. 
Juh* I *m charm'd whene'er thou talk'st ; I 

rant for virtue ; 
my soul endeavours at perfection. 
Cttio, Dost thou love watching, abstinence, 
and toil. 
Laborious virtues all? Learn them from Cato: 
Succeu and fortune must thou learn from Cse- 
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sar. 
Jul. The best good fortune that can fall on 
Juba, 
The whole success at which my heart aspires. 
Depends on Cato. 

Caio, What does Juba say ? 
Thy words confound me. 

Juh, I would fain retract them. 
Give*em me back again: theyaiin'd at nothing. 
Cato, Tell me thy wish, young prince j make 
not my ear 
A stranger to thy thoughts. 

Jul). O, they re extravagant ; 
Still let roe hifie them. 

OUo, What can Juba ask 
That Cato will refuse? 

Juh, I fear to name it : 
Marciai— inherits all her father's virtues* 
Cato. What wouldst thou say? 
Juh. Cato, thou hast a daughter. 
Cato, Adieu, young prince. I would not 
hear a word 
Should lessen thee in my esteem. Remember 
The hand of fate is over us, and Heaven 
Exacts severity from all our thoughts. 
It is not now a time to talk of aught 
But chains, or conquest ; liberty, or death. 

[Exit, 
Enter Syphax, 
Sy, How*s tliis, my prince? What, covcr*d 
with confusion ? 
You look as if yon stem philosopher 
Had just now chid you. 
Juh. Syphax, I'm undone, 
i^. I know it well. 
Juh. Cato thuiks meanly of me. 
Sy, And so will all mankind. 
Jiih, I've open'd to him 
The weakness of my soul, my love for Marcia. 

Sy> Cato*s a proper person to intrust 
A lo\'e-tale with I 

Juh. O, I could pierce my heart, ^ 
My foolish heart Was ever wretch like Juba ? 
Sy, Alas, my prince, howareyouchang'dof 
late! 
Tve known young Juba rise before the sun. 
To beat the thicket where the tis^r slept. 
Or seek the lion in his dreadful haunts : 
How did the color mount into your cheeks. 
When first you lous'd him to the chase! 1 *?€ 
seen you. 



E'en in the Libyan dog-days, hunt him down, 
Then charge him close, provoke him to the 

rage 
Of fangs and claws, and, stooping from yoor 

norsc. 
Rivet the panting sAvage to the ground. 
Juh. Pr'ythee, no more. 
Sy. How would the old kins smile 
To see you weigh the paws when tipp'd with 

gold. 
And throw the shaggy spoils about yoor shoot 
ders! 
Juh. Syphax, -this old man*s talk, thoa||i 
honey flow'd 
In ev'ry word, would now lose all its 
Cato 's displeas'd, and Marcia lost for 
Sy, Young prince, I yet could ghre yoi 
good advice, 
Marcia might still be yours. 

Juh. Wnat say'st thou, Syphax? 
By heavens, thou tum'st me all into attmiflOi 
Sy, Marcb might still be yours. 
Juh, As how, dear Syuluuc ? 
Sy. Juba commands Numidia*s haidy tiDOpSs 
Mounted on steeds unus*d to the rettmiii 
Of curbs or bits, and fleeter than the windi. 
Give but the word, "we *11 snatch this dimtcl up. 
And bear her off. 

Juh. Can such dishonest thooghtt 
Rise up in man? Wouldst thou aedooe wag 

youth 
To do an act that would destroy my honor } 
Sy, Gods, I could tear my hair to hcv ytm 
talkl 
Honor's a fine imaginary notion 
Tliat draws in raw and unexperienc'd nm • 
To real mischiefs, while they hunt a shshdovr. 
Juh, Wouldst th«u degrade thy prioee into a 

rufl&an? 
Sy. The boasted ancestors of these great naOi 
Whose virtues you admire, were all sudi rdm 

fians. 
This dread of nations, this almighty Rom^ 
That comprehends in her wide empire's booadi 
All under heaven, was founded on a mpas 
Your Scipios, Cssars, Pompeys, and your Catos 
(The ffods on earth), are all the spunous brood 
Of violated maids, of ravish'd Sabincs. 

Juh. Syphax, I fear that hoaiy head of thiiw 
Abounds too much in our Numidian wiles. 
Sy. Indeed, my prince, you want to 
the world. 
You have not read mankind ; jour youth 

mires 
The throes and swellings of a Roman touL 
Cato*s bold flighu, th* extravagance of ^^~ 
Juh. If knowledge of the world i 
perfidious. 
May Juba ever live in ignorance I 
Sy. Go, 00 ; you* re young. 
Juh. Gous, must I tamely bear 
This arrogsnce unanswer'd ? Thou 'rt m tnilor, 
A false old traitor. 
Sy. I have gone too far. TAiide. 

Juh. Cato shall know the baseness of toy sooL 
Sy* Imustappeaaethisstorm,orpcriaaiDit» 
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Young prince^ bdiold these locks, that are 

grown white 
Beneath a helmet in your father's battles. 
M\ Those locks snail ne'er protect thy in- 
solence. 
5y. Must one rash word, th* infirmity of 



age, 
Huow down the merit of mj better years ? 
Hiis the reward of a whole life of service ! 
-^ane on the boy, how steadily he hears me ! 

{^Atide. 
M, Is it becaose the throne of my forefa- 
thers 
Still standi anfilTd, and that Numidia*s crown 
Hini^ donbdbl yet whose head it shall enclose, 
Tboo thus piresom'st to treat thy prince with 
•com? 
Sjf, Why will you rive my heart with such 
ea|Hci8ions ? 
Oaes not old Syphax follow yon to war ? 
What are his aims? Why does he load with 

darte . 
His tfcinbling hand, and crush beneath a casque 
Rh wrinkksdhrows ? Whal is it he aspires to ? 
If it not this : to shed the slow remains, 
Hn bsl DOor ebb of blood in yonr defence } 
Jmb* avphax, no more : I would not hear you 

^. Not hear me talk I what, when my faith 
to Jaba, 
My nj9\ aaeiu^s son, is caird in question ? 
Mj prince may strike me dead, aud I *11 be 

domb ; 
Bm wliilst I lire I must not hold my tongue. 
And iatttoiah out old ace in his displeasure. 
JU. Thooknow'st the way too well into my 

I do believe thee loyal to thy prince. 

J^. What greater instance can 1 gire? I*ve 
ORrd 
To do an action which my soul abhors, 
Aad gain Tou whom you love at any price. 
ifcE. Was this thy motive? I've been too 

hastv. 
%. Ana 'tis for thb my prince has caird me 

traitor. 
,Jut» Sore thou mistak'st: I did hot call thee 

•0. 

S^. You did indeed, my prince, you call'd 
me traitor ; 

lhy« farther, threalen*d yon*d complain toCato. 

Of what, mj prince, would you complain to 
Catof 

Ihil Syphax loves yon, and would sacrifice 

Bis life, nay more, tils honor, in your service? 
Jb^. Sypnax, I know thou lov*st me bu in- 
deed 

Thf leal for Joba carried thee too far. 

Beoor f a sacred tie, the law of kines, 

Tbeooble mind*s distinguishing perfection, 

Thataida and strengthens virtue where it meets 
her, 

Aad iontatei her actions where she is not : 

It oq|^t not to be sported with. 
%. By heavens, 

I'm iavish*d when yoo talk thus« though yon 
chide me I 
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Alas t I *ve hitherto Leeti I2s*d to think 
A blind officious zeal to sen'e my king 
The ruling principle, that ought to burn 
And quench all others in a subjects heart. 
Happy the people who preserve their honor 
By the same duties that oblige their prince 1 
Jub. Syphax, thou now Ijteginn'st to speak 
thyself. 
Numidia 's grown a scorn among the nations. 
For breach of public vows. Our Punic faith 
Is infamous, and branded to a proverb. 
Svphax, we Ml join our cares, to purge away 
Our country's crimes, and clear her reputation. 
Si/, Believe me, prince,you make old Syphax 
weep 
To hear you talk— but *tis with tears of joy. 
If e*er your father's crown adorn your brows, 
Numioia will be blest by Cato's lectures. 
Jub. Syphax, thy hand 3 we'll mutually 
fbrset 
The warmth of youth, and frowardness of age ; , 
Thy prince esteems thy worth, and loves thy 

person. 
I f e>r tne sceptre comes into my hand, 
Syphax shall stand the second in uiy kingdom. 
Sy. Why will you overwhelm my age with 
kindness ? 
My joy grows burthensome, I shan't support it. 
Jub. Syphax, farewell. Til hence, and try 
to find 
Some blest occasion that may set me right 
In Cato*s thoughts. I'd ratner have that man 
Approve my deeds, than worlds for my admi* 
rers. [ Exii, 

Sy, Young men soon give, and soon forget 
affronts : 
Old ape is slow in both — A false old traitor !<■«- 
These words, rash boy, may chance to cost thee 

dear. 
My heart had still some foolish fondness for 

thcc : 
But hence ! 'tis gone : I give it to the winds : 
Cccsar, I am wholly thine. 

Enicr Sempronius, 
All hail, Sempronius! 
Well, Cato*s senate is resolv'd to wait 
The fury of a siege before it Yi«?ld$. 

Sem. Svphax, we both were on the verge of 
fate ! 
Lucius declar'd for peace, and terms were offer'd 
To Cato, by a messenger from Caesar. 
Should they submit ere our designs are ripe, 
We both must perish in the common wreck. 
Lost in the gen ral undistingiMslVd ruin. 
Sy. But how stands Cato ? 
Sem, llioujiast seen mouiit Atlas : 
While storms and tem^iests thunder on its 

brows. 
And oceans break their billows at its feet. 
It stands unmovd", and glories in its height : 
Such is tliat haughty min ; his tow' ring sou^ 
'Midst all the shocks and injuries of fortune. 
Rises superior, and looks down on Caesar. 
iSy. But what's this messenger? 
Sem. I've praciis'd with hiin. 
And found a means to let the victor know 
That Syphax and Sempronius are his friends : 
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But let me now examine in my turn : 
Is Juba fix'd ? 

Si/. Yes but it is to Cato : 

I*vc tried the force of e\'ery reason on him, 
Sooth'd and c;iress*d ; been an^ry, sooth'd again ; 
Laid safety, Hfe, and inlVest in his sight. 
But all are vain, he scorns them all for Cato. 

Sem, Come, 'tis nu matter; we shall do 
without him. 
Hell make a pretty Bgure in a triumph. 
And serve to trip before the victor s chariot. 
Syphax, I now may hope thou hast forsook 
Uhy Jubas cause, and wishest Marcia mine. 

Stf. May she be thine as fast as thou wouldst 
have her 1 

Sem. Syphax, I love that woman ; though I 
curse 
Her and myself, yet, spite of mc, I love her. 

Sif» Make Cato sure, and give up Utica, 
Caesar will ne*er refuse thrc such a trifle. 
But are thy troops prepared for a revolt ? 
Does the sedition eaten from man to man. 
And run among their ranks ? 

Sem, All, all is ready. 
The factious leaders are our friends, that sprtad 
Murmurs and discontents among the soldiers ; 
They count their toilsome marches, long fa^ 

tigups. 
Unusual fastings, and will bear no more 
This medley of philosophy and war. 
Within ao nour they *11 storm the senate-house. 

Sy. Meanwhile 1*11 draw up my Numidian 
troops 
Within the square, to exercise their arms. 
And, as I see occasion, favor thee. 
I laugh to think how your unshaken Cato 
Will look aghast, while unforeseen destruction 
Pburs in ujwn him thus from every side. 

So where our wide Numidian wastes extend. 
Sudden, th* impetuous hurricanes descend. 
Wheel through the air, in circling eddies nlay, 
Tear up the sands, and sweep wliole plains 

away. 
The helpless traveller, with wild surprise. 
Sees the dry desert all around him rise. 
And, smotKer d in the dusty whirlwind, dies. 

lExeuni. 

ACT III. 

Enter Marcut and Poriius. 

Marc. Thanks to my stan, I have not 
rang*d about 
. The wilds of life, ere I could find a friend : 
Nature first pointed out my Fortius to me. 
And early Uught me, bv her sacred force, 
To love thy person ere I knew thy merit. 
Till what was instinct (jrew up into friendship. 
Por, Marcus, the friendships of the world 
are oft 
Confed*racies in vice, or leases of pleasure ; 
Ours has severest virtue for its basis. 
And such a friendship ends not but with life. 
Jdarc, Fortius, thou know*st my soul in all 
its weakness. 
Then pr'ythee spare me on its tender side. 



Indulge me but in love, my other paasiom 
Shall rise and fall by virtue's nicest rules. 
Por. When lovers well-tim*d, *tis not a fisult 

to love. 
The strong, the brave, the virtuous, and the 

wise. 
Sink in the soft cintivity together. 
I would not urge tnee to dismiss thy passion, 
(I know 'twere vain), but to suppreu its fbra^ 
Till better times may make it look more 

ful. 
Marc. Alas ! thou talk*st like one who 

felt 
Th* impatient throbs and londngs of ft soul - 
That pants and reaches after distant good. 
A lover does not live by vulgar time: 
Believe me. Fortius, in my Lucia*s absenoc 
Life hangs upon me, and becomes a bonlen | 
And yet, when I behold the charming mftkl, 
Tm ten times more undone; while bope and 

fear. 
And grief, and rage, and love, rise up at onoe« 
And with variety of pain distract me. 
Por. What can thy Fortius do to give thee 

help? 
Marc. Fortius, thou oft enjoy*st the &ir*ooc*s 

presence ; 
Then undertake my cause, and plead it to her 
With all' the strength and heat of ckx^oenae 
Fraternal love and friendship can inspire. 
Tell her thy brother languisnes to death. 
And fades away, and withers in his bloom ; 
That he forgets his sleep, and loathes hb food ; 
Tliat youth, and health, and war, are joyless to 

him : 
Describe his anxious days and restless nights. 
And all the torments that thou seest me suf- 
fer. 
Por. Marcus, I beg thee, give me not an 

office 
That suiu with me so ill. Thou koow'st wof 

temper. 
Marc. Vv lit thou behold me sinking in my 

woes. 
And wilt thou not reach out a friendly arm. 
To raise me from amidst this plungt of sor- 
rows? 
Por. Marcus, thou ,canst not ask what I *d 

refuse. 
But here, believe me, I *ve a thousand reasons 
Marc. I know thoult say my passion's out of 

season. 
That Cato*s great example and misfortmes 
Should both conspire to drive it from mj 

thoughts. 
But what's all this to one that loves like me ? 
O Fortius, Fortius, from my sonl I wish 
Thou didst but know thyself, what *tis to lovol 
Then wouldst thou pity and assist thy brother. 
Por. What should 1 do ? If I disclose my 

passion. 
Our friendship's at an end ; if I conceal it. 
The world will call me false to a friend and bro- 
ther. [^Atide, 
Marc. But see where Lucia, at her wonled 

hour. 
Amid the cool of yon high marb&e aich^ 
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Eojojs the noon-da J breeze! Observe her^ Por- 

tiot; 
That hce, that shape, those eyes, that heaven 

of beauty ! 
Obsenre her well and blame me if thou canst. 
Par, She sees us, and advance s 
Mare. I *11 withdraw. 
And leave yon for awhile. Remember, Fortius, 
Hqr brother's life depends upon thy tongue. 

Enter Lucia. \Exit. 

Lmc. Did not I see your brother Marcus here? 
Why did he fly the place and shun my pre- 
sence} 
Per. O Lucia ! language is too faint to show 
His nge of love ; it prevs upon his life; 
Re pinfliy he sickens, ne despairs, he dies : 
Has piSMons and his virtues he confus*d. 
And niixt together in so wild a tumnh. 
That the whole man is (^uite disfigured in him. 
Hcarcni J would one think *twere possible for 

love 
To make such ravages in a noble soul ? 
O Loda! l*m distrest; my heart bleeds for 
turn : [sence, 

Ev*ii iiow» while thus I stand blest in thy pre- 
A secret damp of grief comes o er my thougnts. 
And 1 'm unnappy, tho' thou smil'st upon mc. 
LmCm How wut thou guard thy honor in the 
shock [Fortius, 

Of lofve and Iriendshin? Think betimes, my 
Tlnak how the nuptiaJ tie, that misht ensure 
Ow snatoal bliss, would raise to such a height 
Thy lifothcr s griefs, as might perhaps destroy 
him. 
Pmr. Alas, poor youth! what dost thou 
think, my Lucia? 
Hit flen'ious, open, undesi8;ning heart 
Has Pttg d his rival to solicft for him : 
Then £^oot strike him dead with a denial ; 
Bat bold him up in life, and cheer his soul 
With the faint glimmering of a doubtful hope : 
Beiliaps when we have jiasscd those gloomy 

hours 
And wcather*d out the storm that beats about 

Lmc. No, Fortius, no: I see thy sister's tears. 
Thy father's anguish, and thy brother's death. 
In the pursuit of our ill-fated loves : 
And, loMtius, here I swear, to heaven I swear. 
To heaven and all the powers that judge man* 

kind. 
Never to mix my plighted hands with thine. 
While such a cloud of mischiefs hang about us, 
fiai to forget our loves, and drive thee out 
Fnim all my thoughts as far— as I am able. 

Per. What hast thou said ? I *m thunder- 
struck — recall 
Those hasty words, or I am lost for ever. 

LkCm Has not the vow already pass'd my lips ? 
The gods have heard it and 'tis seal'd in heaven. 
May all the vengeance that was ever pour'd 
Od perjurd heads overwhelm me if I break it! 

Per. Fix'd in astonishment, I gaze upon thee. 
Like one just blasted by a stroke from lieaven, 
Who panu for breath, and stiffens, yet alive. 
Id dicadfol looks ; a monument of wrath 1 

Lac. At length I 've acted my severest part : 



I feel the woman breaking in upon me. 
And melt about my heart ; my tears will flow. 
But O ! I '11 think no more ! the hand of fate 
Has torn thee from me, and I must forget thee. 
Por. Hard-hearted, cruel maid! 
Luc. O stop tho<(e sounds, fupon me ? 

Those killing sounds ! Why dost thou frown 
My blood runs cold, my heart forgets to heave. 
And life itself coes out nt thy displeasure. 
The eods forbid us to indulge our loves ; 
But O ! I cannot bear thy hate and live. 

Por. Talk not of love, thou never knew'st 
I 've been deluded, led into a dream [its force. 
Of fancied bliss. O Lucia, cruel maid I [soundi 
Thy dreadful vow, loaden with death, still 
In my stunn'd ears. What shall I say or do? 
Quick let us part ! Perdition 's in thy presence, 
Andhorrurdwellsabout ihee! — Ha! she faints! 
Wretch that I am, what has my rashness done I 
Lucia, thou injur'd innocence ! thou best 
And loveliest of thy sex ! awake, my Lucia, 
Or Fortius rushes on his sword to iom thee. 
— Her imprecations reach not to the tomb. 
They shut not out society in death-^ 
But, ah ! she moves, life wanders up and down 
Through all her face, and lights up ev'ry charm* 
Luc. O Fortius, was this well — to frown on 
her 
That lives upon thy smiles ? to call in doubt 
I'he faith of^one expiring at thy feet. 
That loves thee more than ever woman lov*d? 
— What do 1 say ? My half-recover'd sense 
Forgets the vow in which my soul is bound. 
Destruction stands betwixt us ; we mUst part. 
Por. Name not the word ; my frignted 
thoughts run back. 
And startle mto madness at the sound. 
Luc. What wouldst thou have me do? Con- 
sider well 
The train of ills our love would draw behind it. 
Think, Fortius, think thou seest thy dying bro- 
ther fbloodf 
Stabb'd at his heart, and all besmear d with 
Storming at heaven and thee ! Thy awful sire 
Sternly demands the cause, th* accursed came. 
That robs him of his son : poor Marcia trem- 
bles. 
Then tears her hair, and, frantic in her griefs. 
Calls out on Lucia. What could Lucia answer. 
Or how stand up in such a scene of sorrow ? 
Por. To my confusion, and eternal grief, 
I must approve the sentence that destroys mc. 
The mist that hung about my mind clears up ; 
And now, athwart the terrors that thy vow 
Has planted round thee, thou appear'st more 
More amiable, and risest in thy charms, [fair. 
Loveliest of women ! Heaven is in thy soul ; 
Beauty and virtue shine for ever round thee. 
Brightening each other ! Thou art all divine. 
Luc. Fortius, no more; thy words shoot 
through my heart. 
Melt my resolves, and turn me all to love. 
Why are those tears of fondness in thy eyes ? 
Why heaves thy heart ? why swells thy soul 

with sorrow ? 
It softens me too much— farewell, my Fortius; 
Farewell, though death bin the woid-<-forcvtr I 
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Por, Stay, Lucia, sl.iy ! Whatdoat thou say ? 
For ever ? [success 

Luc. Have I not sworn? If, Fortius, ihy 
Must throw thy brother on his fate, farewell — 
O, how shall I rcpc.it the word, for ever! 
Por. Thus o'er the dying lauip th' unsteady 
flame 
Hangs ouivertng on the point, leaps off by fits. 
And falls again, as loath to ({uit its hold, [tliee, 
—Thou must not go ? my soul still hmers o'er 
And can't let loose. 

Luc. If the firm Fortius shakes 
To hear of parting, think what Lucia suffers! 

Por. Tistrue, unruffled and serene I've met 
The common accidents of life ; but here 
Such an unlook'd-for storm of ills falls on me, 
It beats down all my strength. I cannot bear it. 
We must not part. 

Ltiow What dost thou say ? not part ! 
Hast thou forgot the vow that I have made ? 
Are there not neavens, and gods, that thunder 

o er us ? 
—But see, thy brother Marcus bends this way ; 
I sickeo^t the sight. Once more farewell ; 
Farewell, and know thou wrong*st me if thou 

think'st 
Ever was love^ or e\'er grief, like mine ! 

[£at/ Lucia, 
Enter Marcus* 
Marc. Fortius, what hopes? How stands 
she ? Am I doom*d 
To life or death ? 

Por, What wouldst thou have mc say ? 
Marc, What means this pensive posture? 
Thou appcar'st 
Like one amaz a and terrified. 

Por. I *ve reason. [ordered thoughts 

Marc, Thy down-cast looks and thy dis- 
Tell me my fate. I ask not the success 
My cause has found. 

I^or, I*m griev'd I undertook it. [my heart, 
Marc* What! doesthebarbarous maid insult 
My aching heart, and triumph in my pains? 
That I could cast her from my thoughts for 
evcrl ^griefs; 

Por, Away, you*rc too suspicious m your 
Lucia, though sworn ne\'er to think of love. 
Compassionates your pains, and pities you. 
Jliarc, Ck)mpassionate8 my pains, and pities 
mc! 
What is compassion, when *tis void of love ? 
Fool that I was to choose so cold a friend 
To urge my cause ! — Compas.sionatcs my pains ! 
Pr*ythee, what art, what rhet*ric didst thou use 
To gain this mighty l)oon ? — She pities mc ! 
To one that asks the warm return of love, 
Compassion's cruelty, 'tis scorn, 'tis death— - 
Por, Marcus, no more ; have I deserved this 

treatment ? 
Marc. What have I said? O Fortius, O for- 
give me ! 
A soul exasperate in ills falls out 
With e\'*ry thing, its friend, itself — but ba ! 
What means that sliout, big with the sounds 
What new alarms ? [of war ? 

Por, A second, louder yet, [us. 

Swelk in the winds, and oooies more full upon 



Marc. O, for some glorious cause to (all 19 
battle ! 
Lucia, thou hast undone me; thy disdain [caee. 
Has broke my heart : 'tis death must give me 

Por. Quick, let us hence. Who knows if 

Cato's life .C^**'^ 

Stands sure? O Marcus, I am warm*d, my 
Leaps at the trumpets voice, and bums tot 

glory. [£rcicjil. 

Enter Sempronius toith tke Leaders cf ike 

Mutiny. 
Sem, At length the winds are nb'd, tbt 
storm blows hi^h : 
Be it your care, my friends, to keep it op 
In its full fury and direct it ri^t. 
Till it has spent itself on Catos head. 
Meanwhile I '11 herd among his friends, and 

seem 
One of the number, that whate'er arrive. 
My friends and fellow-soldiers may be s^e. 

lExU. 
1st Leader. We are all safe, Sempronius it 
our friend. 
Sempronius is as brave a man as Cato. 
But nark ! he enters. B^ar up boldly to him ; 
Be sure you beat him down and bind him frst* 
This day will end our toils and give as rest; 
Fear nothing, for Sempronius is oar friend. 

Re-enter Sempronius, with Cato, Ludsu, P^r* 
iius, and Marcus, [war 

Cato. Where are these bold intrepid aonsof 
That greatly turn their backs upon tne foe. 
And to their general send a brave defiance? 

Sem, Curse oiy their dastard ftoulsy they stand 
astonish'd. (^Aside. 

Cato. Ferlidious men! And will you thoi 
dishonor 
Your past exploits, and sully all vour wars? 
Do you confess 'twas not a zeal for Rome, 
Nor love of liberty, nor thirst of honor. 
Drew you thus far; but hopes to share the spoil 
Ofconquer'd towns, and plunder'd provinces? 
Fir'd With such motives, you do well to join 
With Cato's foes, and follow Caesar's banners. 
Why did I 'scape th' envenoin'd aspic's rag;^ 
And all the fiery monsters of tlie desert. 
To see this day ? Why could not Cato fall 
Without your guilt? Behold, ungrateful men. 
Behold my bosom naked to your swords. 
And let tlie man that's injur'd strike the blow. 
Which of von all suspects that he is wrongM, 
Or thinks ne suffers greater ills than Cato r 
Am I distinguish'd from you but by toils, 
Superior toils, and heavier weight of cares? 
Fainful prc-cniincncc ! 

Sem. By heavens they droop ! 
Confusion to the villains j all is losL {^Asida, 

Cato. Have you forgotten Libya's burning 

waste, [sand. 

Its barren rocks, parch'd earth, and hills uf 

Its tainted air, and all its broods of poison ? 

Who was the first to explore th* untrodden 

path. 
When life w^ns hazarded in every step? 
Or, fainting in the long laborious march, 
Whitn on the banks of ao unlook*ctfcr 
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Too tupk tbe river with repeated drauehts. 
Who was the last in all yoar host that tninted ? 
Sfa. If some penurious source by chance 
appeared. 
Scanty of waters, when you 9coop*d it diy^ 
And oSer'd the full helmet up to Cato, 
Did he not dash th* untasted moisture from him ? 
Did he not lead you through the mid-day sun, 
Aad doQds of dost ? Did not his temples glow, 
la the same sultry winds, and scorching heats ? 
Gifa. Henee, worthless men 1 hence ! and 
comphun to Caesar, 
YoD eoold not undergo the toil of war. 
Nor bear the hlndships that your leaders bore. 
Imc. See, Cato, tec the unhappy men 3 they 
weepl 
Fbv aad rcfnone and sorrow for their crime 
Appear in ev*fy look, and plead for mercy. 
Cola. Learn to be honest men, give up your 
leaders, 
Aad pardon shall descend on all the rest. 
SriB. Cato, commit these wretches to my 



Fnt let *eni each be broken on tlie rack ; 
TWn with what life remains, impal'd, and left 
To writhe at leisure round the bloody stake ; 
There let 'em hang, and taint the southern 
wind. [ence, 

Ihe partners of their crime will learn obedi- , 
IHien they look up and see their fellow traitors 
Stock on a fork, and black'ning in the sun. 

Lse. Sempronius, why, why wilt thou urge 
Of wretched men ? [the fate 

Sew. How ! wouldst thou clear rebellion ? 
Larios (good man) pities the poor offenders 
Hut would imbrue their hands in Cato*s blood. 

Ca/e. Forbear, Sempronius ! — see they suffer 
death, 
fiat in their deaths remember they are men : 
Stain not the laws to make their tortures grie- 

TOUS. 

Lnctus, the base de^nerate age requires 
Severity and justice m its rigor : 
This awes an impious, bold, offending world. 
Commands obedience, and ^ives force to laws. 
When by just Tengeance guilty mortals perish. 
The Bods behold their punishment with plea- 
And lay th* uplifted thunderbolt aside, [sure, 
firM. Cato, 1 execute thy will with pleasure. 
Cole. Meanwhile we*ll sacrifice to liberty. 
Remember, O my ftiends, the laws, the rights. 
The gen'rous plan of pow*r deliver*d down. 
From age to age, by vour renown*d forefathers, 
(So ifoiny bought, the price of so much blood :) 
let it never perish in your hands I 
Bat piously transmit it to jour children. 
Da thou, great Liberty, inspire our souls. 
And make oar lives in thy possession happy. 
Or oar deaths gk>rious in thyjust defence. 

[^Exeunt Cato, ^c, 
\ti Leader, Sempronius, you have acted 
like voiirsell. 
Om wDold have thought you had been half in 
earnest. 
Sewu Villain, stand offl base grov'ling 
worthless wretches, 
^ i fl Bg wIi iftfactioPj poor faiat-hcartcd traitors 1 



2d. Lead, Nay, now you carry it too far, 
Sempronius ; [friends 

Throw off the mask, there are none here but 
Sem, Know, villains, when such paltry 
slaves presume 
To mix in treason, if the plot succeeds. 
They're thrown neglected by ; but if it fails. 
They're sure to die like dogs as you shall do. 
Here, take these factious monsters, drag 'ea 
To sudden death. [forth 

If/ Lead, Nay, since it comes to this 
Sem, l)isi)atcn*em quick 1 but first pluck 
out their tongues. 
Lest with their dying breath they sow sedition. 
[^Exeunt Guards, with the leaden* 

-4 - ^ Enter Syphax, 

Sy, Our first design, my friend, has provM 
abortive : 
Still there remains an after-game to play : 
My troops are moiuited : their Numioian steeds 
Snuff up the wind and long to scour the desert? 
Let but Sempronius head us in our flight. 
We'll force the gate where Marcus keens his 
guard, L^H{* 

And hew down all that would oppose onr pas- 
A day will brin^ us into Caesar s camp. 
Sem, Confusion ! I have fail'd of half my 
purpose. 
Marcia, the charming Marcia's left behind ! 
5y . How ! will Sempronius turn a woman's 
slave ? [soft 

Sem, Think not thy friend can ever feel the 
Unmanly warmth ana tenderness of love. 
Syphax, I long to clasp that haughty maid. 
And bend her stubborn virtue to my passion : 
When I have gone thus far, I 'd cast tier off. 
S^, Well said ! that 's spoken like thyself, 
Sempronius. 
What hinders, then, but that thou find her out. 
And hurry her away by manly force ? 

Sem, But how to gain admission? For access 
Is given to none but Juba, and her brothers. 
Sif, Thou shalt have Juba's dress, and Juba's 
guards; 
The doors will open when Numidia's prince 
Seems to appear Mon the slaves that watch 
them. 
Sem. Heavens, what a thought is there 1 
Marcia*s my own ! 
How will my bosom swell with anxious joy 
When I behold her strumling in my arms. 
With glowing beauty anddisorder'd charms. 
While fear and anger, with alternate grace^ 
Pant in her breast and vary in her face ! 
So Pluto, seiz'd of Proserpine, convey'd 
To hell's tremendous gloom th* affrighted maid. 
There grimly smil'd, pleas'd with the beauteous 

prize. 
Nor envied Jove his sunshine and his skies. 

[Ejteuni. 

ACT IV. 

Enter Lucia and Marciam 
Luc, Now tell me, Marcia, tell me from 
thy soul. 
If thou believ*st 'tis possible for woman 
To suffer greater ills than Lucia suftrs ? 
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Mar, O Lucid, Lucia! might my big-swoln 

heart 
Vent all its griefi^, and give a loose to sorrow, 
Marcia could answer thee in 'sighs, keq) pace 
With all thy woes, and count out tear for tear. 
Luc, I know thou art doom'd alike to be 

bclov'd 
By Juba, and thy father's friend Sempronius; 
But which of these has power to charm like 

Fortius? 
Mar, Still 1 must beg thee not to name 

Sempronius ; 
Lucia, I like not that loud hoist* rous man ; 
Juba to all the brav'ry of a hero [hess ; 

Adds softest love and more than female sweet- 
Juba might make the proudest of our sex. 
Any of womankind, but Marcia, happy. 
Luc. And why not Marcia? Come, you 

strive in vain [too well 

To hide your thoughts from one who knows 
The inward glowings of a heart in love- 
Mar, While Cato lives, his daughter has no 

right 
To lo\*e or hate, but as his choice directs. 
Luc. But should this fatlier give yoa to 

Sempronius ? 
Mar, I (fare not think he will : but if he 

should — 
Why wilt thou add to all the griefs I suffer 
Imaginary ilb, and fancied tortures ? 
I hear the sound of feet 1 they march this way ! 
Let us retire, and try if wc can drown 
Each softer thought in sense of present danger : 
When love once pleads admission to our hearts, 
(In spite of all the virtue we can boast) 
The womap that deliberates is lost. [Exeunt, 

Enter Sempronius, dressed like Juha, with 
Numidian Guards, 

Sem. The deer is lodg*d, I *ve track*d her to 

h«r covert. 
Be lure you mind the word, and when I cive 
Rush in at once, and seize upon your prey. [\t. 
Let not her cries or tears nave force to move 

you. 
«»How will the young Numidian rave to see 
His mistress lost! If aught could glad my soul. 
Beyond the enjoyment of so bright a prize, 
'Twould be to torture that voung gay barbarian. 
But hark, what noise ! Death to my hopes ? 

'tis he, 
Tis Juba's self I there is but one way left- 
He must be murder'd and a passage cut 
Through those his guatd — ^Hah, dastards, do 

you tremble ! 
Or act like men, or by yon azure heave n»- 

Enter Jula, 

Jula. What do I see ? Who *s this, that 
dares usurp 
Tlie guards and habit of Numidia*s prince ? 
Sem, One who was bom to scourge thy 
arrogance. 
Presumptuous youth. 
Jub, What can this mean, Sempronius? 
Scm, My sword shall answer thee. Have 
juthjheanl 



,lul\ Nay, then beware thy own, proud 
barliarous man ! 
[Theyjight, Sem. falls i his Guards swarenderJ] 
Sem. Curse on my stars ! am I then doom'd 
By a boy's hand, disiigur'd in a vile [to fall 
Numidian dress, and for a worthless woman? 
Gods, I'm distracted ! this my close of life I 
O, for a peal of thunder that would make 
Earth, sea, and air, and heaven, and Caio 
tremble. fl>t>«. 

Jul, With what a spring his furious soal 
broke loose, ' [gmond ! 

And left the limbs still nu^cring on the 
Hence let us carry off those siaivs to Cato, 
That we may there at length unravel all 
This dark desicn, this mystery of fate. 

[Exit Juba, with Prisoner*, ^c. 

Enter Lucia and Marcia, 

Luc. Sure 'twas the clash of swoids; my 
troubled heart 
Is so cast down, and sunk amidst its sorrows. 
It throbs with fear, and aches at e%'ery sound. 

Marcia, should thy brothers for my sake!— 

1 die away with horror at the thought. 

Mar. dec, Lucia, see! here's blood 1 here's 
blood and murder ! 
Ha! a Numidian! Heaven preserve the prince! 
The face lies muffled up within the sarment. 
But hah ! death to my sight I a diac&n. 
And royal robes ! O gods ! 'tis he, *tis he; 
Jubn, the loveliest youth that ever warm*d 
A virgin's heart, Juba lies dead before ns! 

Luc, Now, Marcia, call up to thy assistance 
Thy wonted strength and constancy of mind; 
Thou canst not put it to a greater trial. 
Mar, Lucia, look there, and wonder at my 
patience : 
Have I not cause to rave, and beat my breast. 
To rend my heart with grief, and run dis- 
tracted ? 
Luc. What can I think or say to give thee 
comfort ? [ii^ » 

Mar, Talk nut of cr)mfort, 'tis for lighter 
Behold a sight that strikes all comfort dead. 

Enter Juba, listening. 
I will indulge my sorrows, and gi%'e way 
To all the pangs and fury of desfNiir ; 
That man, that best of men, dcscrv'd it from 
me. 
Jub. What do I hear? and was the false 
Sempronius 
That best of men ? O, had I fallen like him. 
And could have thus been mourn'd, I had been 
happy. [woes, 

Luc. lic-re will I stand companion in thy 
And help thee with my tears ; when I beholcl 
A lo!is like thine, 1 shall forget my own. 
3Jar, 'Tis not in fate to ease mv toi 
breast. 

This empty world, to me a jobless desert. 
Has notliint; left to make poor Marcia happy. 
Jub. I 'ni on the rack ! was he so near her 

heart? 
Mar, O, he was all made up of love and 
charms : 
I Whatever maid could wish or man admire i 
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Ddightoferery eye; ivhen he oppear*d« 
A tecret pleasure gladden'd all that taw him ; 
Botwben he talk'o, the ptoudest Roman blush'd 
To hev hia virtues, and old ag^ grew wise. 

Juk. I shall run mad !«- [Aside, 

Mmr, OJuba! Jubal Juba! 

M. What means that voice ? did she not 
call on Juba ? 

Ifcr. Why do I think on what he was ? he's 
dead! [him. 

He's dead, and never knew how much 1 lov'd 
Loeta, who knows but his poor bleeding heart, 
Amidst his agMies, remember'd Marcia, 
And the last words he utter*d call'd me cruel ! 
Ahs! he knew not, hapless vouth, he knew not 
liareia's whole soul was full of love and Juba ! 

M. Where am I ? do I live ? am I indeed 
Whit.Marcia thinks ? All is Elysium round me ! 

1 Aside, 
ov'd of 
men. 
Nor modesty nor virtue here forbids 
A list embi«ce, while thus — — 
M. See, Marcia, see 

[growing himself ^c/^* her, 
Tke happy Juba lives ! He lives to catch 
That dear embrace, and to return it too 
With motual warmth and eagerness of love. 
Jfor. With pleasure and amaze I stand trans- 
ported! 
Sne *tis a dream I dead and alive at once ! 
If thou art Juba, who lies there ? 

J^h, A wretch, 
Disgiiis*d like Juba, on a curst design. 
The tale ia long, nor have I heard it out: 
Thy lather knows it all. I could not bear 
To leave thee in the neighbourhood of death, 
fiat flew, in all the haste of love, to find thee; 
I feund thee weeping, and confess this once. 
Am wrapt with joy to see my Marcia s tears. 
Mm, I*ve been surpris'd in an -.unguarded 
hour. 
Bat must not now go back ; the love that lay 
Half 8iDOther*d in my breast, has broke through 

all 
Its weak restraints, and bums in its full lustre. 
I eannot, if I would, conceal it from thee. 
Jmb. I am lost in ecstasy: and dost thou 
love. 
Thou charmiiu; maid ?■ 
Jfor. And (fost thou live to ask it? 
Jmb, This, this is life indeed 1 life worth pre- 
aervinff, 
Svch life as Juba never felt till now ! 
Mor, Believe me, prince, before I <hought 
thee dead, 
I did not know myself how much I lov*d thee. 
Jii^. O fortunate mistake ! 
Mar, O happy Marcia ! 
Juh, My joy, my best belov*d, my only wish 1 
How shall I speak the transport ot my soul ! 
Afar. Lucia, thy arm. O, let me test upon 
it! 
The vital blood that had forsook my heart. 
Returns again in such tumultuous tides. 
It quite o*ereomet me. Lead to my apurt- 
0iefit««"" 



prince, I blush to think what I have said. 
But fate has wrested the confession fro-n me. 
Go on, and prosper in the paths of honor : 
Thy virtue will excuse my passion for thee. 
And make the gods propitious to our love. 

[Exeunt Mar. andlMC. 
Jul, I am so blest, I fear 'tis ull a dream. 
Fortune, thou now hast made amends tor all 
Thy past unkindnesA; I absolve my stars. 
What though Numidiaadd her conquer d towns 
And provinces to swell the victor's triumph, 
Juba will never at his fate repine: 
Let Csrsar have the world, if Marcia*s mine. 
A March at a Distance, [Emt. 
Enter Cato and Lucius. 
Luc, I stand astonish*d! What, the bold 
Sempronius, 
That still broke foremost through the crowd of 

patriots. 
And with a Iturricane of zeal transported. 
And virtuous even to madnes»— 

Cato, Trust me, Lucius, 
Our civil discords have produc*d such crimes. 
Such monstrous crimes, I am surpris'd at no- 
thing. 
— O Lucius, I am sick of this bad world I 
The day-light and the sun grow painful to me. 

Enter Fortius, 
But see where Fortius comes : what means this 
Why are thy looks thus chaiig'd ? [haste? 

Por. My heart is grie\''d, • 

1 bring such news as will afflict my father. 

Caio. Has Coesar shed more Roman blood? 

Por. Not so."* 
The traitor Syphax, as within the sc^uare 
He exercis'd his troops, the signal given. 
Flew off at once with his Numidiau horse 
To the south gate where Marcus holda the 

wutch : 
I saw, and caird to stop him, but in vain: 
He toss'd his arm aloft, and proudly tokl^foe. 
He would not stay and perish like bcm] ^' 

Caio, Perfidious man ! But haste, 
and see [j 

Thy brother Marcus acts a Roman's 
— Lucius, the torrent bears too hard upon me: 
Justice gives way to force ; the conquer^ world 
Is Caesars; Cato has no business in it. 

Luc, While pride, oppression, and injustice 
reign. 
The world will still demand herCato's presence. 
In pity to mankind submit to Cassar, 
And reconcile thy mighty soul to life. 

Cato, Would Lucius have me live to swell 
the number 
Of Cssar's slaves, or by a base submission 
Give up the cause of Rome, and own a tyrant? 

Luc. The victor never will impose on Cato 
Ungcn'rous terms. His enemies confess 
The virtues of humanity are Cssar's. 

Cato, Curse on his virtues ! they've undone 
his country. 

Such popular humanity is treason 

But see young Juba ; the good youth appears. 
Full of the guilt of his perfidious subjects! 

Luc, Alas ! poor prmce ! his fate deserves 
oompaasiou* 
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He is retir*d to rest, and seems to cherish 
Tbouf.hts full of peace. He has dispatched me 

herce 
With OFviers that besjjeak a mind compos'd^ 
And studious for the safety of his friends. 
Marcia, take care that none disturb his slum- 
bt-re. *" lExit, 

Mar. O ye immortal powers that guird the 
jnst. 
Watch rtiund his couch, and soften his repose. 
Banish hts soriows, and becalm his soul 
With easy dreams ; remember all his virtues! 
And sliow mankind that goodness is your care. 

Enter Lucia, 
Luc. Where is your father, Marcia, where is 

Cato ! 
JIdar. Lucia, speak low, he is retired to rest 
Lucia, I feel a gentle dawning hope 
Rise in my soul. We shall be happy still. 

Luc, Alas! I tremble when I think on Cato! 
In e\'ery view, in every thought I tremble! 
Cato is stern and awful as a god ; 
He knows not how to wink at human frailty. 
Or pardon weakness that he never felt. 
Juar. Tho* stem and awful to the foes of 
. Rom€, • 

He is all goodness, Lucia, always mild. 
Compassionate and gentle to his friends. 
Filla with domestic tenderness, the best, 
The kindest father 1 have ever found him. 
Easy and good, and bounteous to my wishes. 
Luc, *Tis his consent alone can make us 
bless'd. 
Marcia, we are both equally involved 
In the same intricate, perplexed distress. 
The cruel hand of fate, that has destroy*d 
Thy brother Marcus, whom we both lament — 
Mar, And ever shall lament, unhappy youth ! 
Luc, Has set my soul at large, and now I stand 
Loose of my vow. But who knows Cato*s 

thoughts ? 
Who knows how yet he may dispose of Fortius, 
Or how he has determiird of thyself? 
Mar, Let him but live, commit the rest to 
Heaven. 

Enter Lucius. 
Luc, Sweet are the slumbers of the virtuous 
man! 

Marcia, I have seen thy godlike father j 
Some power invisible supports his soul. 
And hears it up in all its wonted greatness. 
A kind refreshmg sleep is fallen on him : 

1 saw him slretcird at ease, Iiih fancy lost 

In pleasing dreams : as 1 drew near bis couch. 
He smiTd, and cried, Ca?sur, thou canst not 
hurt me. 
Mar. His mind still labors with some dread- 
ful thought. 
Luc. Lucia, why all this grief, these floods 
^f sorrow? 
Dry up thy tears, my child, we all are safe 
WnileCato lives — his presence will protect us. 

Enter Juba. 
Jul. Lucius, the horsemen arc returi/d from 
viewing 
The number, strength, and uosture of our foes. 
Who now encamp wiiliia a short hour's march ^ 
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On the high |)oint of yon bright western tower 
We ken them from afar ; the setting sun 
Plays on their shining arms and bumith*d hcl« 

mets. 
And covers all the field with gleams of fire. ^ 

Luc. Marcia, *tis time we stiould awake thy 
father, 
Cxsar is still disposed to give us terms. 
And waits at distance till he hears from Calo. 

Enter Fortius. 
Portius.thylooksspeaksomewhatof importance. 
What tidings dost thou brin^? Methinks I see 
Unusual gladness sparkling in thine eves. 

Par. As 1 was hasting to the port, where now 
My father's friends, impatient for a passage. 
Accuse the lingering winds, a sail arriv*d 
From Pompey's son, who thro* the realma of 

Spain 
Calls out for vengeance on his father's death. 
And rouses the whole nation up to arms. 
WereCatoat theirhead,oncerooremi^tRome 
Assert her rights, and claim her liberty. 
But, hark! what means that groan? O, gjirt 

me way. 
And let me fly into my father's presence. [£»!• 

Luc. Cato, amidst his slumbers, thinks oa 
Rome, 
And in the wild disorder of his soul 
Mourns o'er his country. Hah! a second groan! 
Heaven guard us all ! 

Mar, Alas ! *tis not the voice 
Of one who sleeps ; 'tis agonizing pain, 
'Tis death is in that sound.— 

Re-enter Fortius. 

For. O sight of woe ! 
O Marcia, vvhat we fear d is come to pass ! 
Cato is fallen upon his sword.— 

Luc. O, Portius, 
Hide ail the horrors of thy mournful tate^ 
And let us guess the rest. 

For. Tve rais'd him up, rfaint^ 

And plac'd him in his cnair, where, pak and 
He gasus for breath, and, as his life flows from 1 

nim. 
Demands to see his friends. Hisservantsweeping» 
Obsequious to his order, bear him hither. 

Mar.O Heaven assbt me in this dreadful boor. 
To pay the last sad duties to my father I 

Jut'. These arc lliy triumphs, thy exploits, O 
Caesar ! 

Luc, Now is Borne fallen indeed ! 
Cato brought in on a Chair. 

Cato. Here set me down— [bark'd ? 

Portius, come near me— Are my friends cm* 
Can any thin^ be thought of for their service? 
Whibt I yet live, let me not Uve in vain. 
— O Lucius, art thou here? — thou art too good— 
I^tthisourfriendshiplive between our children. 
Make Portius happy in thy daughter Lucia. 
Alas ! poor man, he weeps ! — Marcia, my 

daughter— 
O, bend me forward ! Juba loves thee, Marcia : 
A senator of Rome, while Rome sumv*d. 
Would not have match'd his daughter with a 

king; 
But Caesar's arms have thrown down all distinc- 
tion : 
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Whoe'er is bnve and ? irtuous, is a Roman — 
—I'm sick to deativ— O, when shall I get loose 
Frnd thb vain world, the abode of guilt and 
sorrowl 

I And yet, roethinks, a beam of light breaks in 
Oq flij departing soul. Alas! Ifear 
I're Men too hasty. O ye pow'rs, that search 
The heart of man and weigh hit inmost 

thoughts, 
in hare done amiss, impute it not !— 
Hie best may err, but you are good and — O ! 

Imc. There fled the greatest saul that ever 
wann*d 
A Roman breast; OCato! Omyfriendl 
Tby will shall be religiously obsen'*d. 
But let Of bear this awful corse to Caesar, 
And lay it in his tight, that it may stand 
A fanee betwixt us and the victor s wrath ; 
Cito, thoo^ dead, shall still protect hb 
IrieiMs. 
Fram heneey let fierce contending nations 
know 
What dire effiscts from ciril discoid flow. 
*Tii tbit that shakes our country with alarms. 
And pvct up Rome a prey to Roman arms, 
P k o d ii ee t fraud, and cruelty, and strife. 
And robt the guilty world of Cato*s life. 

[^Exeunt omnes, 

% 48. FATAL CURIOSITY. Lillo. 

ACT I. 

ScuiB l.^fFtlmoft House. 

Old Wilmat alone. 

O. WUm. Thb day it &r advanced. The 
cheerful sun 
Puisues with vigour his repeated course: 
No labour lesiens, nor no time decays 
His ttfCDgth or splendour: evermore the 



^ same 

I Frananto 
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to age his influence sustains [tion 
It worlds, bestows both life and mo- 
On the doll mass that forms their dusky orbs, 
Cbttn dMm vrith heat, and gilds them with 

his brightness. 
Yet Ban, ofjarring elements composed. 
Who poets mm cnange to change, from the 

fifit hour 
Of his frail being to his dissolution, 
EoJOTt the sad prerogative above him. 
To think, and to be wretched ! What b life 

To him, that's bom to die ! 

Or, what the wiadom, whose perfection ends 
In knowing, we know nothing ? 
Mere contradiction all 1 A tragic farce, 
Tedioiis, though short, elaborate without art, 
Ridiciiloasly sad— -* 

Enter Randal. 
Wheie hast been, Randal ? 
Ramd. Not out of Penryn, sir ; but to the 

ftxand. 
To hear what news from Falmouth, since the 

itorm 
Of wind last night. 
O. FfVm. It was a dceadful one. 



Rand. Some found it so. A lioble ship 

from India. 
Ent*ring the harbour, run upon a rock. 
And there was lost. [her? 

O. fVtlm. What *camc of those on board 
Rand, Some few are saved, but much 'the 

greater part, 
'Tis ihoueht, are perished. 

O. fViTm. They are past the fear 
Of future tempests, or a wreck on shore : 
Those who escaped, are still exposed to both. 
Where's your mistress ? 
Rand, I saw her pass the High-street, 

t* wards the Minster. 
O. JfVm. She's gone to vbit Charlotte. 

She doth well. 
In the soft hbsom of that gentle maid [race 
There dwells more goodness than the rigid 
Of moral pedants e'er believed, or taught. 
With what amazing constancy and truth. 
Doth she sustain the absence of our son. 
Whom more than life she loves I How shun* 

for him, [and great j 

Whom we shall ne'er see more, the rich 
Who own her charms, and sigh to make her 

happy I [friend^ 

Since our mbfortunes we have found no 
None who regarded our distress, but her ; 
And she, by what I have observed of lata. 
Is wearied, or exhausted. Cursed condition ! 
To live a burden to one only friend. 
And blast her youth with our contagious woe! 
Who, that had reason, soul, or sense, would 

bear it 
A moment longer ? Then this honest wretch !•» 
I must dismiss him — Why should I detain 
A grateful, gen'rous youth, to perish with me? 
His service may procure him bre^d elsewhere. 
Though I have none to give him.— Pr'ythee, 
How long hast thou been with me? [Randal, 

Rand, Fifteen yi-ars. 
I was a very child when first ye took roe. 
To wait upon yuur son, my dear youn^ matter. 
I oft have wish* d I'd ooue to India with him. 
Though you, deipondiog, give him o'er ibr 

lost. [Old Wilmot wipe$ his eyes* 
I am to blame : this talk revives your sorrow 
For his long absence. 

O. Wilm, That cannot be revived 
Which never died. 

Rand. The whole of my intent 
Was to confess your bounty, that supplied 
The loss of both my parents : I was long 
The object of your charitable care. 

O. fVilm. No more of that : Thou'st served 

nie longer since 
Without reward ; so that account is balanced. 
Or, ratheiiil 'ni thy debtor. I remember. 
When Poverty began to show her face 
Within these walls, and all my other servants. 
Like pamper'd vermin from a falling house. 
Retreated with the plunder they had gained. 
And left me, too indulgent and remiss 
For such ungrateful wretches, to be cruth'd 
Beneath the ruin they had helped to make. 
That you, more good than wise, refused to 

leave me. 
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R^md. Nay, I beseech yoo, sir I-— 

O. IPt/m. With my distress^ 
In perfect contradiction to the world, 
^thj love, respect, and diligence, increased. 
Now, all the recompence within my power. 
It to discharge thee, Randal, from my haid. 
Unprofitable sen ice. 

Aand. Heaven forbid ! 
Shall I forsake you in your wont necessity? 
Believe me, sir, my honest soul abhors 
The barb*rous thought ! 

O. fFt/m. What ! canst thou feed on air? 
I hare not left wherewith to purchase food 
For one meal more I 

Rand. Rather than leave you thus, 
I'll beg my bread, and live on others* bounty. 
While 1 serve you. 

O. fFiim, 1/own, down, my swelling heart. 
Or buret in silence ! Tis thy cruel fiite 
Insulta thee by his kindness— He is innocent 
Of all the pain it gives thee.-— Go thy ways : 
I will no more suppress thy yoothful hopes 
Of riling in the world. 

Ran£ *Tis tme, I *m young. 
And never tried my fortune, or my genius. 
Which may, perhaps, find out some happy 

means. 
As yet unthou|dit of, to supply your wants. 

O. Jf^lm. Thou tortui^sl me : I hate all 
obligations 
Which I can ne*er return : and who art thou. 
That I shouM stoop to take 'em from thy 

hand? 
Care for thyself, but take no thought for me ! 
I will not virant thee— trouble me no more. 

Rami. Be not offended, sir, and I will go. 
I ne*er repined at your commands before ; 
Bat Heaven's my witness, I obey you now. 
With strong reluctance, and a heavy heart ! 
Farewell, my worthy master 1 [Going, 

O. fFilm. Farewell 1— Stay ; 
At thou art vet a stranger to the world. 
Of which, aiasl I've had too much experience, 
I riiouM, methinks, before we part, bestow 
A littk counsel on thee.— Dnr thy eyes ; 
If thou weep'st thusy I snail proceed no 

forthcr. 
Dost thou aspire to greatness, or to wealth ? 

8uit books, and the unprofitable search 
f wisdom there, and study humankind : 
No science will avail thee without that ; 
But that obtatn'dy thou need's! not any other. 
Thb will instruct thee to conceal thy views. 
And wear the face of probity and honour. 
Till Aoo hast gain'd ttiy end : which must be 

ever 
Thr own advantage, at that man's cxpenoe 
Wdo shall be weak enough to tUnk thee 
Rand. You mock me, sure I [honest. 

O. 9Film. I never was more serioDi. 
Rand, Why should you counsel, what you 

scom'd to pffMtise ? 
O. fFilm, Because that foolish scorn has 
been wj ruin. 
I 've been an iaiot, hot would have thee wiser. 
And treat mankiiidj ■» thor would trctt thet, 
Randal, 



As they deserve, and I 've been treated by them 
Thou*st seen by me, and those wbo non 

despise me. 
How men of fortune fall, and beggars rise ; 
Shun my example -, treasure up my precepts ; 
The world's before thee— be a knave and proa 



per. 



proa- 



What, art thou dumb? I4fter a iongpaiut. 

Rand, Amazement ties my tongue* 
Where are your former principles ? 

O. fFilm, No matter j 
Suppose I have renounced them: I have 

passions, [think. 

And love thee still ; therefore would have thee 
The world is all a scene of deep deceit. 
And he, who deals with mankind on thf 

square. 
Is his own bubble, and undoes himself. 
Farewell, and mark my counsel, boy. [£m^ 

Rand, Amazement! 
Is this the man I thought so wise and jnst ? 
What, teach and counsel me to be a'Vilbin I 
Sure grief has made him frantic, or some fiend 
Assumed his shape : I shall- suspect my setaaMk 
High-minded he was ever, rad irapiovidcal^ 
But pitiful, and senennis, to a fiiull. 
Pleasure he lovea, but honour was his idoL 
O fatal change ! O horrid trantformatioii I 
So a majestic temple, sunk to ruin. 
Becomes the loathsome shelter and abode 
Of lurking serpents, toads, and beasts of pitf; 
And scaly dragons hiss, and lions roar. 
Where wisdom taught, and music charm'd 

before. [Ejni. 

ScBNB ll,'^Charloti0*$ Hous€. 

Enttr Charlotte and Maria^ 

Char, What terror and amazement mnirt 
Who die by shipwreck 1 [<1^ M 

Mar, 'Tis a dreadful thou^t I 

Char, Ay; is it not, Maria?-— To descend. 
Living, ana conscious, to the wat'ry ttmib! 
Alas 1 had we no sorrows of our own« 
The frejquent instances of others' woe^ 
Must give a gen'rous mind a world ofpnin. 
But you forget you promised me to sing* 
Though cheerfulness and I have long been 

strangers. 
Harmonious sounds are still delightful to me» 
There's sure no oassion in the human aool. 
But finds its fooa in music. I would hear 
The song, compoaed by that unhappy maid* 
Whose Muthful lover 'scaped a thousand perflf 
From rocks and sands, and the devouring dMp 
And afler all, being arrived at home. 
Passing a narrow brook, was drowned thetc^ 
And perish'd in her sight. 

SovG— Jlforta. 

Cease, cease, heart-easing tears 1 
Adieu, you flatt*ring fears. 
Which seven long tedious 

Taught me to 
Teare are for lighter woes ; 
Fear no such danger knows. 
As fate remorseless showf> 

Endksado^l 
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Dear cause of all my pain. 
On the wide slonny main^ 
Thou wast preserved in vain. 

Though still adored. 
Hadf t thou died there unseen. 
My wounded eyes had been 
Sared from the direst scene 

Maid e*er deplored. 
[Charloitejinds a letter. 

V, What's this?— A letter superscribed 

to me! 
: could coufey it here, but you,' Maria. 
n'rous, cruel maid ! to use mc thus ! 
MO with flatt*ring men, to break my 



persecute me to the last retreat 1 

r. Why should it break your peace, to 

hear the sighs 

noorable love ? This letter is 

v. No matter whence: return it back 

ODOpen'd : [mot, 

e no lofe» no charms, but for my iVil- 
vould have any. 
T. Alas I Wifmot*s dead ; 
viai^ dead to you. [rish hfipe; 

V. T '11 not despair : Patience shall cno- 
rftMi|g his honour by unjust suspicion, 
ir his tnuh, and will preserve my own. 
o pRvent ail future importunity, 
% thoa incessant foe to my repose, 
fas he sleeps secure from mortal cares, 
5 deep boaom of the boisterous main, 
■i'd with tempest, still endures its rage ; 
ttod choice snail violate my vows : 
Heaven, which heard theui, and abhors 

tbe penored, 
ritness, tney were made without reserve : 
r to be retracted, ne*er dissolved 
eidcnt or absence, time or death. 
r. And did your vows oblige you to 

■^ty parents, to your utter ruin?—- 

may you weep, to think on what you Ve 
done. finore 

v. I weep to think that I can do no 

ihcir support. What will become of 
thein?*- 

toanr, helpless, miserable pair 1 

r. What I can t praise, you force me to 
admire, 

MNim for you, as you lament for them. 

patience, constancy, and resignation, 

a better fate. 

r. So pride would tell me, 

ain lelf-love, but I believe them not : 

f by wanting pleasure, I have gain'd 

lily, I 'm richer for my loss. 

r. You have the heavenly art still to im- 
prove [one, 

mind by all events^— But here comes 

t pride seems to increase with her mis- 
fortunes. 

ded dress, unfashionably fine, 

conceals her poverty, as that 

d eomplaisance, her haughty, sweUiog 
heart. 



Though ()erishing with want, so- far from 

asking, 
She ne*cr receives a favor uncompell*d. 
And, while she ruins, scorns to oe obliged : 
Let me depart, 1 know she loves me not. 

[ExitMaruu 

Enter Agnes. 

Char. Thb visit *s kind. 

Agnes. Few else would think it so : 
Those, who would once have thought then^ 

selves much honor*d 
By the least fiaivour, though 'twere but a looh, 
I could have shown them, now refuse to SC9 
'Tis misery enough to be reduced [mc. 

To tlie low level of the common herd, ' 
Who, bom to begzary, envy all above them : 
But *tis the curse of curses to endure 
The insolent contempt of those we scorn. 

C^or. By scorning, we provoke. them to 
contempt. 
And thus offend, and suffer in our turns : 
We. must have patience. 

Agnes. No, 1 scorn them yet ; 
But there's no end of suiTring: Who can say 
Their sorrows are complete? My wretched 

husband. 
Tired with our woes, and hopeless of relief. 
Grows sick of life. 

And, uraed by indignation and despair. 
Would plunge into eternity at once. 
By foul self-murder. 

Chmr. Gracious Heaven support him 1 

Agnes. Hb fixed love for me. 
Whom he would fain persuade to share his iais^ 
And take the same uncertain, dreadful course 
Alone withholds his hand. 

Char. And may it ever 1 [tremes of life^ 

Agnes. 1 *ve known with him, the two ex* 
The nighest happiness, and deepest woe. 
With ah the sharp and bitter aggnivatums 
' Of such a vast transition — Sucha fall 
In the decline pf life !— I have as quick. 
As exquisite a sense of pain, as he. 
And would do any thing, but die, to end it ; 
But there my courage fails. Death is the wonl 
That fate can bring, and cuts off ev*ry hope. 

Char* We must not chuse but strive to bear 
our lot 
Without reproach or guilt. By one rash act 
Of desperation, we may overthrow 
The merit we *ve been rabing all oui days. 
And lose our own reward. And now, me- 

thinks. 
Now, more than ever, we have cause to fear. 
And be upon our guard. Tlie hand of Heaven 
Spreads clouds on clouds o'er our benighted 

h^a df. 
And, wrapp*d in darkness, doubles our distrsii. 
I had, the night last past, reoeated twice, 
A stranse and awful dream : I would not yield 
To fearful superstition, nor despise 
Thetadmonition of a friendly power, 
TTiat wished my good. 

Ames, I have certain plagues enough. 
Without the help of dreams, to make mc 
wretched. 
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Char. I would not stake my happiness or 
On their uncertain credit, nor on augnt [duty. 
But rcdHon, and the known decrees of Heaven- 
Yctdreanit have sometimes shown events to 

come. 
And may excite to vi^^ilance and care. 
Mv vision may be such, and sent to warn us, 
(Now we are tried by muhiplied afBictions) 
To mark each motion of our swelling hearts. 
Lest we attempt to extricate ourselves, 
And beek deliv*rance by forbidden ways— 
^o keep our hopes and innocence entire. 
Till we *re disiniss*d lo join the happy dead. 
Or Heat en relieves us here. 

Aanes, Well, to your dream. [night, 

cKar. Metliought, I sat, in a dark winter's 
On the wide suuniiit of a l>arren mountain ; 
The sharp, bleak winds, pierced through my 

shiv>ing frame. 
And storm** of hail, and sleet, and driving rains. 
Beat with iui|K:tuiius fury on my head, 
DrcnrhM my chill'd limbs, and pour'd a de- 
lude round me 
On one hand, e\'er-gentle Patience sat, 
On whose calm bosom I reclined my head ; 
And on the other, silent Contemplation. 
At length, lo my unclosed and watchful eyes. 
That &ng had roird in darkness, dawn a|)- 

ueared ; 
And I oeheld a man, an utter stranger. 
But of a graceful and exalted mien, [me. 

Who pressed with eager transport to embrace 
I shunn*d his arms: hu\ at some words he spoke. 
Which I have now forgot, I tum*d again ; 
But he was gone— Andoh, transporting sight ! 
Your son, inv dearest Wilmot, fill'd his place! 
Agnes. If 1 regarded dreams, I should expect 
Some fair event from yours. 

Char, But what *s to come. 
Though more obscure, is terrible indeed. 
Methou^ht we pKrted soon, and when I sought 

hmi. 
You and his father — (yes, you both were there) 
Strove to conceal him from me. I pursued 
you [earth 

Both with my cries, and call'd on heaven and 
To judge my wrongs, and force you to reveal 
Where you tiad hid my love, my life, my Wil- 
mot ! [the rest. 
Afnes. I' niess you mean to offend me, spare 
"Tis just as likely Wilmot should return. 
At we become your foes. 

Char. Far be such thought [you name 

From Charlotte's breast : but when I heard 
Self-murder, it revived the frightful image 
Of such a dreadful scene ! 

Afnet. You will |)er8ist ! [dream. 

Char, Excuse me : I have done. Being a 
I thought, at least, it could not give offence. 
Jgnet. You could not think so, had you 
thought at all. 
But I take nothing ill from thee.— -Adieu 1 
I *ve tarried longer than I first intended, 
And my poor husband mourns the while, alone. 

[£n/ Agnes. 
Char. She *8 gone abruptly, and I fear, dis- 
pleased. 



The least appearance of advice or caution, 

Seu her impatient temper in a flame. 

When griet, that well might humble, swells 

our pride. 
And pride, increasing, aggravates our grief, 
'I'he tempest must prevail tdl we are lost. 
Heavengranta fairer issue to her sorrows! [£xtl. 

ScEUB m.-^The Town and Port ofPenryn. 

Enter Young Wilmot and Eustace, in Indian 

Habits. 

Y. fFilm. Welcome, my friend, to Penrynl 
Here we *re safe. [the sea, 

Eust. Then we're deliver*d twice: first from 
And then from men, who, more remonelcii, 
prey [murder 

On shipwreck*d wretches, and who spoil, and 
Those, whomfell tempests,and devouring wavc^ 
In all their fury, spared. 

Y. fVitmot. It is a scandal, 
(Though malice must acquit the better sort,) 
The rude, unpolished people here, inComwall« 
Have long lain under, and with too modi 

justice : 
For 'tis an evil, grown almost invet'rate. 
And asks a bold and skilful hand to cure. 

Eust. Your treasure *s safe, I hope. 

Y. fFiim. Tis here, thank Heaven I 
Being in jewels, when I saw our danger, 
I hid it in my bosom. 

Eust. I observed you, [thoii|^ti. 

And wonder how you could command yoor 
In such a time of terror and confusion. 

F. JVilm. My thoughts were then at home. 
O England I England ! 
Thou seat of plenty, liberty, and health. 
With transport I behold thy verdant fiekb. 
Thy lofty mountains rich with useful ore. 
Thy numerous herds, thy flocks, and winding 

streams. 
After a long and tedious absence^ Eottace, 
With what delight we breathe our natire air. 
And tread the genial soil that bore us first ! 
'Tis said, the world is ev'ry wise man*s country; 
Yet, after having vicw'd its various nation, 
I'm weak enough, still to prefer my own 
To all I *ve seen beside— You smile, my friend ! 
And think, perhaps, 'tis instinct more than 

reason. 
Why, be it so : instinct preceded reaaon 
E'en in the wisest men, and may someUmet 
Be much the better guide. But, be it either. 
I must confess, that even death itself 
Anpear'd to me with twice its native honors^ 
when apprehended in a foreign land. 
Death is, no doubt, in ev*ry place the tame ; 
Yet nature casts a look towards home, and moit 
Who have it in their power, chuse to exjHTe 
Where they first drew their breath. 

Eust. Believe me, Wilmot, ||at} 

Your grave reflections were not what I tmiM 
I own the truth. That we're retamcd tB 

England, 
Affords me all the pleasure you can fed. 
Yet I must think a warmer passion mom J9a% 
Thinking of that, I smilcdT. 
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I Y.JFilm. OEustace! Eustace! 

Hkni know'tt, fori *re con fess'd lo thee^ I love ; 
But haying nc^'er seen the chsmning maid, 
■Thou canst not know the fierceness of my flume. 
My hopes and fears, like the tempestuous seas 
That we have pas6*d, now mount me to the skies, 
Nov hurl roe down from that stupendous 

height. 
And drive me to the centre. Did you know 
How much depends on this important hour, 
Yoa would not be surprised to see me thus. 
Hie sinking fortune of our ancient house 
Compdrd me, young, to leave my native 

country, 
Mt weeping parents, and my lovely Charlotte, 
H 110 ruled, and must for ever rule, my fate. 
0^ ^bould my Charlotte, doubtful of my truth. 
Or in dc^wir ever to see me more. 
Hate given herself to some more happy lover 1 — 
Distraction's in the thought !— <Or, should my 

parents, 
Giiev'd for my absence, and oppress'd with 

waot. 
Have sunk beneath their burden, and expired. 
While I, too late, was flying to relieve them ; 
The end of all my long and weary travels. 
The hope that made success itselt a blessing-. 
Being oefiMted, and for ever lost ; 
What were the riches of the world to me ? « 
Emi. The wretch who fears all that is pos-i 
sible. 
Matt iofier more than he who feels the worst '. 
A nan can feel, yti lives exempt from fear. \ 
A wonun may be false, and friends are mortal ; 
Aad yet your aged parents may be living. 
And your fair mistress constant. 

K. tflhrn. True, they may ; 
-I doubt, but I despair nut. No, my friend ! 
My hopes are strong, and lively as my fears ; 
Tncy idl me, Charlotte is as true as fair ; 
That we shall meet, noer to part again ; 
That I shall see my parents, kiss the tears 
From thcti pale hollow cheeks, clieer their sad 

hearts, 
Aad drive that gaping pliantom, meagre want. 
For ever from their Imard ; their days to come 
down all with peace, with pleasure^ and 

ahnndance; 
Reeeife their fond embraces and their blessings. 
And be a blessing to them. 

£■!#. *Ftt our weakness : 
BSiod ID events, we reason in the dark. 
And fetidly apprehend, what none e er found 
Or ever shall, pleasure and pain unmix d ; 
Aid fiatter and torment ourselves by turns, 
With what shall never be. 

K fFiim. I '11 go this instant 
To seek mv Charlotte, and explore my fate. 
Ernst. Wliat, in that foreign habit ? 
F.frUm. Thai's a trifle, 
\oi worth my thoughts. 

Em»i» The lianlshipo you've endured. 
And your kmg stav beneath the burning zone. 
Where ope eternal sultry summer reigns. 
Have marr'd the native hue of your compexion : 
Muhiiiln yoa look more like a sun-burnt I n- 
Thaa a Bnton. [dian. 
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F. fFilm, Well ; *tis no matter, Eustace ! 
I hope my mind 's not alter'd for the worse. 
And for my outside — But inform me, friend^ 
When I may hope to sec you. 

Bust. When you please i 
You'll find me at the inn. 

F. fViim. When I have leam'd ihy doom. 
Till then, farewell ! [expect me there ^ 

Eusi. Farewell ! success attend you ! 

[ Exeunt severally, 

ACT II. 

Scene I. — Charloite's House, 

Enter Charlotte tltoufrh/Jul ; and soon qfler a 
Servant, from the other Side, 

Serv. Madam, a stranger, in a' foreign ha* 

bit, desires to see you. 
Char. In a foreign habit 1 
'Tis strange, and unexpected* But admit him* 

[Exit Servant. 
Who can this stranger be? I know no fo* 
reigner — 

Enter Voung JVilmot, 
' Nor any man like this. 

Y. n'ilm. Ten thousand joys I 

[Goiug to embrace her* 

Char. Sir, you are too bold — Forbear, and 

let me know [place. 

What business brought you here, or leave the 

V. fnim. Perfidious maid ! — Am I forgot, 

or scorn'd ? 
Char, Can I forget a man I never knew ? 
F. fVilm, My fears are truc^ some other 
has her heart : 
She *8 lost : my fatal absence has undone me ! 
' [Aside* 

O ! could thy Wilmot liave forgot thee, Char- 
lotte ! [words import? 
Char. Ha! Wilmot 1 say, what do your 
O, gentle stranger, ease niv swelling heart 1 
What dost thou know of Wilmot? 

Y. inim. This 1 know— [spire 

When all the winds of heaven seeni'd to con- 
Asainst the stormy main, and dreadful peals 
Of rattling thunder deafen'd ev'ry car. 
And drown'd the afl'rightcn'd mariners' lond 
cries ; [flames 

When livid lightning spread its sulphurous 
Through all the dark horizon, and disclosed 
The raging seas incensed to his deti. ruction ; 
When the good ship, in which he was em- 
bark'd, [su^^gCi 

Broke, and, o'erwholm'd by the impetuous 
Sunk to the oozy botiom of the deep. 
And lefthim struggling with the warrine waves; 
In that dread moment, in the jaws of death. 
When his strength faiPd, and ev'ry hope for- 
sook him, filing lips* 
And his last breath press'd towarcls his trem- 
The neighlx)uring rocks that echoed to his 

moan, 
[(cturn'd no sound articulate but — Charlotte. 
Char, The fatal tempest, whose description 
strikes 
The hearer with astonishment, is ceased ', 

3 B 
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And Wilmot is at test. The fiercer storm 
Of swelling passions, that o'erwhelms the sool^ 
And rages worse than the mad foaming seas 
In which he perish'd, ne'er shall vex him more. 
r. ff^iini. Thou seem st to think hc*8 dcud 5 

enjoy that thought ; 
Persuade yourself, that what you wish is tfrue, 
And triumph in your falsehood. Yes, he*8 

dead,— 
You were his fate. The cruel winds and waves. 
That cast him pale and breathless on the shore. 
Spared him for greater woes— to know his 

Charlotte, 
Forgetting all her vows to him and Heaven, 
Had cast him from her thoughts.— Then, 

then he died ; 
But never can have rest. E'en now he wanders, 
A sad, irpining, discontented ^ost — 
The unsubstantial shadow of^himself ; 
And pours his plaintive groans ill thy deaf 
And stalks, unseen, before thee. [^rs, 

Cfiftr. *Tis enough : 
Detested falsehood now has done its Worst. 
And art thou dead ? And wouldst thou die, 

my Wilmot, 
For one tliou thoiight*st unjust ? Thou sonl of 

truth ! [press 

What insist be done ? Which way shall 1 ex- 
IJnuitcrable woe? Or how convince 
iTiy dear departed spirit, of the love, 
Th eternal love, and never-failing faith 
Of thy mvich-injured, lost, despairing Char- 
lotte ! [hope not too soon ! 
F. fflim. Be still, my llutt*ritig heart; 
Pierhaps I dream, and this is all illusion. 

\^Aside. 
Char. If, as some teach, the spirit af^r death. 
Free from the bounds and ties of sordid earth. 
Can trace us to our most conceaPd retreat. 
See all we act, and read our very thoughts ; 
To th«e, O Wilmot! kneeling, i appeal,— 
If e'er I sMrerved in action, wt>rd, or thought, 

9r ever wish*d to taste a joy on earth 
hat center*d not in thee, since last we parted — 
May we ne'er meet again ; but thy loua wrongs 
So close the ear of mercy to my cries, 
That I may never see those bright abodes 
Where truth and virtue only have admission. 
And thou inhabit'st now ! 

F. Wilm, Assist me. Heaven I 
Preserve my reason, memory, and sense ! 
O moderate my fierce tumultuous joys. 
Or their excess will drive me to distraction. — 
O, Charlotte! Chorlottc! lovely, virtuous maid! 
XTan thy firm mind, in spite of time and ab- 
sence. 
Remain unshaken, and snpport its truth ; 
And yet thy frailer memo^ retain . 
No image, no idea of thy lover? 
Why dost thou gaze so wildly ? Look on me ; 
Turn thy dear eyes this way; observe me well. 
Have scorching climes, time, and this strange 

habit. 
So changed and so disguised thy faithfiil Wilmot, 
That nothing in my voice, my face, or mien, 
Aemoins to tell my Charlotte! am Ke ? 

Ji4ftcr viewing kim wme time, tke\ 



dppro€ehe$ umeping, and ghee Ims 
ker hahd', and ihen^ hmutig 9$^ 
wards him, sinh upon his bw^m. 
Why dost thoa weep ? Why doat thoo treoriifa 

thus? 
Why doth thy panting heart, and caulim 
touch, [thy fftnt 

Speak thee but half convinced ? Whence m 
Why art thou silent ? Canst thou doubt di 
still ? 
Char. No, Wilmot! no; Fm blind wiii 
too much light : 
O'ercome with wonder, and oppi«ts*d with Jof. 
This vast profusion of extreme delight. 
Rising at once, and bursting from dcsptir. 
Defies the aid of words, and mocks deacriptioil. 
But, for one sorrow, one sad toene of angoiA, 
That checks the swelling torrent of my joyi, 
I could not bear the transport. 
F. ffllm. Let me know it : 
Give me my portion of thy sorrow, Charlotte I 
Let me partake thy grief, or betr it for thee. 
Char. Alas, my Wilmot ! these aid tean aic 
thine ; 
They flow for thy misfortunes. I am piefoel 
With all the a^nies of strong compasaioii. 
With all the bitter anguish you must ftcl. 
When you shall hear your parenta 
F. fVilm. Are no more. 
Char. You a{H)rehcnd me wrODg. 
F. fTtim. Perhaps I do. 
Perhaps you mean to say, the greedy «tvt 
Was satisfied with one, and one b Mm 
To biess my longing eyes. But which, oiy 
Charlotte? 
Char. Afflict yourself no more with 
less fears : 
Yonr parents both are living. Their 
The poverty to which they are mhieed. 
In spite of my weak aid, was what I numn^it 
That poverty, in age, to them whote jeuth 
Was crown d with full prosperity, I Mr, 
Is worse, much worse, than tieath. 

F. Jf^iim. My joy's complete! 
My parents living, and possess'd of thee I^^— 
From this bleat hour, the happiest of my life, 
I'll date my rest. My anxious hopea and fean. 
My weary travels, and my dangc^ past. 
Are now rewarded all : now I rejoice 
In mv success, and count my richea gm. 
For know, my soul's best treasure I I have 

wealth 
Enough to glm e'en avarice itself; 
No more shall cmel want, or proud c o mem pi. 
Oppress the sink ins spirits> or insult 
The hoary heads of those who aave me befii^ 
Char. Tis now, O riches, Iconoeire your 
worth : 
You are not base, nor can you be anpe r flo ou tp. 
But when misplaced in base and sordid hands. 
Fly, fly, iny Wilmot ! leave thy liappy Char- 
Thy fifial plet]^, the sighs and tcan [iotte/ 
Of thy lamenting parents, call thee hence. 
F. fFilm. I have a friead, the paiUNr if 
my voyage. 
Who, in the stoma lait ni^ waaihi|mMdM 
with me. 
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Ckar. Shipvmok'd iaK oight 1-^, yoo im- 
mortal powers ! [ed ? 
Wlttt bate youMifler*d ! How were you preserv- 
r. IPilM. Let that> and all my other strange 



Md pcrilooa adventures, be the theme 
Ofanny a happy winter-night to come. 
My piesefit puqiose was t' entreat my angel, 
Te kaow Uhs friend» this other better Wilmot, 
Aod come with him this evening to my fa- 
therms : 
n send him to thee. 

CSIar. I consent with pleasure. 

F. WUm. Heavens ! what a sight ! How 
diall I bear my jey ! 
MypareotSj yours, my friends, all will be mine. 
If Mek the early hopes, the vernal bloom, 
TW diilBnt prospect of my future bliss, 
TbsD what the ruddy autumn? What the frait, 
The fall possession of thy heavenly charms ? 

[^Exeunt severally. 



tcin. IL'-'A Street in Penryn. 
Enter Rtmdal. 

Ifmmi. Poor! pnorl and friendless! whi- 

tfKr shall I wander? 
And to what point direct my views and hopes? 
A aienial servant 1— No— What, shall I live 
HcR Id tliis land of freedom, live distinguish*d, 
Aad oHrk'd the willing slave of some proud 

•mnacf I 
Tb fipdl his useless train for broken fragments, 
Titt cold fcmains oT his superfluous board ? — 
I would aapire to something more and better. 
IVm thy eyes then to the prolific ocean, 
WhoK apacious bosom opens to thy view : 
^ ' ' ' H honour, and unenvied wealtl), 
icrown'd the brave adventurer's toils. 
^ native uncontested right, 
TW 6ar inheritance of ev*iy Briton, 
Thtt daics put in his claim.— «My choice is 



A loBg fiucweli to Cornwall, and to England ! 
If 1 retDfn— 'But stay, what stranger's this, 
WhOy aa he views me, seems to mend his pace ? 
Emi€r V&une Wilmoi. 
T. WUm* Randal 1 the dear companion of 
waj youth !— 
S«e, lavish fortune means to sive me all 
I «Mild desire, or aik, for this nlest day, 
Aod kave me nothing to expect hereafter I 
Bmmd, Yimt pardon, sir I I know but one 
on earth 
Could properly salute me by tlie title 
You*m pleased to give me ; and I would not 

1W yoQ are he— that you are Wilmot ! 

K. 9fUm. Why ? 

Bmmd. Because I coukl not bear the disap- 
pointment, 
IflslKMild be deceived. 

F. Ifiln. I am pleased lo hear it: 
Vky fikndly feaia bettei espress thy thou^ts 
Uttn words could do. 



Rand, O, Wilmot 1—0, my master ! 
Are you return*d ? 

K. Hllm, I have not yet embraced 
My parents — I shall see you at my father*s. 

Rand. No, I am discnatged from thene*— 
O, sir, such ruin 

F. Wilm, Fve heard it all, and hasten to 
relieve them ; 
Sure, Heaven hath blessM me to that very end: 
I\ e wealth enough — nor shalt thou want a part. 

Rand. I have a part already — I am blest 
In your success, and share in all your joys. 

y. fVilm. I duubt it not.<^But tell me> dost 
thou think. 
My parents not suspecting my return. 
That I mfiy visit them, and not be known ? 

Rand. *Tis hard for me to judge.— You are, 
already. 
Grown so familiar to me, that I wonder 
I knew you not at first: yet it may be ; 
For you re much altered, and they think you 
dead. 

Y, Wilm. This is certain ; Charlotte beheld 
me \on%f 
And heard my loud reproaches and complaints. 
Without rememb*ring she had ever seen me. 
My mind, at ease, grows wanton : I would fain 
Refine on happiness. Why may I not 
Indulge my curiosity, and try 
If it be possible, by seeing first 
My parents as a stranger, to improve 
Tneir pleasure by surprise ? 

Rand, It may, indeed. 
Enhance your own, to see from what despair 
Your timely coming, and unhoped sucoess. 
Have given you power to raise tliem. 

Y. IFilm, I remember, 
EVr since wc learn*d together, you excdl'd 
In writing fairly, and could imitate 
Whatever hand you saw, with great exactness. 
I therefore beg you*ll write, in Charlotte's name 
And character, a letter to my father ; 
And recommend me, as a friend of hers. 
To his acouaintance. 

Rand. Sir, if you desire it— 
And yet— ^ 

Y, fFilm. Nay, no objections I Twill lave 
time, [tion. 

Most precious with me now. For the decep* 
If doing what my Charlotte will approve, 
'Cause done for me, and with a good intent. 
Deserves the name. Til answer it myself. 
If this succeeds, I purpose to defer 
Discov*ring who I am till Charlotte comes. 
And thou, and all who love me. £v*ry frieiMl 
W^ho witnesses my happiness to-night. 
Will, by partaking, multiply my joys. 

Rana. You grow luxurious in imagination* 
Could I* deny you aught, I would not write 
This letter. To say true, I ever thought 
Your boundless curiosity a weakness. 

Y. Wilm. What canst tliou blame in this? 

Rand. Your pardon, sir I 
Perhaps I spoke too freely ; 
I*m ready 4o obey your orders. 

K. Wum. I am much thy debtor. 
But I shall find a time to quit thy kindness. 

3 B S 
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O, Randal ! but imagine to thyself 

The floods of transport, the sincere delights. 

That all liiy friends will feel, when I disclose 

To my astonish*d parents my return, 

And then confess, that I have well contrived. 

By giving others joy to exalt my own. 

\^Ea:eunt, 



SCENE lU.^Oid Wilmofi House. 

Old Wilmot and Agnes discovered. 

O, Wilm, Here take this Seneca ; this 

haughty pedant. 
Who, governing the master of mankind. 
And awing power imperial, prates of patience; 
And nraises poverty — possess d of millions : 
Sell nim, and buy us bread. The scantiest 

meal 
The vilest copy of his boqk e'er purchased. 
Will give us more relief in this aistress, 
Than all his l)oasted precepts.^ — Nay, no tears; 
Keep them to move compassion when you beg. 
Agnes. My heart may break,but neverjstoop 

to that. 
O. JVilm. Nor would I live to see it.— But 

dispatch. [JEat/ Agnes. 

Where must I charge this length of misery. 
That gathers force each moment as it rolls. 
And must at last o'erwhelm me, but on hope : 
Vain, flattering, delusive, groundless hope. 
That has for years deceived me? — Had I 

thought 
As I do now,-^as wise men ever think. 
When first this hell of poverty o'ertook me. 
That power to die implies a nght to do it. 
And snould be used when life becomes a pain. 
What plagues had 1 prevented ! — ^True, my 

wife 
Is still a slave to prejudice and fea r 
I would not leave my better part, the dear 

\_meps. 
Faithful companion of my happier days. 
To bear the weight of age ana want alone.— 
1*11 try once more — 

Enter Agnes, and after her Young Wilmot. 
Return*d, my life, so soon ! — 

Agnes. Ihe unexpected coming of this 

stranger 
Prevents my eoing yet. 

F. Wilm. You're, I presume. 
The gentleman to whom this is directed. 

[Gives a letter. 
What wild neglect, the token oT despair. 
What indigence, what miservt appears 
In this once happy house I What discontent. 
What anguish and confusion, fill the faces 
Of its dejected owners ! \Aside. 

O. }Vxlm. [Having read ihe lelterT] Sir, 

such welcome 
As this poor house affords, you may command. 
Our c^er friendly neighbour— once we hoped 
To have call'd fair Charlotte by a dearer 

name- 
But we have done with hope— I prey excuse 
This incoherence.— We had once a son. 

[fFefps. 



Agnes. That you are come from thai deir 
virtuous maid. 
Revives in us the mem'ry of a loss. 
Which, though long sinct, we have not kamVl 

V. fVilm. The joy to sm them, and Uie 

bitter pain 
It is to see them thus, touches my soul 
With tenderness and grief, that will o*c^ 

flow.—* 
They know me not — ^and yet I shall, I fear. 
Defeat my purpose, and betray myself. [Ank> 
O. fVilm. 1 he lady calls you, here, her . 

valued friend ; 
Enough, though nothing more should be Ib- 

plied. 
To recommend you to our best esteem,— 
A worthless acquisition 1 May she find .^ 
Some means that better may express her kind* 

ness ! 
But she, perhaps, has purposed to enrich 
You with herself, and end her fruitless sonofr 
For one, whom death alone can justify 
For leaving her so long. If it be so. 
May you repair his loss, and be to Charlotte 
A second, happier Wilmot! Partial nature. 
Who only favours youth, as feeble age 
Were not her oflspring, or below her care. 
Has seaVd our doom: no second hope shall 

spring. 
To dry our tears, and dissi|)ate despair. 
Agnes. The lust, and most abandon'd of ov 

kind ! 
By Heaven and earth neglected or despised I 
Ine loathsome grave, that robb'd us ofoiir son. 
And all our joys in him, must be our refuge* 
Y. IVilm, Let ghosu unpardon*d, or detottd 

fiends, ^ [stiainvj 

Fear without hope, and wail in such IM 
But grace defend tne living from des|Mur 1 
The darkest hours precede the rising sun. 
And mercy may appear when least cxpCded* 
O. fVtlm. This I have heard a thomend 

times repeated. 
And have, believing, been as oft deceived. 
Y. JVilm. Behold iii me an instance of ib 

truth. 
At sea twice shipwreck'd, and as oA the prey 
Of lawless pirates ; by the Arabs thrice 
Surprised, and robb a on shore ; and once re- 
duced 
To worse than these, the sum of all distress 
That the most wretched feel on this side hdl; 
Even slavery itself: yet here I stand. 
Except one trouble that will quickly end. 
The hajmicst of mankind. 

O. fitlm. A rare example 
Of fortune's changes ; apter to surprise 
Or entertain, than comfort or instnict. 
If you would reason from events, be Just, 
And count, whcu you escaped, how many 

perish'd ; 
And draw your inference thence. 

Agnes. Alas ! who knows. 
But we were reinder*d childless by some storm. 
In which you, though preserved, might 

part? 
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F. fnim. How has mv curiosity betiay*d me 
Into soperfluoas pain ! 1 &int with fondness ; 
And shall, if I stav longer, rush upon them ; 
Aodaim myself tneir son ; kiss, and embrace 

them ; 
Till, with the excess of pleasure and surprise, 
Hwir souls, transported, their frail mansions 

quit. 
And leave them breathless in my longing arms. 
JEhr dfcomstanoes then, and slow degrees, 
lacy must be let into a happiness 
Taa great for them to bear at once, and live : 
lliat Charlotte will perform. 1 need not feign 
To ask an hour for rest. [Aside.'] Sir, I entreat 
Tke forour to retire ; where, for a while, 
I ouy repose myself. You will excuse 
TUs freedom, aind the trouble that I give you : 
Tis long since I have slept, and nature calls. 
O. frtim. 1 pray, no more : Believe we're 
only tmuoled. 
That you should think any excuse were need- 
ful, [encumbrance, 
F. fFiim. The weight of this, to me is some 
(Takes a casket out of his bosom, and gives 
U to his mother. 
And its contents of value : if you please 
To take the charge of it till 1 awake, 
1 shaQ not rest the worse. If I should sleep 
TiD I am ask*d for, as perhaps I may, 
I beg that you would wake me. 

Agmes* tX>ubt it not : 
Oimctcd as I am with various woes, 
1 ihall remember that. ^ 

[£rt/, with Old mim^. 
F. WUm. Merciless srief ! 
What nv*ge has it ma£ ! how has it changed 
Her lorely form and mind ! I feel her anguish, 
Aad dread, I know not what, from her despair. 
Ily fiuher to o Q, grant them patience. 

Heaven ! 
A little longer, a few short hours more. 
And all their cares, and mine, shall end for 
ever. [Exit, 

ACT III. 

SciMB L-— ^ Boom til Old Wilmot's House, 

iMierAgmes alone, with the Casket in her hand. 

Jgnes. Who should this stranger be ? — And 
then this casket — ^ 
Hesiyt it ia of value, and yet trusts it, 
\i if a trifle, to a stranger'si hand. 
His oonBdeoce amazes me — Perhaps 
hit not what he says— I *m strongly tempted 
To open it, and see.— -No, let it rest ! 
Why should I pry into the cares of others. 
Who have so many sorrows of my own ? 
With how much ease the spring gives way ! — 

Surprising 1 
Hy eyes are dazzl'd, and my ravisb'd heart 
Laps at the glorious sight* How bright*s the 
lustre, [jewels !— 

And how immense the worth of these fair 
Ay, «ich a treasure would expel for ever 
Base poverty, and all its abject train; 
Famine; the cokl neglect of friends ; the scoro. 



Or more provoking pity of the world, [turn, 
PlenW, content, ana power, might take their 
And lofty pride bare its aspiringhead [us. 
At our approach, and once more bend before 
A pleasing dream! — ^"Tis past; and now I 
For sure it was a happiness to think, [wake : 
Though but a moment, such a treasure mine. 
Nay, it was more tiian thought— I saw, and 

touch*d 

The bright temptation ; and I see It yet — 
*Tis here — 'tis mine — I have it in possession- 
Must I resign it? Must I give it back? 
Am I in love with misery and want?— 
To rob myself, and court so vast a loss? 
Retain it then — But how ? — ^There is a way- 
Why sinks my heart ? Why does my blood run 
cold ? [choice. 

Why am I thrilFd with horror?— Tis not 
But dire necessity suggests the thought. 
Enter Old Wilmot, 
O. JVilm. The mind contented, with how 
little pains 
The ^yand'rins senses yield to soft repose ! 
He's fallen asleep already — Happy man ! 
What dost thou think, my Agnes, of our ^uest ? 
He seems to me a youth of great humanity : 
Just ere he closed nis eyes, tnat swam in tears. 
He wrung my hand, and press'd it to his lips. 
And with a look, that pierc'd me to the soul, 
Begg'd me to comfort thee: And — dost thou 

hear me ? — 
What art thou gazing on ? — Fie, *tis not well. 
This casket was delivered to you closed : 
Why have you open'd it? Should this be 
How mean must we appear ! [known, 

Agnes, And who shall know it ? 
O. JFilm, There is a kind of pride, a decent 
dignity, [tunes. 

Due to ourselves; which, spite of our misfoiv 
May be maintain'd, and cherish'd to the last. 
To live without reproach, and without leave 
To quit the world, shows sovereign contempt, 
Ann noble scorn of its relentless malice. 
Agnes. Shows sovereign madness, and a 
scorn of sense. 
Pursue no farther this detested theme : 
I will not die ; I will not leave the world. 
For all that you can urge, until conipelPd. 
O. IVilm, To chase a shadow, when the set* 
ting sun 
Is darting his last rays, were just as wise 
As your anxiety for fleeting life. 
Now the last means for its support are failing : 
Were famine not as mortal as the sword. 
Your warmth might be excused — But take thy 

choice : 
Die how you will, you shall not die alone. 
Agnes, Nor live, I hope. 
O. JVilm. There is no fear of that. 
Agnes. Then, we'll live both. 
O. JVilm, Strange folly! where the means? 
Agnes, There — those jewels! 
O. JVilm, Ah !— Take heed ! 
Perhaps thou dost hut try me — yet take heed ! 
There s naught so monstrous, but the mind of 

man. 
In some conditions, may be brought to approve . 
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Thefty sacrilege, treason, and parricide. 
When flatt*ring opportunity entieed. 
And desperation Idrove, have been committed 
By those who once would start to hear them 
named. 

A^nes. And add to these detested suicide. 
Which, by a crime much less, we may avoid. 

O. Wilm, How coiildst thou forma thought 
so very dauiuing, 
So advantap;eous, so secure, and easy. 
And yet so cruel, and «.o full of horfor ? 

Agnes, *Tis less impiety, less against nature. 
To ask another^s life, than end our own. 

O. JfVilm^ No matter which, the less or 
greater crime : 
Howe*er we may deceive ourselves or others. 
We act from inclination, not by rule. 
Or none could act amiss : and that all err. 
None but the conscious hy^)ocrite denies. 
—Oh! what is man, hts excellence and 

strength. 
When in an hour of trial and desertion. 
Reason, his noblest power, may l)e subomM 
To plead the cause of vile assassination ! 

Agnes. You*re too severe: Reason may 
For OHr own preservation. [justly plead 

O. tVilm. Kest contented : 
Whate*er resistance I may seem to make, 
I am betrayd within: my wilFs seduced^ 
And my wnole souVs infected. The deitire 
Of life returns, and brings with it a train 
Of appetites, that rage to be supplied. 
Whoever stands to parley with temptation. 
Parleys to be o'ercomc. 

Agnes, Then naught remains. 
But the swift execution of a deed 
That is not to be thought on, or deby*d — 

O. Wtlm. Gen'rouR, unhappy man ! Oh ! 
what could move thee 
To put thy life and fortune in the hands 
Of wretches mad with anguish ! 

Arnes. By what means 
Shall we eflect his death ? 

O. ff?/w. Why, what a fiend !— 
How cruel, how remorseless and impatient 
Have pride and poverty made thee I 

Agnes, Barbarous man ! 
\Vhose wasteful riots ruin*d our estate, 
And drove our son, ere the first down had 

spread 
His rosy cheeks, spite of my siid presages. 
Earnest entreaties, agonies,' and tears. 
To seek his bread 'monpt strangers, and to 
In some remote, inhospitable land — [perish 
The loveliest yonth, in person and in mmd. 
That ever crowu'd a groaning mothers pains! 
Where was thy pity, where thy patience then ? 
Thou cruel husband ! thou unnatral father ! 
Thou most remorseless, most ungrateful man ! 
To waste my fortune, rob me of my son. 
To drive me to despair, and then reproach me 
For being what thon*st made me ! 

O. jyilm. Dry thy tears: 
I ought not to reproach thee. I confess 
1th«t l!hoa hast suffer d moeh : so have we both . 
Bui chide no more ^ I'm wrought up to thy 
purpoie. 
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The poor, ill-fated, unsinpectioe viccii 
Ere he reclined him on tne fattd oooc 
From which he*s ne'er to rise, took off 
And costly dagger, that thou saw'st hi 
And thus, unthinking, fumish'd us w 
Against himself. Steal to the door. 
And bring me word, if he be still aslc 

[Exi 
Or Tm deceived, or he pronouncecl hii 
The happiest of uiankind. IMuded ' 
Thy thoughts are perishing, thy yoilt); 
Touch 'd by the icy hand of grisly deal 
Are with'nng in their bloom.— But, 

extinguished. 
He'll never know the loss. 
Nor feci the bitter pang of disappoint! 
Then I was wrong m counting him a 
To die well pleased 
Is all the happiest of mankind can ho] 
To be a wretch is to survive the loss 
Of every joy, and e^'en hope itself. 
As I have done— Why do I mourn bi 
For, by the anguish of my tortured so 
He*s to be envied, if compared with n 



Scene II.— i^ Hoom, with Young 
asleep upon a Bed, in the Dista\ 

Enter Old Wilmot and Agnet 

Agnes. The stranger sleeps at pres 
-■ so restless 
His slumbers seem, they can't contini 
Here, I 've secured his dagger. 

O, Wtlm, Oh, Agnes! Agnes! if 
*Tis just we should expect it. 

[Goes to take the dagger, hut lei 
Agnes. Shake off this panic, and 
yourself. [we det 

O. JVilm. What's to be done? On ^ 
Agnes, You're quite dismay'd. 

[Takes up tk 
O. JVilm. Give me the fatal steel. 
'Tis but a single murder. 
Necessity, impatience, and despair. 
The three wide mouths of that true C 
Grim Poverty, demand ; they shall b< 
Ambition, persecution, and re\'enge, 
Devonr their millions daily: and mal 
But follow me, and see how little cac 
You had to think there was the least 
Of manhood, pity, mercy, or remoivc 
Left in this savage breast. 

[Going the wr 
Agnes. Where do you go ? 
The street is that way. 

O. Wilm. True ! I had foigot. 
Agnes. Quite, quite confounded ! 
O. inim. Well, I recover.— I shal 
way. [Retires toward, 

Agnes. Oh, softly ! softly 1 The Ic 
undoes us. 
What are we doing? Misery and wai 
Are lighter ills than this ! I cannot b 
Stop, hold thy hand !— -laoonstant, 
woman! 



K^ctl 



, Wilmot ! 
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Wktl 4oth wayhpui 

WillQOl 1 

Wkt pow*r shaU I invoke to aid thee, Wil- 
moc 1 [^Scene closes, 

SciVB lU.^Amotker Room. 

Enter Charlotte, Eustace, and Randal. 

CUr. What ttrange neglect ! The doors are 
all anbarr*d, 
ipd QOt a living creatuie to be seen ! 

Enter Old Wilmot and Agnes. 
Sir, we an come to give and to receive 
A thousand greetings— Ha 1 what can this 

mean? . 
Why do you look with tuck amazement on us? 
Are these your transports for your son's return ? 
Wbete n my Wilmot ?-— Has ne not been here ? 
^*(Mild ha defer your happiness so long. 
Or could a kabil so disguise your son, 
"Dut yon refused to own him ? 

Apu$. Heard you that ?-— 
Whtt prodigy of horror is disclosing. 
To render murder venial 1 

0- Wilm. Pr'ythee, peace : 
The miaerable damnd suspend their howling, 
Aod the twift orbt are fiz'd in deep attention. 
Ramd. What mean these dreadful words, and 
^ fiantic air ! 
Tbat is the dag^r my young master wore. 
En»t, My mmd misgives me. Do noc stand 
tosase «JV 

Oi these diimb phantoms of despair and horror ! 
Let us search further ; Randal, show the way. 
[Exemnt Randal, Eustace, and Charlotte. 
Agnes. Let life forsake the earth, and light 
the sun. 
And death and darkness bury in oblivion 
Mankind and all their deeds, that no posterity 
May ever rise to hear our horrid tale. 
Or view the grave of such detested parricides ! 
CI. JVilim. Curses and deprecations are in 
vain : [course. 

The inn will shine, ain! all things have their 
HTurn we, the curse and burden of the earth. 
Shall be absorb'd, and mingled with its dust. 
Oar guilt and desolation must be told. 
From age to age, to teaoh desponding mortals. 
How &r beyond the reach of human thought 
Hcavan. wneu incensed, can punish— -Die Uiou 
first. \^Stahs Agnes. 

I dimt BOi trust thy weakness. 

Afnes. Ever kind. 
Bat most in this! 
O. Wilm. I will not long sur\ive thee. 
Agues. Do not accuse thy erring mother, 
Wilmot I 
With too much rigour, when we meet above. 
To give thee life for life, and blood for blood. 
It not enough. Had I ten thousand lives, 
IM give them all to speak my penitence. 
Deep and sincere, and equal to my crime. 
Oh, Wilmot ! oh, my son ! my son ! [Dies. 

Enter Randal and Eustace. 
Ernst. Oh, WiUnot ! Wilmot ! 
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Are these the fraits of all thy anxious cares 
For thy ungrateful parents ? Cruel fiends I 

O. tftlm. What whining fool art thou, who 
wouldsi usurp 
My sovereign right of grief? — Was he thy 
son ? — [bloody 

Say ! canst thou show thy hands, reeking with 
That flow'd, through purer channeb, from thy 
loins ? [ocean, 

Compute the sands that bound the spacious 
And swell their numbers with a single grain ; 
Increase the noise of thunder with tny. voice; 
Or, when the raging wind lays nature waste. 
Assist the tempest with thy leeble breath \ 
But name not thy faint sorrow with the anguish 
Of a cursed wretch, who only hopes from this 

iStaibing himself* 
To change the scene, but not relieve nis pain. 

Rand. A dreadful instance of the last re- 
May all your wues end here 1 [morse ! 

0. II Urn. O would they end 
A thousand ages hence, I then should suffer 
Much less than I deserve. Yet let me say. 
You'll do but justice to inform the world. 
This horrid deed, that punishes itself, 
W,\s not intended, thinking him our son ; 
For that we knew not, till it was too late. 
Proud and imjiaticnt under our afflictions. 
While Heaven was labouring to make us hjtppy. 
We brought this dreadful ruin on ourselves. 

Mankind may learn— But o h - . ■ 

IDus. 

Rand. Heaven ^nt they may ! 
And may thy penitence atone thy crime ! 
'Tend well the hapless Charlottte, and bear 

hence 
These bleeding victims of despair and pride ; 
Toll the death-bell ! and follow to the grave 
The wretched parents and ill*&ted son. 

§ 49. The Happiness of a free Government. 

S. J0HV8OV. 

If there be any land, as fame reports. 
Where common laws restrain the prince and 

subject, 
A happy land, where circulating pow*r 
Flows through each men)ber S th* embodied 

state ; 
Sure, not unconscious of the mighty blessing. 
Her grateful sons shine bright with cvry 

virUie ; 
Untainted with the lust of innovation. 
Sure all unite to hold her league of rule 
Unbroken as the sacred chain of nature. 
That links the jarring elements in peace* 

§50. The killing of a Boar. Otwat; 

Forth from the thicket rush*d another 

boar. 
So large, he seem'd the tyrant of the woods. 
With all his dreadful bristles rau*d up high ; 
They seemed a grove of spears upon his hack : 
Foaming he came at me, where I was posted, 
Whettinp; his huge long tusks, and gaping 

wide. 
As he already had me for his prey ^ 
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Till, brandishing my well-pois*c! javelin high. 
With this hold executing arm I struck 
The ugly brindled monster to the heart. 

• 

§ 51. Description of a populous City, Young 

T his ancient city. 
How wanton sits she amidst nature's smiles ! 
Nor from her highest turret has to view 
But golden landscapes and luxuriant scenes, 
A waste of wealth, the store-house of the 

world ; 
Here fruitful vales far stretching fly the sight ; 
There sails unnumber d whiten all the stream; 
While from the banks full twenty thousand 

cities 
Survey their pride, and see their gilded towers 
Float on the waves, and break against the 

shore. 

Various nations meet 
As in the sea, yet not confined in space. 
But streaming freely through tne spacious 

streets. 
Which send forth millions at each brazen gate; 
Whene'er the trumpet calls, high over head 
On the broad walls the chariots nound along. 

§ 62. Rural Courtship, Drydbn. 

He preferred mc 

Above the maidens of my age and rank ; 
Still shunn d their company, and still sought 

mine, 
I was not won by gifts, vet siill he gave ; 
And all his gifts though small, yet s^xyke his 

love. 
He pick*d the earliest strawberries in the woods. 
The clustered filberts, and the purple grapes : 
He taught a prating stare to speak my name ; 
And when he found a nest ot nightingales. 
Or callow linnets, he would show *em me. 
And let me take 'em out. 

{ 53. Description of a Person left on a desert 

Island, Thomson. 

Next night— a dreary night ! 
Cast on the wildest of the Cyclad Isles, 
Where never htmian foot had mark'd the 

shore. 
These ruffians left me. 

Beneath a shade 
I sat me down, more heavily oppress'd. 
More desolate at heart than e'er i felt 
Before ; when Philomela o'er my head 
Began to tune her melancholy strain. 
As piteous of my woes : lill, by degrees. 
Composing sleep on wounded nature shed 
A kind but short relief. At early morn. 
Wak'd by the chant of birds, I look'd around 
For usual objects : objects found I none, 
Kxcept before me stretch'd the toiling main. 
And rocks and woods, in savage view, behind. 

{ 64. The first Feats qfa young Eagle, Rowb. 

■ So the Eagle, 
That bears tlie thuudcr of our grandsire Jove, 



With joy beholda his hardy youthful oftpring 
Forsake the nest, to try his tender pinions 
In the wide untrack*d air ; till, bolder grown. 
Now, like a whirlwind on a shepherd'a fold. 
He darts precipitate, and gripes the prey; 
Or fixing on some dragon's scaly hide. 
Eager of combat, and his future feast. 
Bears him aloft reluctant, and in vain 
Wreathing his spiry tail. 

§ 66. The true End of Education, Rows. 

And therefore wert thou bred to virtoodt 
knowledf[;e, 

And wisdom early planted in thy soul. 

That thou mightst know to rule thy fiery pas- 
sions. 

To bind their rage and stay their headlong 
course; 

To bear with accidents, and every change 

Of various life ; to struggle with adversity; 

To wait the leisure of the righteous gods. 

Till they, in their own good appointed hour. 

Shall bid their better days come forth at once. 

A lone and shining train ; till thou, well plcas'd. 

Shalt bow, and bless thy fate, and say the ^pdi 
are just. 

§ 66. Filial Piety, Mallbt. 

E'er since reflection beam'd her 11^ t upoa 

me. 
You. Sir, have been my study. I have plac'd 
Beft||^ine eyes, in every light of life. 
The fither and the king. What weight of duty 
Lay on a son from such a parent sprung, 
what virtuous toil to shine with nis renown. 
Has been my thought by day. my dream l^ 

night : 

But first and ever nearest to my heart 

Was this prime duty, so to frame my condiict 

Tow'rd such a father, as were I a father. 

My soul would wish to meet with from a son. 

And may reproach transmit my name abhorr'd 

To latest time — if ever thought was mine 

Unjust to filial reverence, fiUal love ! 



§ 67- The same. Thomson. 

Have I then no tears for thee, my father? 
Can I forget thy cares, from helpless years 
Th^ tenderness for me ? an eye still beana'd 
With love ? A brow that never knew a frown ? 
Nor a harsh^ord thy tongue? Shall I for these 
Repay thy stooi)ing venerable age 
With shame, disquiet, anguish, and dishonor ? 
It must not be ! — thou first of angels ! come. 
Sweet filial piety! and firm nw breast: 
Yes ! let one daughter to her fate submit. 
Be nobly wretched — but her father happy. 

§68. Bad Fortune more easily borne than good, 

Rowb. 

With such unshaken temper of the soul 
To bear the swelling tide of prosp'rous fortune.. 
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b 10 deserve that forinne.-— In adveruty 
The mind grows tough by buifetting the tem- 
pest; 
But ID tnoeeis dissolving, sinks to ease^ 
And loses aU her firmness. 

§ 59. Despair never to he indulged. 

Philips. 

Thodgh plung*d in ills, and exerdsM in 
Yet uerer let the noble mind despair : [care. 
When press*d hy dangers, and b<»et by foes. 
The gods their timely succour interpose ; 
And when our virtue sinks, o*erwhelm*d with 

Bj unforeseen expedients bring relief. 

§ 60. ^ Friend to Freedom can never he a 
Traitor. THOMSoir. 

— — Hb who contends for freedom. 
Can ne'er be justly deem*d his sovereign's foe ; 
Xo! Tis the wretch who tempts him to sub- 
vert it. 
The soothing slave, the traitor in the bosom, 
^Vbo bcsc deserves that name ; he is a worm 
Ihat cats out all the happiness of kingdoms. 

fCl. Description of a Hag, Otway". 

Iv a dose lane, as I pursu'd my journey, 
I spied a wither'd hag, with age grown double, 
Picking dry sticks, and mumbling to hersdf ; 
Her eyes with scalding rheum were galFd and 

red, 
CoM palsy shook her head, her hand scem'd 

witherd. 
And on her crooked shoulders had she wrapp'd 
The talter'd remnants of an old striped hangme, 
^lliich serv'd to keep her carcase from the cold : 
Si» there was nothing of a piece about her. 
Her lower weeds were all o'er coarsely patched 
With different color 'd rags, black, red, white, 

yellow. 
And seem'd to speak variety of wretchedness. 

{ fiS. Happiness the inseparahle Companion of 

Virtue, Rows. 

^To be good is to be happy ; angels 

Arr happier tlian men, because they're better. 
Oiiili is the source of sorrow ; 'tis the fiend, 
Th* avenging fiend, that follows us behind 
WiUi whips and stings : the blest k^w none 

of this. 
But lekt in everlasting peace of mind. 
And find the height of all their heaven is good- 
ness. 

f C>3. Honor superior to Justice, 

HoMOR, mvlord, is much too proud to catch 
At even* slender twi^ of nice distinctions. 
These mr the unfeeling vulgar may do well j 
But those whose souls are by the nicer rule 
Of virtuous delicacy only sway'd, 
SiumI at another bar tlian tliat of laws. 



§ 64. In what Manner Princes ought to he 

taught. Mallet. 

Let truth and virtue be their earliest teachers; 
Keep from their ear the syren-voice of flattery^ 
Keep from their eye the harlot form of vice. 
Who spread in every court their silken snares. 
And charm but to betray. Betimes instruct 

them, 
Superior rank demands superior worth ; 
Pre-eminence of valor, justice, mercy : 
But chief, that, thoush exalted o'er mankind. 
They are themselves out men — frail suffering 

dust; 
From no one injury of human lot 
Exempt; but fever'd by the same heat, chilVd 
By the same cold, torn by the same disease. 
That scorches, freezes, racks, and kills the beg- 
gar. 

§ 66. True End of -Royalty. Mallet. 
-O WITNESS, Heaven ! 



Whose eye the heart's profoundest depth ex^ 

plores. 
That if not to perform my regal task ; 
To be the common father of my people. 
Patron of honor, virtue, and religion ; 
If not to shelter useful worth, to guard 
His wcll-earn'd portion from the sons of rapine. 
And deal out justice with impartial hand; 
If not to spread on all good men my bounty. 
The treasures trusted to me, not my own; 
If not to raise anew our English name 
By peaceful arts, that grace the land they bless. 
Ana generous war to humble proud oppressors: 
Yet more, if not to build the public weal 
On that firm base, which can aionc resist 
Both time and chance, fair liberty and law ; 
If I for these great ends am not ordain'd — 
May 1 ne'er poorly fill the throne of England. 

§ (56. The real Duty of a King. Rowb. 



-Tis true I am a king: 



Honor and glory too have been my aim , 
But though I dare face death and all the dangers 
Which furious war wears in its bloody front; 
Yet could I choose to fix my name by peace. 
By justice, and by mercy ; and to raise 
My trophies on the blessings of mankind : 
Nor would I buy the empire of the world, 
W^ith ruin of the people whom I sway. 
Or forfeit of my honor. 

§ 67. Character of a good King. Thomson. 

Yes, we have lost a father ! 

The greatest blessing Heaven bestows on mor- 
tals. 

And seldom found amidst these wilds of time, 

A good, a worthy king! — Hear me, my Tancred ! 

And I will tell thee in a few plain words. 

How he deserv'd that best, that glorious title. 

'Tis nou^tht complex, 'lis clear as truth and 
virtue. Jrcn, 

He lov'd his people, decm'd them all his child* 
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The good exalted, and depressed the bad : 
He spurnd the flattering erew, with scorn re- 
jected [selves. 
Their smooth advice, that only means them- 
Their schemes to aggrandize him into baseness. 
Well knowing that a jieople in their rights 
And industry protected ; livtna safe 
Beneath the sacred shelter of the laws ; 
Encourag'd in their genius, arts, and labors ; 
And happy each as ne himself deserves. 
Are ue*er ungrateful. With unsparing hand 
They will for him provide : their filial love 
Aq<1 ^nfidence are his unfailing treasarr. 
And every honest man his faithful guara. 

§ 68. The Guilt^fhad Kingt. Mallet. 

When those wkom Hcavea dtaftiDguishe^ 
o*er millions. 
And show*rs profusely pow*r and splendor on 
them, [they* 

Whatever th* expanded heart can wish : when 
Accepting the reward, neglect the duty. 
Or, worse, pervert those gifts to deeds of ruin. 
If there a wretch they rule so base as they ? 
Guilty, at once, of sacrilege to Heaven, 
And of perfidious robbery to man ! 

§69. The true End of Life. THO|fSoy. 

Who, who would live, my Narva, just to 
breathe 
This idle air, and indolently run. 
Day after day, the still returning round 
Of lifers mean offices and sickly joys? 
Bat in the service of mankind to be 
A guardian god below ; still to employ 
The mind*s brave ardor in heroic arms, 
Snch as may raise us o*er the grovellins herd. 
And make us shine for ever— that is life. 

§ 70. The same. S. Johnsov. 

Reflect that life and death, affecting 
sounds. 
Are only varic^d modes of endless beins. 
Reflect that life, like every other blessmg. 
Derives its value from its use alone ; 
Nor for itself, but for a nobler end, 
Th* Eternal f^ve it, and that end is virtue. 
When inconsistent with a greater good. 
Reason commands to cast the less away; 
Thus life, with loss of wealth, is well prcserv'd. 
And virtue cheaply sav*d with loss of lite. 

§ 71. A Lion overcome by a Man* Lee. 

The prince in a lone court was placed, 
Unarm'd.all but his hands, on which he wore 
A pair of gantlets. 
At last, the door of an old lion*s den 
Being drawn up, the horrid beast appeared : 
The flames which from his eye snot glaring 

red. 
Made the sun start, as the spectators thought. 
And round them cost a day of blood and death. 
Th^rince walk'd forward ; the large beast des- 
cried I 



His pr^ ; and with a voar thai nade ut pdk;. 
Flew fiercely 00 him : but LyBiiiiai(hiH» 
Starting aside, avoided his first strobe 
With a slight hurt, and, as the lion turn'd^ 
Thrust gantlet, arm and all, into hk lluoai : 
Then with Herculean force tore forth by the 

roots 
The foaming, bloody tongue ; and while the 

savage. 
Faint with the lose, aunk to tbt bUvliing 

earth, ^ 

To plow it with hij teeth, your eooqo'rinf 

soldier 
Leap d on his back, and dash'd hit skull H^ 

pieces. 

§ 72. Character qfan excellent Man. RowB* 



■ H ow could my tonsae 
Take pleasure, and be lavi£ in thy praise I 
How could I speak thy nobleness or nature I 
Thy open, manly heart, thy courage, oonstancy. 
And inborn truth, unknowing to dissemble! 
Thou art the man in whom my soul deligbls« 
In whom, next Heaven, I trust, 

§ 73- Virtue the only true Source o/NohHtyf 

Thomson. 

I TELL thee, then, whoe'er amidal the sons 
Of reason, valor, liberty, and virtue. 
Displays distinguish'd Dierit, u a noble 
Ofnature's own creating. Such bave risen, 
S|iQpng from the dust, or where had been onr 

honors f 
And such, in radiant bands, will rise again 
In yon immortal city; that, when most 
Deprest by fate, and near apparent mm. 
Returns, as with an energy divine. 
On hermstonish'd foes, and shakes them ham 

her. 

§ 74. The hap^ Effects rf Miffortune, 

TaoMiov. 

If misfortune comes, she brings along 

The bravest virtues. And so many great 
Illustrious spirits have convers'd with woe. 
Have in her school been taught, as are enough 
To consecrate distress, and make ambition 
E'en wish the frown beyond the smile of for* 
tune. 

§ 75. A Description of the Mominf*. 

Otway. 


Wish'd morning's come ; and now upon the 

plains. 
And distant mountains, where they feed their 

flocks. 
The happy shepherds leave their homely huts. 
And witn their pipes proclaim the new-bom 

day : 
The lustv swain comes with his well-filFd scrip 
Of healthful viands, which, when hunger ealls. 
With much content and appetite he cats. 
To follow in the field his daily toil. 
And dress the grateful glebe that yiekb him 

fruits: 
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AndweaiherM sfnt the cold bleak night, arc 

op; 
Aod, liiokiQg 0w*rdf the neighbouring pas- 

turety raise 
Their voice, and bid their fellow brotm good- 
morrow : 
Tbe dieerful birds too on the torn of trees 
Aaemble «11 in choirs ; And with their notes 
Sihue ud welcome up the ruing sun. 

§ 76. Another* Lbb. 

FtOM amber shrouds I see the morning 
rise 5 
8tf rosy hands b^^in to paint the skies j 
Aod DOW the city emmets leave their hive, 
Ab4 rousing htods to cheerful labor drive ; 
iii|^ difis and rooks are pleasing objects now. 
And nature smiles upon the mountain brow ; 
He joyful birds salute the sun^s approach : 
Tbe son too laughs, and mounts his gaudy 

coach; 
While from the car his dropping gems distil, 
And all the earth, aod all the neavens, do smile. 

f 77. The charming Notes of the Nightingale. 

Lee. 

Thcs, in. some poplar shade, the nightingale 
With piercing moans does her lost young 

bewail : 
Which the rough hind observing, as they lay 
Warm in their downy nest had stolen awav* 
But she in mournful sounds does still conipiaiii, 
Sii^ all the night, though all her songs are 

vain. 
And still renews her miserable strain. 

$ 78. The same. Rowx. 

So when the spring renews the flow*ry field. 
And warns the pr^nant nightiegale te build ; 
She seeks the safest shdier of the wood. 
Where she may trust her little tuneful brood. 
Where no rude swains her shady cell may 

know. 
No serpents climb, nor blasting winds may 

mow: 
Fond of the chosen place, she views it o er, 
Sics there, and wanders through the grove no 

more; 
Warbling she charms it each returning night. 
And loves it with a mother's dear^lelight. 

f 79. A worthless Person can claim no Merit 
from the Hrtues of his Anceitors, RowE. 

Wbkb honor to be scannd by long descent 
From ancestors illustrious, I could vaunt 
A lineage of the greatest ; and recount, 
Amoog my fathers, names of ancient story, 
HcToiM and godlike patriots, who subdu'd 
The world by arms and virtue. 
But that be their own pmise ; 
Not wiU I borrow merit from the dead, 
M jsdf an undeserver* 



Virtue. 



Thomsov. 



His onl^ plot was this: that, much pco- 
vok d. 
He rais*d his vengeful arm against his coun- 
try: 
And lo! the righteous gods have now chastis'd 

him 
Even by the hands of those for whom he 

fought. 
Whatever private views and passions plead. 
No cause can justify so black a deed : 
These, when the angry tempest clouds the soul. 
May darken reason and her course control ; 
But when the prospect clears, her startled eye 
Must from the treach'rous gulf with horror ny. 
On whose wide wave bv stormy passions tost. 
So many helpless wretcoes have been lost. 
Then be this truth the star by which we steer : 
Above ourselves our ooimtry shall be dear. 

§81. The same. W. Whitehead. 

Learn hence, ye Romans! on how sure a 
base 
The patriot builds his happiness ; no stroke^ 
No keenest, deadliest shaft of adverse fate 
Can make his generous bosom qiiite deraair. 
But that aloue by which his country f^iUs. 
Grief may to grief in endless round succeed. 
And nature sufier when our children bleed : 
Yet still superior must that hero prove. 
Whose first, best passion, is his country's love. 

§ 82. In what Philosophy really consists, 

Thomsov. 



■Philosophy consists not 



In airy scltetnes or idle speculations. 

The rule and condix^ ofall social life 

Is her great pro\*iace. Not in lonely cells 

Obscure she lurks, but holds her heavenly light 

To senates and to kings, to guide their counsels, 

And teach them to rcfonn and bless mankind. 

All policy but hers is false nnd rotten ; 

All valor not conducted by her precepts 

Is a destroying fury sent from hell. 

To plague unhappy man, and ruin nations. 

§ 83. Scipio restoring the captive Princess to her 
Royal Lover. Thomson. 

■What with admiration 






Struck every heart, was this : A notle virgin. 
Conspicuous far o'er all the captive dames. 
Was mark'd the general's prize. She wept and 

blnsh'd, 
Young, fresh, and blooming like the morn. An 

eye. 
As when the blue sky trembles through a cloud 
Of purest white. A secret charm combined 
Her features, and infused enchantment dirough 

them; 
Her fhapc was harmony. — But eloquence 
Beneath her beauty (aib ^ which teemiton pur- 
pose 
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By nature lavished on her» that mankind | Our seas with commeree throng'd, our bnif 

Might see the rirtae of a hero tried iinrt» 

Almost beyond the stretch of human force. 

Soft as she passed along, with downcast eyes. 

Where gen tie sorrows swel I'd , and now and then 

Dronp'd o*er her modest cheek a trickling tear. 

The Koman legions laneiiish'd, and- hard war 

Felt more than pity. £ en their chief himself. 

As on his high tribunal rais'd he sat, 

Tum*d from the dang*rous sight, and chiding 

ask'd 
His officers, if by this p(i they meant 
To cloud his virtue in its very dawn. 



She, questioned of her birth, in trembling ac- 
cents. 
With tears and blushes broken, told her tale. 
But when he found her royally descended. 
Of her old captive parents the sole joy ; 
And that a hapless Celtiberian prince. 
Her lover, and belov'd, forgot his chains. 
His lost dominions, and for her alone 
Wept out his tender soul ; sudden the heart 
Of this young, conquering, loving, godlike Ro- 
man 
Felt all the great divinity of virtue. 
His wishing youth stood check'd, his tempting 

powr 
Restrained by kind humanity. — At once 
He for her parents and her lover call'd. 
The various scene imagine ; how his troops 
Look*d dubious on, and wondered what he 

meant; 
While stretched below the trembling suppliants 

lay 
Rack'd by a thousand mingling passions, fear, 
Hope, jealousy, disdain, suomission, grief. 
Anxiety, and love, in every shape ; 
To these as different sentiments succeeded. 
As mix'd emotions : when the man divine 
Thus the dread silence to the lover broke : 
** We both are young, both charm*d. The 

right of war 
Has put thy beauteous mistress in my pow'r. 
With whom I could in the most sacred ties 
Live out a happy life : but know that Romans 
Their hearts, as well as enemies, can conquer. 
Then take her to thy soul ; and with her take 
Thy liberty and kingdom. In return 
1 ask but this : — when you behold these eyes, 
Tlicsc charu)s, with transport, be a friend to 
Rome." 



§ 84. The Blessings of Peace. Thomson. 

O BEAUTEOUS Peacc I 

Sweet union of a state ! what else but thou 
Gives safety, strength, and glory, to a people ? 
I bow. Lord C'Onstable, beneath the snow 
Of many years 5 yet in my breast revives 
A youthful flame. Methinks I see again 
Those gentle days renew'd, that bless a our isle 
Ere by this wasteful fury of division. 
Worse than ouriEtna*s most destructive firesy 
It desollled sunk. I see our plains 
Unbounded waving with the gifts of harvest: 



With cneerful toil. Our Enna blooms afresh^ 

Afresh the sweets of thymy Hybla blow. 

Our nymphs and shepherds, sporting in ead:^ 

vale. 
Inspire new song, and wake the pastoral reed. 

§ 85. Providenct. Thomson. 

— — ^Thers is a Pow'r 
Unseen, that rules th' illimitable world. 
That guides its motions from the brightest star 
To the least dust of this sin-tainted mould ; 
While man, who madly deems himself the 

lord 
Of til, is nought but weakness and depend- 
ence. 
This sacred truth, by sure experience tau^t. 
Thou must have learnt when wandering all 

alone. 
Each bird, each insect, flittine throueh the sky, 
Was more sufficient for itselfthan tnou. 

§ 86. Prudence. Thomson. 
•Let us 



Act with cool prudence, and with manly tern* 

rer, 
as manly firmness. 
'Tis godlike magnanimity to keep. 
When most provok*d, our reason calm and cleug 
And execute her will, from a strong sense 
Of what is right, without the vulgar aid 
Of heat and passion, which, tho* honest, bear us 
Often too far. 

§ 87. Description qf Ships appearing at a Dis^ 
tance, and approaching the Shore. Drtdbv. 

Guiom, As far as I could cast my eyes 
Upon the sea, something, methought, did rise 
Like blueish mists, which still appearing more. 
Took dreadful shapes, and thus mov'd towards 

the shore : 
The object I could first distinctly view. 
Was tall, straight trees, which on the water 

flew: 
Wings on their sides instead of leaves did grow. 
Which gather'd all the breath the winds could 

blow ; 
And at their roots erew floating palaces. 
Whose out-blow*d bellies cut the yielding seas. 
Montezuma. What divine monsters, O ye 

gods! arc ih(ise. 
That float in air, and fly upon the seas ? 
Cume they alive, or dead, upon the shore? 
Guiom. Alas! they liv*d too sure; I heard 

them roar : 
All turn'd their sides, and to each other spoke: 
I saw their words break out in fire and smoke. 
Sure *tis their voice that thunders from on high. 
And these the younger brothers of the sky : 
Deaf with the noise, I took my hasty flight ; 
No mortal courage can support the fright. . 

§ 88. Virtue preferable to Rank. RoWE. 

What tho' no gaudy titles grace my birth ; 
Titles, the servile courtier^s lean rewaid 1 
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Sometimes the pay of virtoe^ but more oft 
Tlie hire which greatness gives to slaves and sy- 

eophants : 
Yet Heaven, that made me honest, made me 

more 
Than e'er a king did when he made a lord. 

{89- Description of an attcient Cathedral. 

CONGREVE. 

^Tis dreadful : 

How rev'rend is the face of this tall pile 
Whose ancient pillars rear their marole heads. 
To bear aloft its arch*d and ponderous roof. 
By its own weight made steadfast and immove- 
able! 
Looking tranquillity ; it strikes an awe 
Aod terror to my aching sight ! The tomlli 
And monumental caves of death look cold. 
And shoot a chill ness to my trembling heart. 

^^. Description of a Triumph, Leb. 

——He comes, and with a port so proud. 
As if he had subdu d the spacious world : 
And all Sinope*s streets are fiird with such 
A glat of people, you would think some god 
Had conquer d in their cause, and them thus 
rank'd, [heads ! 

That he might make his entrance on their 
While from the scaffolds, windows, tops of 

houses. 
Are cast such gaudy show*rs of garlands down. 
That e*eQ the crowd appear like conquerors. 
And the whole city seems like one vast meadow 
Set all with flow'rs, as a clear heaven with 

.stars. 
Kaj, as I have heard, ere he the city enter'd. 
Your subjects lin*d the way for many furlongs ; 
The ?ery trees bore men : and as our God, 
When from the portal of the east he dawns. 
To welcome him with all their warbling throats 
And prone their feathers in his golden beams; 



So did your subjects, in their gaudy trim. 
Upon the pendant branches speak his praise. 
Mothers, who cover'd all the banks beneath. 
Did rob the crying infants of the breast. 
Pointing Ziphares out, to make them smile i 
And climbing boys stood on their fathers* shoul- 
ders, [cries, 
Answerine their shouting sires with tender 
To make tne concert up of general joy. 

§ 91 . ^ Shepherds Life happier than a King's, 

Hill. 

Th* unbusied shepherd, stretched beneath 

the hawthorn. 
His careless limbs thrown out in wanton ease. 
With thoughtless gazo perusing the arch*d 

heavens. 
And idly whistling while his sheep feed round 

him. 
Enjoys a sweeter shade than that of canopies 
Hemm*d in with cares, and shook by storms of 

treason. 

^i)2. Virtue its own Reward. Howe. 

Great minds, like Heav'n, are pleased with 
doing good. 
Though the ungrateful subjects of their iavora 
Are barren in return. Virtue does still 
With scorn the mercenary world regard. 
Where abject souls do good, and hope reward. 
Above the worthless trophies man can raise. 
She-seeks not honor, wealth, nor airy praise^ 
But with herself, herself the goddess pays. 

§ 93. No Difficulties insuperable to the Prudeni 
and Brave, Rows. 

The wise and active conquer difficulties 
By daring to attempt them : sloth and foUj 
Shiver and shrink at sight of toil and haurd. 
And make th* impossibility they fear. 
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i§ 1. L* ALLEGRO. Miltov. 

HENCE, loathed Melancholy, 
Of Cerberus and blackest Midoi^t bora. 
In Sty^an cave forlorn, 
'Mongst horrid shapes, and shrieks, and sights 

tsnholy; 
Find i>ut some uncoutti cell, 
Wtwfe brooding darkness spreads h» jealous 

wtfigs. 
And the night-raven sings ; 
There, under ebon shades, and low-brow*d 
As ragKcd as thy locks, [rocks. 

In dark Cimmerian desert ever dwell. 
But come, thou goddess, fair and free. 
In heftf*n yclep*d Euphrosyne, 
And by men heart-easing Mirth, 
Whom lovely Venus at a birth, 
V^Tith two sister Graces more. 
To ivT-crowned Bacchus bore ; 
Or whether (as some sages sing) 
The frolic wind that breathes the spring. 
Zephyr, with Aurora claying. 
As he met her once a-Maying, 
There on beds of violets blue. 
And fresh-blown roses wash'd in dew, 
Fiird her with thee, a daughter fair. 
So buxom, blithe, and debonair ; 
Haste thee, nvmtih, and bring with thee 
Jest and youtnful jollity. 
Quips and cranks, and wanton wiles, 
Noos, and books, and wreathed smiles^ 
Such ai httM on Hebe's cheek. 
And love to UTe in ditt|ile skek i 



Sport, that crinkled eare derides. 
And Laughter holding both his sides : 
Come, and trip it as you go. 
On the light fantastic toe. 
And in thy right hand lead wiA thee 
The mountain nymph, sweet Liberty^ 
And, if I give thee nonor due. 
Mirth, admit me of th^ crew. 
To live with her and live with thee. 
In unrcprored pleasures free ; 
To hear the lark begin his flight. 
And singing, startle the dull ni^ht. 
From his watch-tow'r in the skies. 
Till the dapple dawn doth rise ; 
Then to come, in spite of sorrow. 
And at my window bid good-morrow. 
Through the sweet-brier or the vine. 
Or the twisted eglantine : 
While the cock with lively din 
Scatters the rear of darkness thin. 
And to the stack, or the barn-door. 
Stoutly struts his dames before ; 
Oft listening how the hounds and horn 
Cheerly rouse the slureb'rins mom. 
From the side of some hoar nil]. 
Through the high wood echoing shrill : 
Some time walking, not unseen. 
By hedge-row elms, on hillocks green, 
Rieht against the eastern gate. 
Where the great sun begins his state, 
Rob*d in flames, and amber light. 
The clouds in thousand liveries dight ; 
While the ploughman near at hand 
Whistles o*er the furrowed land. 
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And the milk-maid tinRing blithe. 

And the mower whets nis sithe. 

And ev'rj shepherd tdls his tale 

Under ue hawthorn io the dale. 

Stnight BiQe eve hath caught new pleasures 

Whmt the lancucape rouoJ it measures ; 

Roaet lawnSy and tallows giaj. 

Where the nibbling flocks do stray ; 

Moantains, on whose barren breast 

71^ lab'rin^ doods do often rest ^ 

Mehdows tnm, with daisies pied, 

ShaUow brooks, and rivers wide. 

Tow*n and battlements it sees, 

Bo8oai*d high in tufted trees. 

Where perhaps some beauty Itea, 

Tbi Cynosure of neichb'riog eyes. 

Hifd by, a cottage-cbiraney smokes 

From bciwizt two aged oaks. 

Where Coiydon and Thyrsis aset^ 

Afe at their sarory dinner set 

Of herbs, and other country messes, 

Which the neat-handed Phyllis dresses : 

And then in haste her bow'r she leaves, 

Widi Thcstylu to bind the sheaves ; 

Or, if the earlier season lead. 

To the tomi'd haycock in the mead. 

Sometimes with secure delight 

The upbnd hamlets will invite^ 

When the merry bells ring^xMind, 

Aod the jocund rebecks sound 

To many a youth and many a maid. 

Dancing in the chequer*d shade ; 

Aad young amd old come forth to piny 

On a sunshine holiday. 

Till the live-long day-light fail ; 

Then to the spicy nut-brown ale. 

With stories told of many a feat, 

hpn finy Mab the junkets eat ; 

Sm! was pinch*d and ptilFd, she said. 

And he by friar*s lanthorii ltd; 

Telb how the drudging goblin sweat. 

To earn his cream-bowl dpiy set. 

When, in one night, ere glimpse of mom. 

His shadowy flail hath thresh a the corn. 

That ten da^ lab'rers could not end ; 

Then lies him down the lubber fiend, 

And, stretched out all the chimney's length. 

Bisks at the fire hb hairy strength ; 

And crop-full out of doors he flings, 

Ere the first cock his matin rings. 

Thus done the tales, to bed they creep, 

Bv whispVing winds soon lulKd asleep. 

Tow'red cities please us then. 

And the busy hum of fnen. 

Where throngs of knights and barons bold 

lo weeds of peace high triumphs hold. 

With store of ladies, whose bright eyes 

Rain influence, and judge tlie prize 

Of wit, or arms, while both contend 

To win her grace whom all commend : 

There let Hymen oft appear 

In safiroki robe, witli taper clear. 

And pomp, and feast, and rc%'elry. 

With mask, and antique pageantry, 

Such sights as youthful {loets dream 

On summer ^es by haunted stream. 



Then to the well-trod stage anon. 

If Jonson*s learned sock be on. 

Or sweetest Shakspeare, Fancy's child. 

Warble his native wood-notes wild. 

And ever against eating cares. 

Lap me in soft Lydian airs. 

Married to immortal verse. 

Such as the meeting soul may pierce^ 

In notes with many a winding boot 

Of linked sweetness long drown out» 

With wanton heed, andgiddy cunning 

The melting voice throu^ mazes running j 

Untwisting all the chains that tie 

The hidden soul of harmony ; 

That Orpheus* self may heave his head 

From golden slumber on a bed 

Of heap'd Elysian flowers, and hear 

Such strains as would have viwn the ea^ 

Of Pluto, to have quite set free 

His ha]f-regain*d Eurydice. 

These delights, if thou canst ^ve. 

Mirth, witn thee I mean to live. 



§ 2. IL PENSEROSO. Miliov. 

Hence, vain deluding joys. 
The brood of folly, without father bred^ 

How little you bestead, 
O^ fill the fixed mind with all your toys! 

Dwell in some idle brain, 
And fancies fond with gaudy shapes poMass, 
As thick and numberless 
As the gay motes that people the sun-beamt. 
Or likest hovering dreams. 

The fickle pensioners of Morpheus* train. 
But hail, thou Goddess sage and holy! 
Hail, divinest Melancholy! 
Whose saintly visaec is too bright 
To hit the sense of human sight ; 
And therefore to our weaker view 
Overlaid with black, staid Wisdom*8 hue ; 
Black, but such as in esteem 
Prince Memnon*s sister might beseem : 
Or that starred Ethiop queen that strove 
To set her beauty's praise above 
The sea-nymf)hs, and their powers ofiiendfid t 
Yet thou art ni^her far descended ; 
Thee bright-hair'd Vesta long of yore 
To solitary Saturn bore ; 
His daughter she (in Saturn's reign 
Such mixture was not held a stain.) 
Oft in glimmering bowers and glades 
He met her, and m secret shades 
Of woody Ida's inmost grove. 
While yet there was no fear of Jove. 
Come, })ensivc Nun, devout and puie. 
Sober, steadfast, and demure. 
All in a robe of darkest grain. 
Flowing with majestic train. 
And sable stole of Cyprus lawn. 
Over tliv decent shoulders drawn. 
Come, out keep thy wonted state. 
With even step, and musing gait. 
And looks comnnercing with the skicij 
Thy rapt soul sitting in thine graft : 
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There, held in holy passion still. 

Forget thyself to marble, till 

With a sad leaden downward cast 

Thou fix them on the earth as fast : 

And join with thee calm Peace and Quiet, 

Spare Fast, that oft with Gods doth diet. 

And hears the Muses in a rin^ 

Ay round about Jovc*s altars smg : 

And add to these retired Leisure, : 

That in trim gardens takes his pleasur^ '" 

But first and chiefcst with thee bring ^ 

Him that yon soars on eolden wing. 

Guiding the fierj'-wheeled throne. 

The cherub Contemplation ; 

And the mute Silence hist along, 

*Less Philomel will deign a song. 

In her sweetest, saddest plight. 

Smoothing the rugged brow of night. 

While Cvnihia checks her dragon yoke. 

Gently o er th* accustom*d oak ; 

Sweet bird that shunn'st the noise of folly. 

Most musical, most melancholy ! 

Thee, chantress, oft the woods among 

I woO| to hear thy eren-song. 

And missing thee, I walk unseen 

On the d|y smooth-shaven green. 

To behold the wand 'ring moon. 

Riding near her highest noon. 

Like one that had been led astray 

Through the heaven s wide pathless way. 

And oft, as if her head she bow'd. 

Stooping through a fleecy cloud. 

Oft, on a plat of rising ground, 

I hear the far-off curfeu sound 

Over some wide-water*d shore, 

Swinging slow with sullen roar ; 

Or, if the air will not {Xfrmit, 

Some still removed place will fit. 

Where glowing emoers through the room 

Teach light to counterfeit a gloom. 

Far from all resort of mirth. 

Save the cricket on the hearth, 

Or the bellman's drowsy charm. 

To bless the doors from nightly harm : 

Or let my lamp at midnight hour. 

Be seen in some high lonely tow'r. 

Whew I may oft out-watcn the Bear 

With thrice great Hermes, or unsphere 

The spirit of Plato, to unfold 

What worlds, or what vast regions hold 

The immortal mind that hath forsook 

Her mansion in this fleshly nook : 

And of those demons that are found 

In fire, air, flood, or under ground. 

Whose |X)wer hath a true consent 

With planet, or with element. 

Sometime let gorgeous tragedy 

In sceptred pa J 1 come sweeping by. 

Presenting Thebes' or Pclo|>s' line. 

Or else the tale of Troy divine, 

i^r what (though rare) of later age 

Ennobled hath the buskin'd stage. 

But, O sad Virgin, that thv |X)w*r 

Might raise Musacus from fiis bow'r. 

Or bid the soul of Orpheus sing 

Such notes as warbled to the string. 

Drew iron tears down Pluto's check, 

Aod made Hell graat what io\'e did seek. 
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Or call up him that left half told 
The stor>' of Cambuscan bold. 
Of Camball, and of Algarsife, 
And who had Canac^ to wife, 
hat own*d the virtuous ring and ghni, 
nd of the wondrous horse of brass, 
n which the Tartar king did ride ; 
nd if aught else great bards beside 
In sage and solemn tunes have sung. 
Of turneys and of trophies hung, 
Of forests, and enchantments drear. 
Where more is meant than meets the car. 
Thus, night, oft see me in thy pale career. 
Till silver-suited mom appear. 
Nor trick t and frounc'd as she was wont 
With the Attic boy to hunt. 
Bat kercheft in a comely cloud. 
While rocking winds are piping loud. 
Or usherM with a shower still 
When the gust hath blown his fill. 
Ending on the rustling leaves. 
With minute drops from ofi" the caves. 
And when the sun begins to flins 
His flaring beams, me, goddess, oriog 
To arched walks of twilight groves. 
And shadows brown that Sylvan lores^ 
Of pine, or monumental oak. 
Where the rude axe with heaved stroke 
Was never heard the nymphs to daunt. 
Or fright them from their hallow'd haunt* 
Tliere in close covert by some brook. 
Where no profaner eye may look. 
Hide nie from day's garish eye. 
While the bcc with honied thi^h. 
That at her flowVy work doth sing. 
And the waters murmuring. 
With such concert as they keep, 
Knticc the dcwy-fcather'tf sleep ; 
And let sonic strange, mysterious dream 
Wave at his wings an airy stream 
Of lively portraiture display 'd 
Softly on my eye-lids laid. 
And, as I wake, sweet music breathe 
Above, al>out, or underneath. 
Sent by some spirit to mortals good. 
Or th' unseen Genius of the wood. 
But let my due feet never fail 
To walk the studious cloisters pale, 
A nd love the high embowed roof. 
With antiaue pillars massy proof. 
And storiea windows richly dight. 
Casting a dim, religious light. 
There let the iKaling organ blow. 
To the full-voic'd quire oolow. 
In service high, and anthems clear. 
As may with sweetness, through mine ear. 
Dissolve me into ecstasies. 
And bring all Heaven before mine eyes. 
And may at last my weary age 
Find out the peaceful hermitage. 
The hairy gown and mossy cell. 
Where I may sit and rightly spell 
Of ev*ry star that hcav'n doth shew. 
And ev'ry herb that sips the dew ^ 
Till old ex|)eriencc do attain 
To something like urophetic strain. 
These pleasures. Melancholy, give. 
And I with thee will choose to live. 
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$3. LYCIDAS. MiLTOK. 
Yet onee more, O ye Laurels, and once 
more. 
Ye Myrtles brown, with Ivy never sve, 
I come to pluck your berries harsh and crude, 
And with forc*d fincers rude, 
ShAter your leaves before the mellowing year ; 
Bitter constraint, and sad occasion dear, 
Compeb me to disturb your season due ^ 
_ r ¥ai Lycidas is dead, dead ere his prime. 



Young Lycidas, and hath not left his peer : 

Who would not sine for Lycidas ? he knew 

l^iaBself to sing, and build the lofty rhime. 

He must not Imt upon his wat*ry bier 

Unwept, and~weller~f& IhcTparching wind, 

WidMMt the meed of some melodious tear. 

Begm then, listen of the sacred well, 
Tbat iioia hncath the teat of Jove doth 

spring, 
Bigin, and somewhat loodlv sweep the string. 
Bcnoe with denial vain, and coy excuse. 
So may some gentle Muse 
Wkh lucky vrords favor my destin'd urn ; 
And, as shle passes, turn. 
And bid fair pence be to my sable shroud. 
Fsrwe were nurst upon tlie self-same hill. 
Fed the same flock, by fountain, shade and rill. 

I Togetller both, ere the high lawns appear d 
Under the opening eye-lids of the morn. 
We drove a-neld, and both together heard 
What time theney-fly winds ner sultry horn, 

' Batt*niii^ ourrakfks with the fresh Jews of 

njght. 
Oft tin the star that rose at evenins bright 

Tow'id heaven's descent had slopd hiswest- 

*ring wheel, 
yean while the rural ditties were not mute, 
Temper*d to the oaten flute ; 
Boogh Satyrs danc'd, and Fauns with cloven 

heel 
From the glad sound would not be absent long. 
And okl Uamaetas Iov*d to hear our song. 
But, O the heavy change! now thou art 



Now thoQ art gone, and never must return ! 
Thee, Shepherd, thee the woods, and desert 



With wiki thyme and the gadding vine o*er- 




And alTtheir echoes, mourn. 

The urillows and the hazel copses green. 

Shall now no more be seen 

Faaning their ioyous leaves to thy soft lays. 

As killing as the canker to the rose. 

Or taiDt-vrorm to the weaning herds that graze ; 

Or firost to flow*rs, that their gay wararobe 



fint the white-thorn blows ; 

Lycidas, thy loss to shepherds' ear. 

Where vrere ye. Nymphs, wiien the remorse* 

lessdeep 

Closed o*er the head of your lov'd Lycidas ? 
For neither were ye playing on the steep. 
Where your old fattrds, the famous Druids, lie. 
Nor on the shasKy top of Mona high. 
Nor yet where ^ra spreads her wiMid stieajn : 
Ah me, I fondly dicun 1 



Had ye been there— for what could that have 

done? 
What could the Muse herself that Orpheus 

bore. 
The Muse herself for her enchanting son. 
Whom universal nature did lament. 
When by the rout that made the hideous roar. 
His gory visage down the stream was sent, 
Down the swift Hebrus to the Lesbian shore? 

Alas ! what boots it with incessant care 
To tend the homely, slighted shepherd*s trade. 
And strictly mediute the thankless Muse? 
Were it not better done, as others use, 
To sport with Amaryllis in the shadt, 
Or with the tangles of Neaera's hair ? 
Fame is the snur that the clear spirit doth raise 
(That last inhrmity of noble minds) 
To scorn delights, and live laborious days ; 
But the fair guerdon when we hope to nnd. 
And think to burst out into sudden blaze. 
Comes the blind Fury with th* abhorred shears, 
And slits the thin-spun life. But not th€ . 

praise, 
Phoebus replied, and touched my trembling 

ears J 
Fame is no plant that ^ows on mortal soil. 
Nor in the glist'ring foil. 
Set off to th' world : nor in broad rumor lies, . 
But lives and spreads aloft by those pure eyes. 
And perfect witness of all-judgins Jove: 
As he pronounces lastly on each ueed. 
Of so much fame in heaven expect thy meed. 
O fountain Arethusc, and thou honor d flood. 
Smooth-sliding Mincius, crown'd with vocal 

reeds. 
That strain I heard was of a higher mood t 
But now my oat proceeds. 
And listens to the herald of the sea 
That came in Neptune's plea ; 
He ask'd the waves, and ask'd the felon winds. 
What hard mirihap hath doom'd this gentle 

swain ? 
And ciuestion'd ev'ry gust of rugged winds 
That blows from off each beaked promontory 3 
They knew not of his story. 
And soge Hippodatcs their answer brings. 
That not a blast was from his dungeon stray*d. 
The air was calm, and on the level brine 
Sleek Panope with all her sisters play*d. 
It was that fatal and perfidious bark 
Built in th* eclipse, and rigg'd with curses dark. 
That sunk so low that sacred head of thine. 
Next Camus, reverend sire 1 went footing 

slow. 
His mantle hairy, and his bonnet sedge. 
Inwrought with figures dim, and on uie edee 
Like to thnt sanguine flow*r inscrib*d wrth 

woe. [pledge ? 

Ah ! who hath tefl (qnoth he) my dearest 
Last came, and last did go. 
The pilot of the Galilean lake : 
Two massy keys he bore of metals twain, 
(The golden opes, the iron shuts amain,) 
He shook his mitred locks, and stern bcspake. 
How well could I have spar*d for thee, young 

swain, 
Enow of such as for their bellies' sake 
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Creep, and Id trade, and climb into the fold ! 
Of other care they little reckoning make. 
Than how to scramble at the shearer's feast. 
And shove away the worthy bidden guest ; 
Blind mouths 1 that scarce themselves know 

how to hold [least 

A sheep-hook, or have learned aught else the 
That to the faithful hord man's art uelong.s ! 
What recks it them? What need they? They 

are sped; 
And, when they list, their lean and flashy songs 
Grate on their scrannel pipes of wj«tched straw : 
The hungry sheep look up, and are not fed, 
But swoln with wind, and the rank mist they 

draw. 
Rot inwardly, and foul contagion spread : 
Besides what the grim wolf with privy paw 
Daily devours npace» and nothing said, 
But that two-handed engine at the door 
Stands ready to smite once, and smite no more. 

Return, Alpheus, the dread voice is past. 
That shrunk thy streams; return, Sicilian 

Muse, 
And call the vales, and bid them hither cast 
Their bells, and flowerets of a thousand hues. 
Ye mlleya low, where the mild whbpers use 
Of shades, and wanton winds, and gushing 

brooks. 
On whoae freth lap the swart star sparely looks. 
Throw hither all your quaint enameird eyes, - 
That on the green turf suck the honied show*rs. 
And purple all the ground with vernal flow*rs. 
Bring the rathe primrose that forsaken dies. 
The tufted crow-toe, and pale jeasamine. 
The white-pink, >and the pansy freakt with jet. 
The glowing violet. 

The musk-rose, and the well attir'd woodbine. 
With cowslips wan that hang tlie pensive head. 
And every fk>w*r that sad embroiaery wears : 
Bid Amaranthus all his beauty shed. 
And da&dillies fill their cups with tears. 
To strew the bnreat herse where Lycid lies. 
For io to interpose a little ease. 
Let our frail thoughts dally with false surmise. 
Ab me! ^'hilst thee the shores, and sounding 



With far away, where'er thy bones are hurPd, 
Whether beyond the stormy Hebrides, 
Where thou perhaps under the whelming tide 
y bit*st the bottom of the monstrous world ; 
Or whether thou, to our moist vows denied, 
SIeep*8t by the fable of Bellerus oki. 
Where thie great vbion of the guarded mount 
Looks tow*ra Namanoos and Bayofia*s hold ; 
Look homeward, Angei now, and melt with 

ruth: 
And, O ye Dolphins, waft the hapless youth. 
Weep no more, woeful shepherds, weep no 
For Lyctdas your sorrow is not dead ; fmore. 
Sunk though he be beneath the wat*ry floor ; 
So sinks the day-star in the ocean bed. 
And yet anon repairs his drooping head, [ore 
And tricks his beams, and with new-spangied 
Flaim*s in the forehead of the morning sky; 
So Lycidas sunk low, but moimted high. 
Through the dear iniglit of hint ihat walk*d 



Where other groves and other strea 
With nectar pure his oozy locks he 
And hears the unexpressive nuptia 
In the blest kingdoms meek of joy 
There entertain him all the Saints 
In solemn troo|)S, and sweet societi 
That sing, and singing in their glo 
And wipe the tears for ever from fa 
Now, Lycidas, the shepherds wen: 
Henceforth thou art the genius of 
In thy large recompense, andshalt 
To all that wander in that perilous 
Thus sang the uncouth swain to 
rills. 
While the still morn went out with i 
He toucird the tender stops of van 
With eager thought warbling his 1 
And now the sun nad stretch'd out ; 
And now was dropt into the weatf 
At last he rose and twitch*d his m; 
To-morrow to fresh woods and pai 

§ 4. Firlue, Witdom, and Cant 

J 

Virtue could see to do what V 
By her own radiant light, thou; 

moon 
Were in the flat sea sunk. And M 
Oft seeks to sweet retired solitude. 
Where with her best nurse, Coatt 
She plumes her feathers and lelBgro< 
That in the various bustle of reaor 
Were all too ruflled, and sometim< 
He that hath light within hit own 
May sit i*th* centre, and enjoy bri 
But he that hides a dark soul, and fc 
Benighted walks under the mid-di 
Himself is his own dungeon. 

§ 5. Meditation and Beauty • 

Musing Meditation most afliK 
The pensive secrecy of desert cell. 
Far from the cheerful haunt of nc 
And sits as safe as in a seAate-hou 
For who would rob a hermit of hi 
His few books, or his beads, or m 
Or do his grey hairs any violence? 
But Beauty, like the fair Heiperii 
Laden with blooming gold, had im 
Of dragon watch, wnth uninchant 
To save her blossoms, and defend 
From the rash hand of bold incon 

§ 6. Cha$tih/. Milt 

She that has that, is clad in ooi 
And like a quiver*d nymph with i 
May trace huee forests, and onharb 
Infamous hilw, and sandy periloui 
Where through the sacnad nyt of 
No savage, fierce bandite, or vkmi 
Will dare to soil her virgin purity: 
Yea there, where very desoUtioii \ 
By grots, and caverns thag^d 

shades. 
She may pa« on with unbleiich'd 
Be it not done in pride, cr ia 
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say no eril thing that walks by night, 
la log or firCt by lake, or moorish fen. 
Blue meacre hag, or stubborn unlaid ghost, 
Taat breaks his magic chains at curfeu time. 
No goblin, or swart fairy of the mine. 
Hath hurtful pow'r o'er' true virjinitv* 
Do you beliere me yet, or shall T call 
Aniiquitj from the old schools of Greece 
To testiiy the arms of chastity ? 
IcDce hath the huntress Dian* her dread bow. 
Fair silTer-sbafted qoeen, for c\'er chaste, 
Whemrith she tam*d the brinded lioness 
Aad spotted mountain pard, but set at nought 
The mrolous bolt of Cupid ; gods and men 
Fev'd her stem frown, and she was queen o th* 

woodf. 
What was the siaky-headed Gorgon shield, 
Tliat wise Minerva wore, unconquer*d virgin. 
Wherewith the freez*d her foes to congealM 

stone. 
Bat rigid looks of chaste austerity. 
And Doble grace that dash'd brute violence 
Widi sudden adoration and blank awe ? 
So dear lo Heaven is saintlv Chastity, 
Thtt, when a soul is founa sincerely so, 
A thoosand liveried an^ls lackey her. 
Driving far oflfeach thmg of sin and guilt. 
And in dear dream and solemn vision, 
Tdl her of things that no gross ear can hear, 
TBI oft convert with heavenly habitants 
Bq^ to oast a beam on th* outward siiape, 
Iknnpnllaled temple of the mind. 
Aid torn it by degrees to the souls essence. 
Till all be made immortal : but when lust, 
hf mchastc looks, loose gestures, and foul talk, 
Kt IMMI bv lewd and lavish act of sin, 
Un ia defiltaaent to the inward parts, 
Tbe soul grows clotted by contagion, 
bbodicSy and imbrutes, till she quite lose 
Ik divine piopcitv of her first being. 
avk are those thick and gloomy shaoows damp 
Oft tern ia cfaamel vaults, ancT sepulchres, 
U^riag and sitting by a new-made grave, 
Aibih to leave the body that it lov*d, 
^ link'd itself by carnal sensuality 
*«adegeneiate and degnuled state. 



f7* Philosophy . Miltok. 

How charming is divine Philosophy ! 
AilhBish and crabbed, as dull fools suppose, 
^ Biasical as is Apollo's lute, 
Alia perpetual feast of nectar'd sweets, 
^Wic no crude sorfcit reigns ! 



§ 8. TVue Liherly. Miltov. 






T rue Liberty . 
Matf^ which always with right reason dwells 
Twian'd, and from her hath no dividual being : 
Imod in man obscur'd or not obeyed, 
laandiatdy inordinate desires 
Aad opitart passions catch the government 
Fiom icason^ aad to servitude nducc 
Mas, tin then Ace. 



§ g. Powers of Body and Mind. MlLTOV. 

On how comely it is, and how revivins 
To the spirits of just men, lone oppress*<^ 
When God into the hands of their deliverer 
Puts invincible might. 

To quell the mighty of the earth, th* oppressor. 
The brute and boisterous force of violent men. 
Hardy and industrious to support 
Tyrannic power, but raging to pursue 
The riL;lueous, and all such as honor truth ! 
He all their ammunition 
And feats of war defeats ; 
With plain heroic magnitude of mind. 
And celestial vigor arm*d. 
Their armories and magazines contemns. 
Renders them useless, while 
With winged expedition. 
Swift as the lightning glance, he executes 
His errand on the wicked, who, surpris'd. 
Lose tlieir defence, distracted and amaz*d« 

§ 10. On Shakspeare. Miltov. 

What needs my Shakspeare for his hoaor'd 
bones 
The labor of an age in piled stones. 
Or that his hallow*d reliques should be hid 
Under a starry-pointing pyramid ? 
Dear son of memory ! great heir of fame ! 
W*hat need'st thou such weak witness of thy 
Thou in our wonder and astonishment [name r 
Hast built thyself a live-long monumenL 
For whilst to th* shame of slow-enlleavooring 

art 
Thy easy numbers flow, and that each heart 
Hath from the leaves of thy unvalued book 
Those Delphic lines with deep impression took. 
Then thou our fancy of itself bereaving. 
Dost make us marble with too much conceiv- 
ing ; 
And so sepulchred in such pomp dost lie. 
That kings for such a tomb would wish to die. 

§11. Song : on A fay Morning, MiLTOV. 

Now the bright moming^star, day*s bar* 
bingcr. 
Comes dancing from the east, and leads with her 
The flow'ry Alay, who from her green lap 

throws 
The yellow cowslip, and the pale primrose. 
Hnil, bounteous May, that dost inspire 
Mirth, and youth, and warm desire ! 
Woods and groves are of thy dressing. 
Hill and dale doth boast thy blessing. 
Thus we salute thee with our early song. 
And welcome thee, and wish thee long. 

§ 12. Virtue and Evil, MiLToir. 

Virtue may be assaifd, but ne\'cr hurt. 
Surprised by unjust force, but not enthraU'd : 
Yea, even tlut* which mischief meant most 

harm. 
Shall in the happy trial prove most glory j 
But even on itself .*hnll back recoil. 
And mix no more with goodness, when at la?t, 
Gathefd like scum, and settled to itaplf/ 
It shall be in eternal restless chang|e 

3c a 
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Self fed, and self-consumed : if this fail. 
The pil]ar*d firmament is rottenness. 
And eartli*8 base built on stubble. 

§ 13. Patience. Milton. 

Mant are the sayings of the wise. 
In ancient and in modem books inroird. 
Extolling Patience as the truest fortitude ; 
And to the bearing well of all calamities. 
All chanocs incident to man*f frail life, 
ConsolatDfies writ [sought. 

With studied argument, and much persuasion 
Lenient of srief and anxious thought; 
But with th afflicted, in his jxings, their sound 
IJttle ]>rcvails, or mihcr seems a tune 
Harsh, and of dissonant mood from his com- 
Unless he feel within [plaint ; 

Some source of consolation from above. 
Secret refreshing, that repair his strength. 
And fainting spirits uphold. 

§ 14. S&nnei: on his deceased Wife. Milton. 

Mbthoucht I saw my late espoused saint 
Brought to me like Alcestis from the flrrave. 
Whom J<)Ve*s great son to her glad buslMmd 
gave, [faint. 

Rescued from death b^ force, though nale and 
Mine, as whom wash'a from spot of cnild-bed 
Purification in the old law did save, [taint 
And sueh, as yet once more I trust to have 
Full sight of her in heaven without restraint. 
Came vested all in white, pure as her mind : 
Her fiu^e was veiFd, yet to ray &neied sight 
Love, sweetness, goodness, in her person 
shin*d 
So clear, as in no face with more delight. 
But, oh ! as to embrace me she inclin*d, [night. 
1 wak*d, she fled, and day brought back my 

§ 15. Spirits, Milton. 

■ S pirits, when they please. 
Can either sex assume, or both ; so sofl 
And uncompounded is their essence pure; 
Not tied or manacled with joint or limb. 
Nor founded on the brittle strength of bones, 
Like cumbrous flesh ; but in what shape they 

choose. 
Dilated or coodena'd, bright or obscure, 
CtQ execute their airy purposes. 
And woiiu of love or enmity fulfil. 

f l5. Pain, Milton. 

—What avails [with pain. 

Valour or strength, ihough matchless, quell'd 
Which all aubduet, and makes remiss the nands 
Ofmig^tiett? Sense of i^leasure we may well 
Spare out of life, perhaps, and not repine ; 
But live content, which is the calmest life : 
But pain is perfect misery, the worst 
Of evils 1 and, excessive, overturns 
All patience. 

} 17. Hypocrisy. Milton. 

Neither man nor angel can discern 
Hypocrisy, the only evil that walks 
Invisible, exo^ to God alone. 
By his permissive will thro* hotven and earth : 



And oft though Wisdom wake. Suspicion tleepa 
At Wisdom's gate, and to Simplicity [lU 

Resigns her charge, while Goodness thinks iic» 
Where no ill seems. 

§ 18. The Lady reproving Comus. MiLTOV. 

I HATE when vice can bolt her arguments. 
And virtue has no tongue to check her pride. 
Imf>o?tor I do not charge most innocent Nature, 
A3 if she would her children should be riotoat' 
With her abundance ! she^ good cateress. 
Means her provision only to the good. 
That live according to her sober laws. 
And holy dictate of spare Temperance: 
If every just man, that now pines with want. 
Had hpt a ntoderate and beseeming share 
Of that which Iewdly-|)amper*d luxury 
Now heaps upon some few with vast excess, 
Nat!ure*s full oiessings would be well dispens*d 
In unsuperfliiuus even proportion. 
And she no whit encumher*d with her store. 
And then the giver would be better thank*d. 
His praise due paid ; for swinish glutton? 
Ne*er looks to Heav'n amidst his gorgeous tttit. 
But with besotted, base ingratitude 
Crams, and blasphemes his feeder. Shall I gi 

on? 
Or have I said enough ? To him that daiea 
Arm his profane tongue with contemptuoui 

words 
A^inst the sun-clad pow*r of Chastitr, 
Fain would I something say, yet to wMt ead? 
Thou hast not ear, nor soul to apprehend 
The sublime notion, and high mystery 
That must be utter'd to unfold the sage 
And serious doctrine of Viiginity, rkiMMr 

And thou art worthy that thou shoqldtl not 
More happiness than this thy present lot. - 
Enjoy your dear wit, and gay rhetoric, [linoc^ 
That hath so well been taudit her '^■■^^tmg 
Thou art not fit to hear thyself coovinc^d ; 
Yet should I try, the uncontrolled worth 
Of this pure cause would kindle my rapt spiiili 
To such a flame of sacred vehemence, [tniac^ 
That dumb things would be mov'd to a y m pi^ 
And the brute earth would lend her nervcfy 

and shake. 
Till all the magic structures, rear'd so hig|h» 
Were shatter d into heaps o'er thy false hcakd. 

$ 19. Sonnei to the Nigkiingaie. MlLTtlV. 

O viGHTiMGALB, that on yon bloomy my 
Warblest at eve, when all the woods are tnll. 

Thou with fresh hope the lover's heart dott fill. 

While the jolly hours lead on propitious May. 
Thy liquid notes, that close the eye ofcby. 

First heard before the shallow cuckoo's bill^ 

Porteiu] success in love; oh if Jove's will 

Have link'd that amorous pow'r to thjr toft liij. 
Now timely sing, ere the rude bird of hate 

Foretel my hopeless doom in some grove nigh ^ 
As thou from year to year hast song too late 

For my relief, yet hadst no reason why : 
Whether the muse or love call thee his mate* 

Both them I senre, and of their train am I. 
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$tO. Echo: A Song* Miltov. 

SwBBT Echo, sweetest nymph! that Hv'st 
Within thy airy shell, [unseen 

fiv slow Meander's margent green, 

Atti in tne Tiolet-embroiderd \ale. 

Where the love-lorn nightingale 

Mglitly to thee her sad song moumeth well ; 

Cant thou not tell me of a ^ntle pair 
That Itkest thy Narcissus arei 

Oh if thou have 
Hide them in some flow*ry cave. 
Tell me but where, [sphere ! 

Sweet queen of parley, daughter of the 

So mayst thou be translated to the skies. 
And give resounding grace to all Heav'n*s har- 
mooiet. 

VARIOUS DESCRIPTIONS FROM 
SPENSER. 

§21. Adoniii Garden. 

BuTwere it not that Time their troubler is. 
All that in thb delightful garden grows 

Shodld hapoy be, and have immortal bliss : 
For heie all plenty and all pleasure flowes. 
And sweet love gentle fits emongst them throws. 

Without fell rancour, or fond jealousie ; 
FnnUy cnch paramour his leman knows, 

Eath bind his mate ; ne any does envie 
TiMir goodly merriment, and gay felicitie. 



S^ljkt in the middest of that paradise 
TWit tmod m stately mount, on whooe round 
lop 
A ifooakj grove of myrtle trees did rise. 
Whose ibaaie boughs sharp Steele did never lop, 
Nm wieked beasts their tender buds did crop : 

BM, like a ^rlond compassed the hight, 
AM froBi their fruitfull sides sweet gomes did 
drop. 
That all the ground with precious dew be* 

most dainty odours, and most 
delist I 
Aad, in the thickest covert in that shade, 

a pleasant arbour, not by art, 
B nt of the trees own inclination made. 
Which knitting their ranke branches part to 

With wanton ivie-twine entaiVd athwart. 

And cslantine and caprisfole emong, 
Fashinrfd abo^-e within her inmost nart. 

That neither Phcebus* beams couid through 
them throng, 
Nar iBolnt* sharp blast could work them any 
wrong. 

Aad all about grew every sort of flowre. 
To which sad loven were transformed of yore ^ 

Freih Hyacinthus, Phoebus' paramoure, 
Aad dearest love; 
Fodidi Nareisse, that likes the wat*ry shore ; 

Sad Aramanthus, made a flowre but bte ; 
Sad Amnanthus, in whose purple gore 

McHeoMi I tee Amintaa* wretched fate. 
To wfamn tweet poets vene hath given endless 
date. 



dkht. 
iSrth 



§ 22. J^ffecHons, 

How great a toil to stem the ragins flood. 
When beauty stirs the mass of youthful blood 1 
When the swoln veins with circling torrents 

rise. 
And softer passions speak through wishing eyes 1 
The voice of reason's ilrown'd ; in vain it sneaks. 
When hasty anger dyes the eloomy cheets ; 
And vengeiul pride hurries the mortal on 
To deeds unheard, and cruelties unknown. 
Then 'gan the Palmer thus : Most wretched 
man. 
That to affections does the bridle lend : 

In their beginning they are weak and wan. 
But soon, thro suffrance,growe to fear full end ; 
Whiles they are weak, betimes with them con- 
tencf: 
For when they once to perfect strength do 
growe. 
Strong warres they make, and cruel battry 
bend 
'Gainst fort of reason, it to overthrowe : 
Wrath, jealousy, grief, love, this 'squire have 
laid thus lowe. 
Wrath, jealousy, f^ef, love, do thus expell : 
Wrath is a fire, and jealousy a weed ; 

Grief is a flood, and love a monster fell $ 
The fire of sparke, the weed of little seed. 
The flood of drops, the monster 61th did breed : 
But sparks, seed, drops, and filth do thus 
decay ; 
The sparks soon quench, the springing seed 
outweed. 
The drops dry up, and filth wipe clean away ; 
So shall wrath, jealousy, grief, love, die and 
decay. 

§ 23. Antbiiion, 

A ROUT of people there assembled were. 
Of every sort and nation under sky. 

Which with great uprore preassed, to draw 
near 
To th* upper part, where was advanced hie 
A stately seat of soveraigne majestic. 

And thereon sate a woman gor^eons gay. 
And richly clad in robes of royaltie. 

That never earthly prince in such array 
His gloiy did enchaunce, and pompous pride 
display. 

Her face right wondrous faire did seem to be. 
That her broad beauties beam great brightness 
threw 

Through the dim shade, that all men here 
might see i 
Yet was not that same her own native hew. 

But wrought by art; and counterfeited shew. 

Thereby more lovers unto her to call ; 
Nathless. more heavenly (aire in deed atid view 

She by creation was, till she did fall : 

Thenceforth she sought for helps to cloke her 
crimes withall. 

There, as in glistVins ^ory she did sit. 
She held a great gold chainr ylinked well. 

Whose upper end to highest heaven was knit* 
And lower part did reach to lowest hell ; 
And all that prease did round about her swell. 

To catchen hold of that long chaine, thereby 
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To climb aloft, and others to excell ; 

That was Ambition, rash desire to stie; 
And ev*ry link thereof a step of dignitie. 

Some thought to raise themselves to high 
degree 
By riches and unrighteous reward ; 

Some by close should* ring, some byflatteree; 
Others through friends, others for base reward ; 
And all, by wrong ways, for themselves pre- 
par'd. 
Those that were up themselves, kept others 
lowej 
Those that were lowe themselves held others 
hard, 
Nc sufier'd them to rise, or greater growe ; 
Bat every one did strive his fellow down to 
throwe. 

O sacred hunger of ambitious mindes. 
And impotent desire of men to raigne ! 

Who neither dread of God, thatdevils bindes. 
Nor lawes of men that commonweals containe, 
Nor bands of nature, that wild beasts restraiue. 

Can keep from out rage,and from doing wrong. 
Where they may hope a kingdom to ohtaine, 

No^ faith so firm, no trust can be so strong. 
No kve to lasting then, that may enduren long. 

§ S4. Anguisk, 

What equal torment to the griefe of mind^. 
And pyning anguish hid in gentle heart. 

That inly feeds itself with thou^ts unkinde. 
And uourtsheth her own consuming smart i 
What medicine can any leache^s art 

Yield such a tore, tnat doth her srievance 
And will to none her maladie impart! [hide, 

§ 96. Arbour. 

Avo over him art striveing to compaire 
With nature, did an arbour green dispred. 

Framed with wanton ivie, flowering faire. 
Through which the fragrant eglantine did sprcd 
His uncking armes, entayFd with roses rra. 

Which dainty odours round about him threw ; 
And all within with flowres was garnished. 

That, when mild Zepliyrus emongst them 
blew. 
Did bmthe out bounteous smells, and painted 
colors shew. 

§ e6. Avarice, 

AvD greedy Avarice by him did ride, 
Upon a camel loaden all with gold ; 

Two iron coffers hung on eittier side. 
With precious metall full as they might hold. 
And in his lap a heap of coin he toM i 

For of his wicked nelf his god he made. 
And unto hell himself for money sold : \ 

Accursed usury was aU his trade, fwaide. 
And right and wronj; ylike in equall balance 

At. last he cune into a gk)omy slade, [light, 
Cover*d with boughs and shrubs from heaven s 

WbeMM be sitting found, in secmt thadc^ 
An uncottthi, tBiv*^, and uncivill wight^ 



Of griesly hew, and foul ilUfavoar*d si^ $ 
His face with smoake \yas tann*d, and cjc 
were blear*d ; 
His head and beard with soot were ill bcdigfat 
His coale-black hands did seem to have occe 
sear'd 
In smithe's fire-speting forge, and nails like 
claws appear'd. 

His iron coat, all overgrown with rust. 
Was underneath enveloped with gold. 

Whose glistring gloss, darkened with filthf 
dust. 
Well it appeared to have been of old 
A work of^rich entaile, and curious mould. 

Woven with anticks, and wild imagery j 
And in his lap a mass of coine he told. 

And tum*d upside down, to feed his eye. 
And oovetous desire, with his huge tfcasuiy. 

And round about him lay, on every ude. 
Great heaps of gold, that never couki he spent; 

Of which, some were ore not parifide 
Of Mulciber s devouring element ; 
Some others were new driven, and distent 

Into great ipgots, and to wedges square ; 
Some in round plates withouten monument; 

But most were stanipt, and in their metal 
bare 
The antick shapes of kings and Ccsars Strang 
and rare. 

§ 97' Bashjulness, 

Thi whiles the fairie knisht did entcrtaim 
Another damsel of that gentk crew 

That was right faire, and modest of demain< 
But that too oft she cliang*d her native hue. 
Strange was her tire, and all her garinentabloi 

Close round about her tuckt, with many 
plight : 
Upon her fist, the bird that shunneth view. 

And keep in coverts close from living wigh 
Did sit, asitashamM how rude Dan did herdifjh 

So long as Guyon with her commun*d. 
Unto the ground she cast her modest e}T, 

And ever and a none, with ^o^ie red. 
The bashfull blood her snowy cheeks did die;, 
And her became as polish *d ivorie. 

Which cuhning craftsman's hand hath ove 
laid 
With fair vcrmillion, or pjure lasteiy. 
Great wonder had the knicht to see the mail 
So strangely passioned, and to her gently sai« 

Fair damsell, seemeth by your troubled ches 
That either me too bold yec weene, this wisi 

You to molest, or other ill to feere. 
That in the secret of your heart close lyes. 
From whence it doth, as cloud from sea, an 

irit be I, of pardon I you pray; 
But if ought else that I mote not devise, 

I will (if please you it disc rue) assay 
To ease you of that ill, so wisely as 1 may. 

She answered iK>ught, but more ahasht 
shame, 
HM down her head, the whiles her lovely £ 

The flushingblood with blusUngdid iaAm 
And the strong passion marred her nodest gr^ 
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miGiifOD manraird at her uncomh caMs 
Till Alma him bespake. Why wonder yee. 

Fur mtt at that which you so much imbrace ? 
Sha ia the Ibuntaine of your modeitee : 

yfliahaiiie-&c'dare, butShame-£ic*dnesB itielf 
is thee. 

Another, 

AvD next to her sate goodly Shame-fac*dneM ; 
Nc efer dunt her eyes from sround up-reare, 

Ne ever once did look up trom her dress, 
Ai if some blame of evil she did feare, 

Tliat in her cheek made roses oft appeare. 

§ 28. Beauty, 
Nought is there under heay*n's widehollow- 
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That aofcs mora dear compassion of mind. 
Than beauty brought t* unworthy wretched- 



Bf ciinr*s foaies or lbrtunes*s fi-eaks unkind : 
I, wheUicr latdv through her brightness blind^ 

Or tbroqgh aUegiance and fast fealty. 
Which I do owe unto all womankind. 

Fed mj heart pierc*d with so great affony, 
Wbcn such I see, that all for pity I could die. 

Eftsoons there stepped forth 
A goodly lady, clad in hunter's weed, 
Tnt seem'd to be a woman of great worth, 
hwi by her ttatdy portance home of heavenly 
birth. 

Her lace so fiur, as flesh it seemed not, 
Btf bcBrenlv portraict of bright angels hiew, 

Ckar as toe sky withouten blame or blot, 
1M^ goodly mixture of complexions dew, 
iad in her cheeks the vermiir red did shew 

Like loaet in a bed of lillies shed, 
Ik which ambrosial odours from them threw. 

And naers sense with double pleasure fed, 
AUe to ncal the sick, and to revive the dead. 

lo her fair eyes two living lamps did flame, 
fcndled ahore, at th* heavenly Maker's light. 

And darted fiery 1)eam8 out of the same, 
SopaisiDg pearceant, and so wondrous bright. 
That quite oereav'd the rash beholder:i of their 
sight: 
In them the blinded god his lustful fire 
Ttkiadle oft assay d, but had no might ; 

For, with dread majesty, and awful ire. 
She bfoke hn wanton darts, and quenched base 
desire. 

NoQf^t under heaven so strongly doth allure 
Ike aeoie of man, and all his mind possess, 

Ab beauty*s lovo>bait, that doth procure 
Gnat wamora of their rigour to repress, 
Aftd mighty hand^ for^t their manliness, 

Dnwn With the powVofan heart^robbingeye, 
Aod wrapt in fetters of a g^)ldcn tress. 

That can with melting pleasance mollify 
Ikdr harden*d hearts, enur*d to blood and 
cnielty. 

SovhilMDeleam*d that mighty Jewish swain, 
Cadiof whoae locks did match a man of might. 
To bi hit ippils before his leman'i train ; 



So also did the great Cetcan knight. 

For his love's sale, his lion*s skin undight: 

And so did warlike Antony neglect 
The world's whole rule, for Cleopatra*s sight. 
Such wond' reus po w* re has women's fair aspect. 
To captive men, and make them all the world 
rejecL 

§ SQ. Boar, 

And then two boars with rankling malice 
met. 
Their goary sides, fresh bleeding, fiercely fret. 
Till, breathless both, themselves aside retire^ 
Where foaming wroth their cruel tusks th^ 
whet. 
And trample th- earth the whila they may 
respire : 
Then back to fight again, n^w breathed and 
entire. 

§30. Bower of Blits, 

Thevce passing forth, they shortly do arrive 
Whereat the Bower of Bliss was situate ; 

A place pick'd out by choice of best alive. 
That nature's work by art can imitate ; 
In which whatever in this worldly state 

Is sweet and pleasing unto living sense. 
Or that may daintiest ^ntasie aerate. 

Was poured forth with plentiful dispense. 
And made there to abound withlavishafflueooe. 

Goodly it was enclosed round about. 
As well their enter'd guesu to keep withid^ 

As those unruly beasts to hold without; 
Yet was the fence thereof but weak and thin : 
Nought fear'd their force that fortilage to win. 

But wisdom's powre and temperance's might. 
By which the mightiest things efforced bin : 

And ckc the gate was wrought of iobstance 
light. 
Rather for pleasure than for battery or fight. 

It framed was of precious yvory. 
That seem'd a work of admirable wit ; 

And therein all the famous historie 
Of Jaion and Medaea was ywrit; 
Her mighty charnies, her furious loving fi^ 

His gocxll]^ conquest of the golden flrncg 
His falscd faith, and love to lightly flit. 

The wondreti Argo, which inveni'rous peece 
First through the Euxian seas bore all the flov/r 
of (jrreece. 

Ye miglit have seen the frothy billowea fry 
Under the ship, as thorough them she went. 

That seemed waves were into yvory. 
Or yvory into the waves were sent : 
And other whcro the snowy substance sprent. 

With vermilUlike the boyes bloud therein 
shed, 
A pltecius spectacle did repres<u|t : 
And utherwhiles with gold baEnnkeled, 
It seem d th' enchanted name wnich did Ceeilsa 
wed. 

All this and more might in thb aoodlj gate 
Be read; that ever open stood to i^I 
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Which thither came ; but in the porch there 
sate 
A comely personage of staturo tall. 
And semblance pleasing more than natural. 

That travellers to him seem'd to entice ; 
His looser garments to the ground did fall. 

And flew about his heels in wanton wise. 
Not fit for speedy pace or manly exercise. 

The foe of life, that good envies to all. 
That secretly doth us procure to fall. 
Through guileful semblaunce which he makes 
us see, 
[e of this garden had the governall. 
And pleasure's porter was devisM to be, 
lolding a staffe in hand for more formalitie. 

Thus being entred, they behold around 
A large and spatious plaine on every side 

Strow'd with pleasaunce, whose taire grassie 
ground 
Mantlra with green, and goodly beatifide 
With all the ornaments of Floraes pride^ 

Wherewith her mother Art, as half in scorne 
Of niffgard Nature, like a pomnous bride, 

Diddeck her, and too lavishly adome. 
When forth from virgin' bowre she comes in 
th* early morne. 

Thereto the heavens always joviall, 
I^)okt on them lovely, still m stedfast state, 

Ne suffer'd storme nor frost on them to fall. 
Their tender buds or leaves to violate. 
Nor scorching heat, nor cold intemperate, 

T* afflict the creatures which tnerein did 
dwell i ^ 

But the mild air with season modemte 

Gently attempred and disposed so well. 
That still it biieathed forth s^eet spirit and 
wholesome smell. 

More sweet and wholesome than the plea- 
sant hill 
Of Rhodop^, on which the nymph that bore 

A giant-babe, herselfe for griefe did kill ; 
Or the Thessalian Temp^, where of yore 
Faire Daphne Phoebus' heart with lovedidgore ; 

Or Ida, where the ^s lov'd to repaire, 
When-ever they theirheavenlybowresforlore; 

Or sweet Parnasse, the haunt of muses faire; 
Or Eden, ifthat aught with Eden motecompare. 

IVl thai he came unto another gate, 
Noeate, but like one, beeing goodly dicht 

With boughes and branches, which did broad 
dilate. 
Their clasping armes, in wanton wreathings 
intricate, t 

60 fashioned a porch with rare divise, 
Archt over head with an embracing vine. 

Whose bunches hanging downe, seem'd to 
entice 

All passers by to taste their loshious wine. 
And did themselves into their hands incline. 

As freely oftnnc to be gathered ; 
Some deep en^rpled as the hyacint, 

Sbme as the rubine laughing, sweetly red, 
Some like fair emeraudes not yet ripened* 

And them amongst, some were of burnisht ■ 
60 made by art, to beautifie the rest, [gold, I 



Which did themselves amongst the UmtM 
enfold. 
As lurking from the view of oovetoiis coot. 
That the weak boughes, with so rich load op- 
Oid bow adown as over-burlhened. [pi^ 

There the most dainty paradise on ground. 
Itself doth offer to his sober eye. 

In which all pleasCires plentiouslj abound, 
And none does others happiness envie; 
The painted flowres, the trees upshooting hic^ 

The dales for shade, the hills for breathing 
place. 
The trembling proves, the crystal! ronniiigbyi 

And that which all fair works doch most 

aggrace, (jslnce. 

The art which wrought it all appealed in no 

One would have thought (so cunningly the 
rude 
And seorned parts were mingled with the fine) 

That Nature had for wantonness ensode 
Art, and that Art at Nature did repine ; 
So stri veins each the other to undermio^ 

Each did the other's work more beautify; 
So differing both in willes, agreed in fine : 

So all agreed through sweet diversitie. 
This garden to adome wih all varietie. 

And in the midst of all, a fountaine stood. 
Of richest substance that on earth might be. 

So pure and shiny, that the silver £od 
Through every channell running, one mi^t 
Most goodly it with pure imageree C^e; 

Was over-wrought, and shapes of naked boyes. 
Of which some seem'd with lively jollitee 

To fly about, playing their wanton feoyet. 
While others did themselves embay in liqaid 
joyes. 

And over all, of purest gold, was spied 
A trayle of ivie in his native hew : 

For the rich metall was so coloured. 
That wight that did not well advised view. 
Would surely deem it to be ivie true 2 • 

Low his lascivious armes adowne did creepy 
That themselves dippins in the silver dew. 

Their fleecie flowres uiey tenderly did steep^ 
Which drops of crystaU 9eem'd for wantooi 
to weepe. 

Infinite streames continually did well 
Out of this fountaine, sweet and iaire to 

The which into an ample laver fell. 
And shortly ptw to so great ouantitie. 
That like a little lake it seem'd to bee ; 

Whose depth exceeded not three 

height, [t_ 

That through the waves one misht theboiUKn 

All pav'd beneath with jaspers shininff bright. 
That seem'd the fountaine m that sea aid tayle 
uprieht. 

And all tne margent round about was set 
With shady lawrelT-trees, thence to defend 

The sunny beames, which on the billows bet. 
And those which therein bathed, mote oflRend. 

§31. Bower iff Proteus. 
His bowre is in the bottom of the maine. 
Under a mighty rock, 'oainst which do nve 
The roaring billows In their proud diadaioe j 
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TWt whh the angry wofking of the ymie, 
Thcfein is eaten out an hollow ca?e, 

Tlttt leems rough nunon*8 hand^ with en- 
^nekeen. 
Had long while laboored it to engrave : 

Thoe was his wonne, ne living wig^t was 



Sifc an oU nymph, hi^t Fsnope, to keep it 
dean. 

§3e. Bull. 

As alvage hall, whom two fierce mastives 
bait. 
When lanooar doth with lage him once begore, 

Fo^jets with wane warothem to await. 
Bat with his dreadful horns them drives afoie. 
Or flingi aloft, or treads down in the flore, 
BRsthin^ out wrath, and bellowing out dis- 
dame. 
That all the forest quakes to hear him roar. 

jinotker. 
Am two fierce baUs, that strive the rule to get 
Of afl the hevd, meet with so hideous maine, 
Tkitbochiebiitled, tumble on the plaine : 
So these two champions to the ground were 
fekL 

Another, 

LmawildhulU that being at a bay, 
Iibsiladof a mastiff and a hound. 

And a cnrre-do^ that do him sharp assay 
Ob Cfciy side, and b^t about him round ; 
Btt onsi the cnrre, barkina with bitter sound. 

And creeping still behind, doth him incom- 

iHtio efaanfie he digi the^ tram pled ground. 
Aid threats his horns, and bellows like the 
dnmder* 

§ 33. Calumny, 
It is a monster bred of hellish race. 
Then aiinver*d he, which often had annoy'd 
Good kniglits and ladies true, and many else 

oesiioy a. 
Of Cevbems whylome he was begot. 
And fell Chimaera in her darksome den, 

Througli fbule commixture of his filthy blot, 
^liere he was fostred long in Stygian fen, 
TiD be to perfect ripeness grew, and then 

Into this wicked world he forth was sent. 
To be the plasue and scourge of wretched men : 
Hliom wim vile tongue and venemous intent 
Dl sofe doth wound, and bite, and cruelly tor- 
ment. 

§ 34. Csrfinon. 
Ab when the deviluh iron ensine wrought 
In deepest hell, and fram*d by furies* skill, 

Witn windy nitre and quick sulphur fraught. 
And ramm*d with bullet rouod ordain*d to kill, 
Coooeiveth fire, the heavens it doth fill 
With thonderiDg noise, and all the aire doth 
choke. 
That none can breath, nor see, nor hear, at 
will, [smoke. 

Through smooldry cloud of doskish stinking 
That th' only breath him daunts who hath 
eseapt his stroke. 



§35. Ckartiy, 

Sub was a woman in her freshest age. 
Of wondrous beauty, and of bmmtie imro. 

With goodly grace and comely personage. 
That was on earth not easy to compare ; 
Full of great love, but Cupid*s wanton snare 

As hdl she hated, chast in work and will ; 
Her neck and breasts were ever open bare. 

That aye thereof her babes might suck their 
fill; 
The rest was all in yellow robes arraied still. 

A multitude of babes about her hang, 
Plyins their sports, that joy d her to behold. 

Whom still she fed, whilst they were wnk 
and young. 
But thrust them forth still, as they wexed old: 
And on her head she wore a tire of gold, 

Adom'd with gemmes and owches wondrous 
fair. 
Whose passing price uneath was to be told ; 

And by her side there sate a gentle pair 
Of turtle doves, she sitting in an ivory chaire. 

§ 36. Concord. 

But lovely concord, and most sacred peace^ 
Doth|nourisri virtue, and fast friendship breedes \ 

Weake she makes strong, and strong things 
does increase. 
Till it the pitch of highest praise exceeds. 

Brave be her warres, as honourable deedey. 
By which she triumphs over ire and pride. 

And winnes an olive girlond for her meedft. 

% 37. ContempUUion, 

Thbrb they doe find that godly aged sire. 
With snowy locks adown his shoulcwrt shed. 

As hoarie frost with spangles doth attire 
The mossy branches of an oak half dead 
Each bone mi^ht through his body well be read. 

And every smew seen through his Ions fasts 
For nought he car'd, his carcase long unted ; 

His mind was full of spiritual repast. 
And p]rn*d his flesh to keep his boay lowe and 
chaste. 

§38. Cupid. 

Like a Cupido on Idcan hill. 
When bavins laid his cruel bo we away. 

And mortal arrows,' wherevvith he doth fill 
The world with wondrous spoik and bloodie 

prey: 

With his faire mother he him dights to play. 
And with his goodly sisters, graces three ; 

The Boddesse pleased with his wanton play. 
Suffers herself through sleep beguiFd to be. 

The whiles the other ladies mind their merry 

First, she him sought ih court where most 
he used 
Whylome to haunt, but there she found him 
not; 
But many there she found, which sore ac- 
cused 
His falsehood, and with fbule infamous blot. 
His cruel deeds and wicked wiles did spot : 
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Ladies and lords she er^ry-where mote hear 
Complaining, how with his empoysned shot 

Their wofnl hearts he woundra had why- 

leare, [and feare. 

And 80 had left them languishing 'twixt hope 

She then the cities sought from gate to gate> 
And ev*ry one did ask, did he him see; 

And every one her answer*d, and too late 
He had him seen, and felt the crueltie 
Of his sharp darts, and hot artilierie; 

And eve]^ one threw forth reproaches rife 
Of hi^ mlscnievous deeds, and said, that hee 

Was the disturber of all civil life. 
The enemie of peace, and author of all strife. 

Then in the country she abroad him sought. 
And in the rural cotta^ enquired : 

Wherealsomany nlaints to her were brought. 
How he their heedless hearts with love had 

fired. 
And false venim thorough theirveines inspired ; 
And eke the gentle shrpbeard swaines, which 
sate 
Keeping their fleecy flocks, as they were hired. 
She sweetly heard compbine, both how and 
what 
Her Sonne had to them doen ; yet she did smile 
thereat. 

And at the upper end of the faire towne. 
There was an altar built of precious stone. 

Of passing \*aluc, and of great renowne. 
On which there stood an image all alone. 
Of roassie gold, which with his own light 
shone ; 

And wings it had with sundry colours dight. 
More sundry colours than the proud pavone 

Bears in nis boasted fan, or Iris bright. 
When herdiscoloiir*d bow she spreads through 
heaven bright. 

Blindfold he was, and in his cruel fist 
A mortil bow and arrowes keen did hold. 

With which he shot at random when he list : 

Some headed with sad lead, some with pure 

gold [hold). 

(Ah, man I beware how thou those darts be- 

A wounded dragon under him did lie. 
Whose hideous tayle his left foot did enfold. 

And with a shaft was shot through eyther 

eye, [remedy. 

That no man forth could draw, ne no man 

Next after her, the winged god himself 
Came riding on a lyon ravenous. 

Taught to obey the menage of that elfe. 
That man and beast with powrc imperious 
Subdueth to his kingdom tyrannous : 

His blindfold eyes he bad awhile unbind. 
That his proud spoyle of that same dolorous 

Fair dame he might behold in perfect kind ; 
Which seen he much rejoyceth in his cruel 
mind. 

Of whielifrll proud, himself up-rearing hye. 
He looked rouna about with stern disdaine ; 

And did survey his goodly company ; 
And marshalling the evil ordered iraitie. 
With that the darts which hb right hand did 
stnuDe, 



Full dreadfully he shook, that all did qoakc^ 
And clapt on high his coloured wings twaio^ 

That all his many it affraide did malte : 
Though binding him againe, his way he forth 
did take. 

§ 39. Danger, 

With him went Danger, cloth*d in ragged 
weed. 
Made of a beares skyn, that him more dread- 
ful made : 
Yet his own face was dreadful, ne did need 
Strange horror, to deform his grieslv shades 
A net in th* one hand, and a rusty blade 

In th* other was: thismischiefe, that mishap} 

With th* one his foes he threatened to imrade* 

With th' other ha his friends meant to eo« 

wrap : [entrap. 

For, whom he could not kill^ be practis*d to 

Anoiker* 

But in the porch did ever more abide 
An hideous giant, dredful to behok!. 

That stopt the entrance with his wf&aam 
stride; 
And with the terror of his countenance bold. 
Full many did affray, thatekefaine enterwoold* 

His name was Dan^r, dreaded orer all. 
Who day and night did watch and duly wai4L 

From fearful cowards entrance to forestaD» 
And faint-heart fooles, whom show of penA 

hard 
Could terrific from Fortune's fiure award : 

For, oftentimes, faint hearts at first espiali 
Of his grim face, were from appraafibingscar'di 

Unworthy they of grace, whom one dcmall 
Excludes from faire hope, withouten fiirtbcr 
triall. 

Yet many doughty heroes, o(^ tride 
In greater perils to be stout and bold. 

Durst not the sterness of his look abide $ 
But soon as they his countenance behold, 
Beean to faint, and feel their courage oeld. 

Again, some other, that in hard aasaiea * 

Were cowards known, and little count did bold. 

Either through gifts, orguile, orsuchlikewalv, 

Crept in by stooping lowe, or stealiqg Of tha 

kaies. 

§ 40. Day-break. 

Bt this, the northern waggoner had set 
His sevenfold teme behind the stedfast star. 

That was in ocean waves yet never wet. 
But 6rme is fixt, and sendetn light from far 
To all, that in the wide deep wandering aie : 

And chearful Chauntielere with his note shfiM 
Had warned once, that Phoebus* fiery eane 

In haste was climbing up the eastern hiH : 
Full envious that night so long his room did fUL 

§41. Deaih. 
Avp in his hand a bended bow was tecne. 
And many arrowes under his n|^ Mde, 
■ All deadly dangeroiis> all croel \Mtim, 
Headed with fliat, and foathns hknim dide. 
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Sitb u the Indiam in their quivers hide : 
TboMi ecMild he well direct, and straite as line. 
And bid them strike the marke which he had 

eyde; 
Ne WIS tbefe salve, ne was there medicine. 
That mote recure their wounds ; so inly they 

did tine. 

As ptle and wan as ashes was his look, 
Rb body lean and meagre as a rake. 

And skin all withered as a dried rook. 
Thereto as cold and drery as a snake. 
That seem*d to tremble evermore, and quake ; 

All in a caoi'as thin he was bedight. 
And firdcd with a belt of twisted brake, 

Ujpoo hit bead he wore an helmet light. 
Hade of a dead man*s skull, that seem*d a 
gutly tight. 

§ 42. Dtfamation, 

Him in a narrow place he overtook, 
.\od fierce assailing torc't him turn againe ; 

Sternly he tom*d again, when he him strooke 
With hb sharp btecle, and ran at him amaine 
With open month, that seemed to containe 

A full good peck within the utmost brim, 
AO set with iron teeth with ranges twaine. 

That terrified his foes, and armed him, 
Afpearin^ like the mouth uf Orcus, grisly 
grim. 

Aad therein were a thousand tongues em- 

Of SDodrj kindest and sundry qualitv ; 
SoBie were of dogs, that barked day and 
night, 
Aod some of cats, that wralling still did cry ; 
Aid some of bears, that groynd continually ; 

And some of tigers that did seem to gren 
Aod soar at all that ever passed by : 
Bat most of them were tongues of mortal 
men. 
Hat spake reproachfully, not caring where 
nor when. 

• And then amongst were mingled here and 

there, 
ThelODg;iiet of serpents, with three forked stings, 

Tliat spat out poison, and bore bloudy gere 
At aQ that came within his ravenings, 
And spake licentious words, und hateful things. 

Of gjixid and bad alike, of low and hie; 
Ne^ Caesars spared he a whit, nor kings. 

Bat either blotted thein with infamy. 
Or bit them with his baneful teeth oi injury. 

g 43* Desire, 

AvD kin beside marcht amorous Desire, 
Wlio «eem*d of riper years than th' other 

swaine; 
Td was that other swame the elder syre. 
And gave him being, common to them twaine: 
nU garment was disguised very vame, 

Aad hit eaibmidmd bonet sate awrv ; 
"Twist both hit hands flew sparks he ciose did 
alratn. 

Which aiiU he blew, and kiqdled busily. 



That soon they life conceived, and forth in 
flames did fly. 

§ 44. Detraction, 

The other nothing better was than shej 
Agreeing in bad will and cancred kind. 

But in bad manner they did disagree; 
For, what-so Envie goo<l or bad did find. 
She did conceale and murder her own mind ; 

But this, whatever evil she conceaved. 
Did spread abroad, and throw in the open 
wind. ^ 

Yet this in all her words might be perceived. 
That all she sought was men*s good names to 
have bereaved. 

For whatsoever good by any said. 
Or done, she heard, she would strait-waies in- 
vent 

How to deprave, or slanderously upbraid. 
Or to misconstrue of a man*s intent. 
And turne to ill the thing that well was ment. 

Therefore she used often to resort 
To common haunts, and company's frequent. 

To hark what any one did jiood re|)ort. 
To blot the same with blame, or wrest in 
wicked sort. 

And if that any ill she heard of any. 
She would it eke, and make it worse by telling. 

And lake great joy to publish it to many. 
That every matter worse was for her melling : 
Her name was bight Deiraciiuh, and her 
dwelling 

Was near to Envy, even her neigliLour next ; 
A wicked hag, and Envy s self excellmg 

In mischiefe : for, herself she only vext : 
But this same, both herself and others eke 
perplext. 

Her face was ugly, and her mouth distort. 
Foaming with poyson round about her gilk. 
In which her cursed tongue (full sharp and 
short) 
Appeared like aspts sting, that closely kills. 
Or cruelly does wound whom-so she wills ; 

A distaff in her other hand she had. 
Upon the which she little spinnes, but spik. 
And faines to weave false tales and.leasings 
^ bad. 
To throw among the good, when others had 
disprad. 

§ 45. Discord, 

Firebrand of hell, first tin*d inPhlegeton, 
By thousand furies, and from thence outthrovtm. 

Into this world, to work confusion. 
And sett it all on fire (by force unknown) 
Is wicked Diocord, whose small sparkles once 
blowne. 
None but a god, or godlike man, can slake ; 
Such as was Orpheus, that when strife was 

grown 
AmongRt those famous impes of Greece, dki 

talK 
Kb silver harp in hand, and shortly frieadt 
them make. 
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§ 46. Diiccrdi Haiti. 

Hard by ihe Eatea of hell h«( dnellmg ii. 
The:, whereas all plagiin and harmn abound, 

Wliic;h puniih wicked men, tlwt walk amiss; 
It ii A darksome delve farre under ground, 
Wilh lliorDO am) barren brakes environd 

That none the Mine way may out-win ; 
Yet many wayes to enler may be found. 

Bill none to issue forth when one is in ; 
Pot (Ibcord harder is to end than to begin. 

And all within the riven wallcs were hung 
With ragged monumenis of times fore-paat. 

Of which, the sad efiL-cts of discord sung \ 
There were rent tohn, and broken scenten 
Allar* defil'd, and holy things defac'l, [plac't, 

DisbevcrcJ spears, and it)>^> ytorne In 

Great cittyi raniack't, and strong castles las't. 

Nations captired, and huge armie* ilaine : 

Of all which Tuinet theie some relitjues did 

There was the signe of antique Babylon, 
Of fatal ThebcJ, of Rome thai raigned bug, 

Of sacred Salcni, and sad llion. 
For memory of which, on high ihere hong 
The gulden apple (cause of ail ihoir wron^ 

For which llie three faire goddesses did 

Thcii- uliO was t!ie name of Nimrod stroag. 

Of AlcKander, and hii princes five. 
Which shar'il to them the spoiles which he 
had got alive. 

And ihcre the rdiquei of the drunken fray, 
Tbe which amongst the Lapithees befell. 

And of the bloody feast, which sent away 
So many Cenlaurea' drunken soules to hell. 
That under great Alcides' futie fell : 

And of the dreadful discord, which did drive 
The noble Araonauis to outrage fell. 

That each of life souaht other to deprive. 
All mindlesiof the golden-fleece which made 

And eke of private penons many moe, 
Tliat were toolongaworke U> count them all; 
Some of sworne frieads, that did their faith 

Some of borne brethren, prav'd unnatural; 
Someofdeare lover*, foes perpetual; - 

Wilneu their broken bands there to be seen. 
Their girloncis rent, their bowrei dispuiird all ; 

The roonumenu whereof there bydingbeen. 
As plaine as at the first, when they were fresh 
and green. 

Siirli was the house wiihiii; but all without 
The barren ground was full of wicked weeds. 

Which she herself had Mwen all about. 
Now growen great, at first of tittle leedet, 
Hieseedesof evil words, and factious deedcs; 

Which wfaCD lo ripeness due they growen 

Bring fonb an infinite increase, that brecdes 
Tumultuous trmible, and contentious jarre. 
The which luost t>flen end in bloodied and id 
wane. 



And tbnie same eurfcd seedes do abo serre 
To her for bread, and yield a living ibod: 

For life it is to her, when others sterre 
Thro' mischieious debate, and deadly feood. 
That the may suck their life, and drink their 
blood, [fed, 

Wilh which :ihc from herchildbood had beea 
For ihe al first was bora of hellish brood. 

And by infernal furies nourished, ^read. 
That by her monitrous shape mi^t eaaily be 

Her face most foule and filthy wu to tee. 
With squinting eyes contrary way* ""'"TtdH, 

And loathly mouth, unmeet a mouth to be; 
That noughlbut sail and venimeoiDprebeDded, 
And wicked words that God and man ofbnded : 

HcT lying tongue was in two put* diridtd. 
And buih the parts did tpeik, and both con- 

And as h(^r tongue, so was berheutdecided. 
That never iliought one diing, but doubly still 

y/at guided. 
Als as shi; double spake, to heard the double, 
Wilh matchless ears deformed and diOort, 
Fird with false rumoi*, and tedilioti* tnmble, 
Brfd in assemblies of the mlgar sort. 
Thai still are led with every light report. 

And as her caret, so eke hei feet weie odde. 
And much unlike, th' one long, the other tbort. 

And both misplac't ; that when th' one ibr- 
ward gode. 
The other back retired, and contrary node. 

Likewise unequal were her hande* twaine ; 
Thai one d id reach, the other pnsht awaj ; 

The one did make, the other oiBrr'd ■galne. 
And sought to bring all ihina* unto decayt . 
Whereby great riches, oather d many a day. 

She in short apace didoiten bring to non^t. 
And their possessouis ofVendid ditmav. 

. For all her study was, and all her inooght. 
How the might overthrowe the thing thai coo- 
So much her malice did her mioht tarpaM, 
That even th' Almighty sclfe she did mahpie 

Because to man to marcifid he was. 
And unto all hii creature* so beoigne, 
Sith she her self was of hit grace indignc : 

For all this world's faire workmanship «ha 
Unto hit last confusion to bring, - [tride 

And that great Eolden chain quite to divide. 
With which it blessed concord hath K 
tide. 



As when a dolphin and a sele are met. 
In the wide champian of the ooean plaine. 

With cruel chaufe their couiages th^ whet. 
The masterdome of each by force to nine. 
And dreadful battaile 'twiitt them looaminej 

They snuff, ihey snort, they bounce, they 
raee, they rore. 
That all ilie sea (disturbed with their ttaine) 

Doth fiie wilh fome above the torget hoio, 
Such wat betwixt these two ihc uonbteMow 
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§ 48. Douhi. 

Nbxt after him went Doubt, jclad 
la a di90oloor*d cote of strange dis^ise. 

That at hU back a brode cappucio had. 
And sleeves dependant Albanese wise : 
He lookt askew with his mistrustful eyes. 

And nicelv trode, as thorns lay in his way. 
Or that the Bore to shrinke he did advise. 
And 00 a broken reed he still did suy 
His feebk steps, which shrunke, when hard 
theieoD he lay. 

Another. 

Trat waa to wcet, the porter of the place. 
Unto whoK trust the charge thereof was lent : 

His name was Doubt, he had a double face. 
Til* one forward looking, and the other back- 
ward bent: 

There in resembling Janus auncient. 

Which hath in charge the in^teof the yeare : 
And evcrmoie his e?es about him went. 

As if some profea porill he did feare. 
Or dkl misdoobi some ill, whose cause did not 
appeaie. 

§ 49. Dungeon, 

Dnr in the bottom of an huge great rocke 
TWdaogBon was, in which her boond he left, 

TW neither yron barrs, nor brazen lock 
Did need to guard from force, or secret theft 
Of aO her fovers, which would have her refu 

Forward it was with waves, which rag*d and 
loar'd 
Ai they the dift in pieces would have cleft: 

Besues, ten thousand monsters, foule ab- 

M waite about it, gaping griesly, all begor*d. 

§ 50. Eagle. 

Like to an easle in his kindly pride 
Sosriiig tbtouA nis wide empire. 

To nauhernis broad sayles ^ by chance hath 
spide 
A goshmlk, which hath seized for her share 
Umi some fowie, that should b^ feast prepare : 

Widi dreadful force he flies at her belive. 
That with hb souee, which none enduren dare. 

Her from the c^uarrey he away doth drive. 
And from her gnping pounce the greedy prey 
doth rive. 

Amoiker. 

Aj when Jove*s hamess^bearing bird from 
high, 
atosipei at a flrina heron with proud disdaine, 

The alooe^leaa qnarrey (als so forcibly. 
That it rebounds against the iowlie plaine, 
A teeood 611 redoubling back againe. 



§51. Ease. 

PftOCiBOiva to the midst he still did stand. 
As if in minde he somewhat had to say ; 

And to the volgar beck*ning with hu hand 
la sig^ of iiknoe, as to hear a pby. 



By lively actions he began bewraj 
Some argument of matter passioned ; 

Which doen, he back retired soft away: 
And passing by, his name discovered. 

Ease on his robe in golden letters ciphered. 

§ 52. Envy. . 

And next to him malicious Envie rode. 
Upon a ravenous wolfe, and still did chaw 

Ektween his cankred teeth a venemoua toad^ 
That all the poyson ran about his juw ; 
But inwardly he chawed his own maw [sad. 

At neighbours wealth, that made him ever 
For death it was, ,^\]^en any good he saw. 

And wept, thai cause of weeping none he 

had : [(Irons glad. 

But when he heard of harme, he wcxed won- 

All in a kirtle of discoloured say 
He clothed was, ypaintcd full of eyes ; 

And in his bosom secretely there lay 
An hateful snake, the which his tail up ties 
In many folds, and mortal stin^ implies. 

Still as he rode, he ^nasht his teeth, to see 
Those heaps of gold with griple covetise. 

And grudged at the ereat felicity 
Of proud Lucifera, and his own company. 

He hated all good works and virtuous deeds. 
And him no less, tliut any like did use } 

And who with gracious bread the hungry 
feeds. 
His alms for want of &ith he doth accuse ; 
So every good to bad he doth abuse ; 

And eke the verse of famous poet*s wit 
He doth back-bite, and spiteful poison spues 

From leprous mouth, on all that ever writ: 
Suchon vile Envy was, that first in rowe did sit. 

Another, 

The one of them, that elder did appear. 
With her dull eyes, did seem to look askew. 
That her mis-shape much helpt ; and her fonl 
haire 
Hung loose and loathsomely : thereto her hew 
Was wan and leane, that all her teeth araw. 
And all her bones might thro* her cheeks b^^ 
read; 
Her lips were like raw leather, pale and blue : 

Ana as she spake, therewith she sbvecVl ; 
Yet spake she seldome, but thought more, the 
less she said. 

Her hands were foule and dirty, never washt 
In all her life, with long nailes ovtr*raught. 

Like puttocks claws, with the one of which 
sne scratcht 
Her cursed head, although it itched nought ; 
Tlie other held a snake with venime frauaht. 

On which she fed and gnawed hunger^. 
As that long she had not eaten ought ; 

That round about her jawes one mi^ht descry 
Th^ bloudy gore and poison droppmg loth* 
somely. 

Her name was Envie, knowen well therdif ^ 
Whoes nature is to grieve, and grudge at all 

That ever she sees doen praise worthily : 
Whoes sight to her is greatest cross may frdl. 
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And vezeth io» that makes her eat her gall. 

For when she wanteth other things to eat, 
l^ie fecdii on her own maw nnnatural. 

And of herown fouleentrailesmnkes her meat; 
Meat fit for surh a monster's monstrous diat. 

And if she hapt of any good to hea^ 
That had to anv bod^ happily betid, [teare 

Then wouM she inly tret, and grieve, and 
Her flefth for fehiess, which she inward liid : 
Bnt if she hearri of ill that any did. 

Or harm that any had, then would she make 
Great rheare, like one unto a banquet bid ; 

And in another's loss great pleasure take, 
Ai she had got thereby, ana gained a great 
stake. 

§ 53* JSfTor, 

This is a wandring wood, this Error's den ; 
A monster vile, whom God and man does 
hate. 
Bv which he saw the ugly monster plaine. 
Halt like a serpent horribly displaide. 

But th* other halfdid woman s shape retaine. 
Moat lothsome, filthy, foul, and full of vile dis- 
daine. 

Aa the lay upon the dirtie erownd. 
Her huge long taile her den all over-spread. 

Yet was in knots and many boughs up- 
wound. 
Pointed with mortal sting. Of her there bred 
A thousand jrouog ones, and she daily fed. 

Sucking upon her poisonous dugs, each one 
Of sundry shape, yet all ill-favoum : 

Soon as that uncouth light upon them shone, 
Into her mouth they crept, and suddain all were 
gone. 

§ 54. Emcen. 

But young Perissa was of other mind. 
Full of dis|iort, still laughing, loosdv light. 

And quite contrary to her sister's Kind ; 
No measure in her nsood, no rule of right. 
But poured out in pleasure and delight ; 

In wine and meats she flow'd above the 
bank. 
And in excess exceeded her own might ; 

to siraiptuous tire she joy'd herself to 
prank; 
But of (ler love lo lavish, little have she thank. 

Another, 

UvDBR that porch a comely dame did rest. 
Clad in Dure weedet, but foule disordered. 
And garmeuts loote, that seero'd unmeet for 
womanhood. 
In her left hand a cup of gold she held. 
And with her right the riper fruit did reach, 
Whoes sappy liquor with that fullness 
tweird, 
Into her cup she screws, with dainty breech 
Of her fine fingers, without foule impeach. 
That so faire wine»press made the wine more 

sweet; 
Thereof she us'd td give to drink to each, 
Whome passing frv the happened to meet: 
It was her gnisi;, eU itrangen iBoodly to to 
Ippwt* 



§ 55; Fakk. 

Of which the eldest, that Fidelie hight» 
Like sunny beames threw from her cnrstal lace. 

That could have daz'd the rash beliolder's 

sight, [li^it. 

And round her head did shine like heeren* s 

She was arraid all in lily white. 
And in her right hand bore a cup of gold. 

With wine and water fiU'd up to the height, 
in which a serpent did himself enfold, 
lliat horror made to all that did behold ; 
But she no whit did change her constant 
mood ; 
And in her other hand she fast did bold 
A book that was both sign'd and aceTd with 
blood. 
Wherein dark things were writ, bard to be on* 
derstood. 

§ 56. Falcon, 
As a fiilcon Aiire 



That once has ftiiled of her souse fall 
Remouuu again into the open aire. 
And unto better fortune doth hcraelf picpare. 

Another. 
As when a falcon hath with nimble fli^t 
Flown at a Bush of ducks, foreby he btolw. 
The trembling brood dismaid with dwifiil 
sight 
Of death, the which them almost overtook, • 
l>oe hide theiiiselves from her astonyiog look. 
Amongst the flags and coverts roond mhoot» 

Another, 
As when a cast of falcons make their fli^it 
At an herneshaw, that lyes aloft on win^ 
The whiles they strike at him with hccdlew 
might. 
The warie fowl his bill doth backward wring; 
Ou which she first, whoes force her fint dotn 
bring. 
Herself quite through the body doth tnme. 
And falleth down to ground Ukesenseleiimiig 

But the other not so swift as she before. 
Fails of lier souse, and passing 1^ dock kmt 
no more. 

% 57* Fanetf, 

Emongst them all sate he which wooned 
there. 
That bight Phantastes by his tiatore trew ; 

A man in yeares, yet fresh as mote appetre. 
Of swarth complexion, and of crabbed noe. 
That him full of melaiKholy did shew ; fws 
Bent hollow beetle browes, sharp stainng 
That mad or foolish seem'd : one bf nia wwm 
Mote deem him borne with lU-diapoaed 
skyes. 
When oblique Salanie aate in the honae oC 
agomes. 

Another. 
Thb first was Fancy, like a lovelj boj^ 
Of rare aspect, and boiuty without petre % 
Matchable evther to that impe mTwof, 
Whom Jove did lore, and cSote his wap to 
bwe, ^ 
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Or the tame diintie Ud diat was to dcare 
To gp-eat Alcides, that when as he did hide. 

He wailed woman-like with many a teare. 
And every wood and every valley wide 

He fill'd with Hylas* name, the nymphes eke 
Hylas cride. 

His earment neither was of silk nor say, 
Bot paioled plumes in goodly order dight, 
LUe as the sun^lmmt Indians do array 
Tbeir liwny bodies in their proudest plig;ht : 
Aa tfaoae tame plumes, so seem*d he vam and 
light, 
Tbat ^ his jnte might easily appeare : 
For still he iar^ at dancing in delight. 

And in his hand a windy fan did beare. 
Thai m the idle aire he mov d still here and 



$ 58. Fear. 
Nirr him was Feare, all arm'd from top to 

Yet thought himself not safe enough thereby, 
Batta^d euh shadow moving to and fro ; 
And his own armet when glitt*rin^ he did spy, 
OrcWinig heard, he (ast awaj did fly, 

AiiAes pale of hue, and wipgy-heerd ; 
And efcrmofe on danger fixt his eye, 

'Giiiiitwboin healways bent a brazen shield, 
WM hit rtght hand unarmed fearfully did 
wmn* 

% 59. Slup. 

Ai when a ship that flies fair under saile, 
Aad bidden rook etcap*d hath unawares, 

TWt lay in wait her wrack to bewaile, 
Tkttiriner yet half amazed stares 
AtMril pat^ and yet it doubt ne dares 

To joy «t hit fool-happy over-sight. 

Another. 

Ai a tan ship totted in troublous seas, 
^^^hooM i^ng winds, thereating to make the 

Of me ioag)i rocks, do diversly disease, 
lieeli two contrary billows by the way^ 
Thai her on either side do sore assay. 

And boast to swallow her in greed v grave ; 
She, teorniag both their tpights, does make 
wide way. 

And with her Dreattbreakingthe foamy wave, 

Oooi liAe on both their backs, and faire herself 
ooth save* 

( Go. Feeling. 

Bvr dia Bh troupe most horrible of hue, 
ad fierce of force, was dreadful to rcporte : 
For tome like snails, some did like spiders 
shew, 
e like o^y urchins, thick and short i 
Thtf cnielljf attailed that fift fort. 

Armed with dartt of sensuall delight, 
Wiik ttim of canall lust, and strong e£R>rt 
Of fiBeCng pkntuie, with which day and 
night 

* nat tVBK fift bulwark they eontinued 
figlht 



§ 6l. Fire, ^ 

Like as a fire, the which in hollow cave 
Hath long been under kept and down sup* 
prest. 
With murmurous disdain doth inly nwe. 
And grudge in so streight prison to be prett. 
At last breakes forth with furious unrest. 

And strives to mount unto his native seat; 
All that earat it hinder and molest. 
It now devours with flames and scorching 
heat. 
And carries into smoake with rage and horror 
great. 

§ ^. First Age, 

Thb antique world, in his first flowing youths 
Found no defect in his Creator*s grace ; - 

But with glad thanks, and unreprovra truths 
The gifts of soveraigne bounty dio embrace : 
Like angeVs life was then man*s happy case ; 

But later aees pride (like corn-fed tteede) 
Abus*d her plenty, and fat-swoln encreaae. 

To all licentious lust, and gan exceed 
The measure of her meane, and natural flni 
need. 

Then gan a cursed hand the quiet womhe 
Of his great grandmother with Steele to wound. 

And the hid treasures in her sacred tombe 
With sacrilese to dig. Therein he found 
Fountaines of gold and silver to abound. 

Of which the matter of his hutpe desire 
And pompous pride eftsoonea ne did eom- 
pound. 
Then avarice gan through his veinet to in- 
spire 
His greedy flames, and kendle life-devouriag 
fire. 

§ 63. mood. 

As he that strives to sto|3 a sudden flood. 
And in strong bankes his violence enclose, 

Forceth his swell above his wonted mood. 
And largely overflowe the fruitful plaine. 
That all the* country seems to be a moine. 

And the rich fiii-rowes flote, all quite for* 
donne. 
The woful husbandman doth loud compkine 

To see his whole yeare's labour lost so soon. 
For which to God ne made so many an idle 
boon. 

§ 64. Fury. 

But Fury was full ill apparelled 
In ra^, that naked nigh sne did appeare. 

With ghastfoll looKs and drradfull drery 
head. 
For from her back her garments she did teare. 
And from her head oft rent her snarled haire : 

In her right-hand a fire*brand she did tosse 
About her head, still roaming here and there j 
As a dismayed deere in chase embotC, 
Forgetful of bis safety hath his right way lost. 

§ 5b. Giayii. 
-Hit monstrous enemy. 



With sturdy steps came stalking in hu sight. 
An hkkous giant horrible and hie. 
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That with his Ullness setmM to threat the sky; 

The ^roQnd eke groned under him for dreed ; 
His living like saw never living eye, 

Ke durst behold ; his stature did exceed 
The hei^t of three die tallest sons of mortal 
seed. 

$ 66. Gluttony. 

Ajtd by his side rode loathsome Gluttony, 
Ddbrmed creature, on a (ilthjr swine. 

His belly was up-blown with luxury. 
And eke with fatness swollen were his eyene: 
And like a crane his neck was long and nne. 

With which he swallowed up excessive 
feast. 
For want whereof poor people oft did pine ; 

And all the way, most like a brutish beast. 
He spewed up his gorge, that all did him de- 
least* 

In greeti vine leaves he was rig^t fitly clad. 
For ottier clothes he could not wear for heat. 

And on his head an ivy sirlond had. 
From underwhich fast trickled down the sweat : 
Still as he rode he somewhat did eat. 

And in his hand did bear a bouzing cann. 
On which he supt so oft, that on his seat 

His drunken corse he scarce upholden can. 
In shape and life mora like a monster than a 
man. 

Unfit he was for any worldly thing. 
And eke unable once to stirre or go ; 

Not meet to be a councel to a xing, [so : 
Whose minde in meat and drink was drowned 
Full of disease was his carcasae blue. 
And a diy dropsy through his flesh did flow. 
Which l^ misdiet daily neater grew : 
Soch one was Gluttony^ the second of thatcrew. 

§ 67. Greedinea, 

Tbat is the Grulfe of Greediness, they say. 
That deep engorgeth all this world's prey : 
Which having swallow'd up excessivtdy. 

He soon in vomit up agam doth lay. 
And belcheth forth his superfluite. 
Thai all the seas for fear ooe seem away to fly. 

$68. Grirf. 

^M.TT him went Grief and Fuiy matcht 
yferej 
Oriefie, all in sable sorrow fully clad, 

Down-hanging his dull bead with heavy 
Yet inly being more than ieonly sad : [cheere, 
A pair of pincers in hb hand he had. 

With which he pinoed peonle to the heart. 
That fioro thenceforth a wretened life they had. 

In wilful languor and consuming smart. 
Dying each day with inward wounds of do- 
lour's dart. 

$ 69. Gr\ffim. 

As when a Griflbn leised on his prey, . 
A dragon fierce enooontereth in his flight: 
Tl.rQiigb wildest vgn making hit idle w«y« 



That would his rightful lavine rend ^mwy ; 
With hideous horrour^ both together smigint. 
And souce so sore, that they the heavens 
affray. 
The wise southsayer seeing so sad a ti^t. 
The amaaed vulgar tells of warres and mortal 
fight. 

§ 70. Grovi. 

IvTo that forest farre they thenoe him led. 
Where was their dwellios in a pleasant glade 

With mountains round about environed. 
And mighty woods, which did the valley shade. 
And like a stately theatre it made. 

Spreading itself into a spatioos plaine. 
Ana in the midst a little nver plaid [pbune 

Emongst the pumystones, which teem'd to 
With gentle murmur that his course they did 
restraine. 

Enforc*t to seek some covert nigh at hand, 
A shady grove not farre av^y thqr spide. 
That promis't ayde the tempest to with- 
stand: 
Whoes lof^ trees yclad with summer'a pride. 
Did spreaa so broad that heaven's li^t did 
hide. 
Not perceable with power of anjr stane : 
And all within were paths and alkies wide. 
With footing wome, and leading inward 
farre : [entred are. 

Faire harboure, that them seemes ; so in they 

§71. Harmony, 

EpTsooma they heard a most mrl od i oo i 
sound. 
Of all that mote delight a dainty eaie. 

Such as at once misht not on living^grauod. 
Save in this paradise, be heard elsewhere : 
Right hard was it for wight that did it heue. 

To read what manner musick that mote bet 
For all that pleasing is to living eare. 

Was there consorted in one harmonic. 
Birds, voices, instruments, windes, wateis^— • 
all agree. 

The joyous birds shrouded in cheerful ttmdt, 
Their notes unto the voyce attempred sweet ; 

The angel call soft trembling voyces 
To the instruments divine respondence 
The silver sounding instruments did 

With the base murmure of the watcn &n : 
The waters fall, with difference discreet. 

Now soft, now loud, unto the wind did call. 
The gently warbling wind lowe answering to 
all. 

§ 72. Hearing, 

The second bulwarke was the hearing senat, 
Xjainst which the second troupe asrignmedt 

makes; 
Deformed creatures, in stnuige diflbence. 
Some having heads like harts | some like to 

snakes. 
Some like wild bores late iOtt|*d out of die 

breakes. 
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SlaDdrous reproehesy and fbule infamies, 

tings, backbitingd, and vain glerioos crakes. 
Bad counaelft, prvjwes, and faUe flatteries. 
All those a^insi'that fort did build their 
batter^e». 

§ 73. Hermitage, 

A LITTLE lowly hermitage it was, 
Down in a dale hard by a forest side, 

Farre from resort of people that did pass 
1q tiavcll to and fro: a little wide 
There was an holy chapell edified. 

Wherein the hermit duly went to say 
His holy things each mom ^d evening tide : 

Thereby a ciystal streame did gently play. 
Which from a sacred fountain welled U>rth 
away. 

He thence led me into this hermitage, 
Lettiof his steeds to grace upon the green ; 

SouJl was his house, and like a little cage. 
For hn own turne, yet inly neat and clean, 
Deckt with green boughes, and flowers gay be 
seeoe; 

Tlieretn he them full (aire did entertaine. 
Not with such forsed showes, as fitter beene 

For oourting foots that oourtisies would £Eiine, 
Art with entire afiection, and appearance 
plaine. 

§ 74. Hippolytus, 

HirpoLTTUt a jolly huntsman was, 
Thti wont in charot chase the foaming boar, 

fle«n his peers in beauty did surpass. 
Bit lidy*s lore, as loss of time, foreix>rc : 
Hii wanton step-dame loved him the more. 

Bot when the saw her ofier*d sweet refus*d, 
HerkMre she tnm*d to hate, and him before 

His &iher fierce, of treason false accus*d, 
Aad with her jealous terms his open ears 
abos'd* 

Who all in rage his sea-gpd sire besought 
Some cnrscd vengeance on nis son to cast ; 

Fiom turging gulph two monsters straight 
were brou^t, 
Wtt dread whereof his chasing steeds aghast 
fioih charoi swift and huntsman overcast; 

Hb goodlj eorps on ragged clifls yrent 
Was quite dismembred, and his members chast 

Sca w cd on ereiy moontaine, as he went, 
TUtt of Hippolytus was left no monument. 



$ 75. Honor. 

Wkoso in pompe of proud estate (quoth < 
she) 
Jtwim, and bathes himself in courtly bliss, 
Doei wast lus dales in darke obscurity 
And in oUiTioo ever buried is ; 
When CMC abounds, it*s easie to doe amiss ; 
Bat who his limbs with labours, and hb 



Bdnvcs with cailby cannot so citie mise. 



Abroad in arms, at home in studious kind. 
Who seekes with painefuU toile, shall honour 
soonest find. 

In woods, in waves, in wars she wonts to 
dwell. 
And will be found with pcrill and with paine; 

Ne can the man that moulds in idle cell. 
Unto her happy mansion attain : 
Before her gate high God did sweat ordaine. 

And wakeful watches ever to abide ; 
But easie is the way, and passage plaine 

To pleasure's palace ; it may soon be spide. 
And day and night her doors to all stand open 
wide. 

§ 76. Hope, 

With him went Hope in rank, a handsome 
mayd. 
Of chearful look, and lovely to behold ; 

In silken samile she was light arraid. 
And her faire locks were woven up in^gold ; 
She always smiPd, and in her hand diahold 

An holy water sprinkle dipt in deawe. 
In which she sprinkled favours manyfold. 

On whom she list, and did great liking 
shewe; 
Great liking unto many, but true love to fewe. 

Another, 

Hbr youngest sister, that ^peranza hi^t. 
Was clad in blue, that her beseemed wdl. 

Not all so chearful seemed she of sight. 
As was her sister ; whether dread did dwell. 
Or anguish in her heart, is hard to tell : 

Upon her arme a silver anchor lay. 
Whereon she leaned ever, as befell : 
And ever up to Heaven as she did pray. 
Her stedfast eyes were btnt, ne swarved other 
way. 

§ 77* Hydra. 

Or like the hell-bom Hydra, which th^ 
faine. 
That great Alcides whylome overthrew. 

After that he had labour'd long in vaine. 
To crop his thousand heads, the which still 

new 
Forth budded, and in great numbers grew. 

Another, 

Such own it was, as that renowned snake 
Which great Alcides in Stremona slew. 

Long fostered in the filth of Lerna lake. 
Whose many heads out-budding ever new. 
Did breed him endless labour to subdue. 

§ 78. Hypocrite. 

At length they chuncU to meet upon the 
way 
An aged sire, in long black weeds yclad. 
His feet all bare, his beard all hoan* ^raie. 

3 D 
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And by his belt his book he hanging had ; 
Sober ne seem'd, and very sagely sacf. 

And to the ground his eyes were lowly bent^ 
Simple in shewe, and void oC malice bad. 

And all the way he prayed as he went. 
And often knockt his breast, as one that did 
repent. 

§ 79* Idleness. 

Op which the first, that all the rest did guide. 
Was sluggish Idleness, the nurse of sin ; 

Upon a slothful ass he chose to ride, 
Arraid in habit black, and amis thin, 
Like to an holy monk the servis to begin. 

And in his hand a portesse still he bare. 
That much was worne, but th^in little red ; 

For of devotion he had little care. 
Still drown'd in sleep, and most of his days 

dead. 
Scarce could he once uphold his heavy head 

To looken whether it were night or day. ^' 
Mair seem the waine was very evil led, 

^R^hen such an one had guiding of the way, 
That knew not whether right he went, or else 
aatray. 

From worldly cares himself he did esloine. 
And greatly shunned manly exercise 

For every work he challenged effoine. 
For contemplation sake : jret otherwise. 
His life he led in lawless riotise : 

By which he grew to grievous maladie ; 
For in his lustless limbs through evil guise 

A shaking feaver raign*d continually : 
Such one was Idleness, first of this company. 

$ 80. Ignorance, 

At last, with creeping crooked pace, forth 
came 
An old man, with beard as white as snow. 

That on a stafie his feeble steps did frame. 
And ^uide his weary steps both to and fro; 
For his eye-sight him faiVd long ago ; 

And on his arme a bunch of Keys he bore. 
The which, unus'd, rust did overgrowe : 

Those were the keys of every inward dore ; 
But ha could not them use, but kept them still 
in store* 

But very uncouth sifht was to behold 
How he did fashion his untoward pace : 

For as he forward mov*d his footing old. 
So backward still was tura*d his wrinkled face; 
Unlike to men, who ever as they trace. 

Both feet and hct one way are wont to lead ; 
This was the ancient keeper of that place. 

And foster father of the giant dean. 
His name Ignaro did his nature right aread. 



The Wandring Islands: therefore do them 
shonne ; [wia^t 

For they have oft drawn many a wandnng 
Into most deadly danger and distressed plight. 

Yet well they seem to him, that fiirre doth 
view. 
Both faire and fruitful, and the noond dispied 

With grassie green of delectable hew. 
And the tall trees with leaves unpandled^ 
Are deckt with blossoms dyed in white and red. 

That mote the passensers there to allure : 
But whosoever once hath festened 

His foot thereon, may never yet recure^ 
But wandreth evermore uncertain and unsafe. 

$ 62. IncotUisience. 

The wanton ladv with her lover rose, 
Whoes sleepy head she in her lap did aoft dii* 
pose. 

Upon a bed of roses she was laid. 
As faint through heat, or dight to pleasant m. 

And was arraid, or rather disarraid. 
All in a veil of silk and silver thin. 
That hid no whit her alabaster skin, [be: 

But rather showed more white, if more nuglbc 
More subtile web Arachne cannot spin. 

Nor the fine nets which oft we woven see 
Of scorched dew, do not in th* air more t^ g^^ ^y 
nee. 

§ 83. Lechery, 

And next to him rode lustfull Lecheiy, 
Upon a bearded goat, whoes rumed haire. 

And whaley eyes (the sisne ofjcalooaie) 
Was like the person self M^om he did beue; 
Who rough and black, and fildiy did appeate. 

Unseemly man to please fair lady's eye; 
Yet he of ladys oft was loved dear. 

When fairer faces were bid standen by: 
O ! who does know the bent of woman s Cm- 
tasie? 

In a green gowne he clothed was full faire. 
Which underneath did hide his filtJiineas, 

And in his hand a burning heart did bare. 
Fid I of vaine follies, and new fansleness. 
For he was false, and fraught with fickleness. 
And learned had to love with seeretl lookcs^ 
And well could dance and sing with mefbl* 
ness. 
And fortunes tell, and read -in loveiiig 
books. 
And thousand other waies, to bait his fleshly 
hooks. 



§ 81. Inconstancy. 

For those same islands, seeing now and 
then. 
Are not firme land, or any ceriein wonne. 
But straggling plots: which to and fro do 
ronne 
In the wide waters : therefore are they bight 



Inconstant man, that loved all he 
And lusted after all that he did love, 

Ne would his looser life be tied to law. 
But joy*d weak women's hearts to tempt and 

prove. 
If from their loyal loves he might them moft ; 
Which lewdness filFd him widi repranchfnl 
paine 
Of that foul evill which all men reprove : 
That rots the marrow and consumes iSkt 
braine : 
Such one was Leehery, tha thini of all thb 
traine* 
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§ 84. Life. 

WHY doe wretched men so much desire 
To draw their days unto the utmost date, 

And doe not rather wish them soon expire^ 
Knowing the misery of their estate. 
And thousand perils which them still awuitc, 
Tossing themseUxs like a boat amivi the 
maine 
That every hour they knock at deathes gate ? ^ 
And he that happy teeroes, and least iu 
paine. 
Yet b as nigh his end, as he that most doth 
plaioe. 

The whiles some one did chaunt this lovely 
by; 
Ah lee, who so (aire thing dost faine to see, 

la springipg flowre the image of thv day ; 
All see thy Tirgio rose, how sweetly snee 
Dodi 6ntpeep forth with bashful modcstie. 

Thus fiiirer seems, the less you see her may; 
IAi see soon after, how more hold and free 

Her bared bosom she doth broad display; 
1a see soon after, how she fades and falls 
away. 

Sopasiech in the passing of a day, 
Ofanrtal life the leafe,. the bud, the flowre, 

Ne more doth flourish after first decay, 
Tktt eaist was sought to deck both bed and 

bowre 
Of nsny a lady, and many a paramoure : 
J^iher the rose of love, whilst yet is time, 
Whibt kmng thou mayst loved be with equal 
cnjiie. 

§ 85. Lion, 

Liu as a lion that by chaunce doth fall 
Isls die banter s toil, dioth rage and roare, 

Ifl njil heart disdaining to be thrall : 
Bntall m vaine ; for what might one do more } 
Tbejr hare him taken captive, though it grieve 
him sore. 

Another, 

Vkit as a lion, whoes imperial powre 

A noiid r^iellious unicorn defies, 
TfifoUk the rash assault and wrathful stowre 

Of hSs twfoe foe, him to a tree applies. 

And wheo him running in full course he spies, 
He slips aside ; thn whiles that furious beast 
is precMNis home sought of his enemies, 
mtkrn in the stodL, ne thence can be releast, 

Bot to tha mighty victor yields a bounteous 



§ 86. Love, 

O SACRED fire that burnest mightily 
In Itving brests, ykindled first above, 
Emongq th* eternal spheres and lamping 

iky. 
Aid thcnoe poiir*d ^tito men, which men call 
love; 
Not that same which doth base afiections 

BOfe 
In brutish mindes, and filthy lust inflame ; 
Bat that sweet fit, that does true beauty love. 

And choseth vertoe for his dearest dame, 
WlKDee spriML all nobia deeds, and never- 



S^' 



Well did antiauitic a god thee deeme. 
That over mortal minds nas so great mi^tf 

To order them as best to thee doth seeme. 
And all their actions to direct ariaht; 
The fatal purpose of divine foresight 

Thou dost efi*ect in destined descents, ^ 
Throueh deep impression of thjr secret might; 

Ana stirreast up the heroes high intents. 
Which the late world admires for wondrous 
monuments. 

Wondrous it is to see in diverse mindes. 
How diversely Love doth his pageants play. 

And shews his power in variable kinds : 
The baser wit, whose idle thoughts alway. 
Are wont to cleave unto the lowly clay. 

It stirreth up to sensual desire. 
And in lewd sloth to wast its careless day; 

But in brave sprite it kindles goodly fire. 
That to all high desert and honour doth aspire. 

Ne suflereth uncomely idleness 
In his free thought to build her sluggish nest; 

Ne suflereth it thought of ungentieness. 
Ever to creep into his noble brest ; 
But to the highest and the worthiest 

Lifteth it up, that else would lowly fall : 
It lets not fall, it lets it not to rest : 

It lets not scarce this prince to breathe at 
all. 
But to his first pursuit him forward still doth 
call. 

§ 87. Madness, 

With hundred iron chains he did him bind. 
An hundred knotts that did him sore con- 
straine : 
Yet his great iron teeth he still did grinde. 
And grimly gnash, threutning revenge in vaine: 
His burning eyn, whom bloudy strakes did 
staine. 
Stared full wide, and threw forth sparks of 
fire; 
And more for ranke despight, then for great 
painc, 
Shak t his long locks, colour d like copper 
wire. 
And bit his tawny beard to shew his ^raging 
ire. 

§ 88. Mastiff. 

Like as a mastifle, having at a bay 
A salvage bull, whocs cruel homes ao threat 

Desperate danger, if he them assay, 
Traceth his ground, and round about doth beat. 
To sp^r where he may some advantage mi ; 

The whilst ^e beast doth rage and loudly 
roar. 

§ 89. Mediocrity. 

Of second sister, who did far excel 
Tlie other two ; Medina was her name, 
A sober, sad, and comely courteous dame ^ 

Who rich array'd, and yet in modest guize. 
In goodly garments, that her well became^ 

Faire marchins forth in honourable wise. 
Him at the thresnold met, and well did enter- 
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She led him up Into a goodly bowre. 
And comely courted with meet modestie, 

Ne in her speech » ne in her haviour. 
Was lightness seen, or looser vanitie. 
But gratious womanhood, and eravitie, 

AKcm'c the reason of her youthful years : 
Her golden locks she rouncfly did uptie 

In braided trammells, that no looser harss 
Did out of order stray about her dainty eares. 

Betwixt them both the fair Medina sate. 
With sober grace, and goodly carriage : 

With equal! measure she doth moderate 
The strong extremities of their outrage : 
That forward pair she ever would asswage. 

When they would strive due reason to exceed ; 
But that same froward twaine would accourage. 

And of her plenty adde unto their need : 
So kept she them in order, and herself in heed. 

§ 90. Mercy* 

Thbt, passing by, were guided by degree 
Unto the pressance of that gratious ouecu : 

Who sate on high, that she might all men see. 

And might of all men royally be scene. 
Upon a throne of gold full bright and sheene ; 

Adorned all with gemmes ol endless price. 
As either might for wealth have eotten been, 

Or could be fram*d by workmaivs rare device; 
And ail eabost with lyons and with flowrc-de- 
lice. 

And over all her cloth of state was sored, 
Not of rich tissew, nor of cloth of gold. 

Nor of aught else that may be richest red. 
But like a cloud, as likest maj be told. 
That her broad spreading wings did wide un- 
fold I ^ / 
Whose skirts were bordered with bright 
'sunny beames, 
Glistrine like gold, amongst the plights enrold. 
And here and there shooting forth silver 
ureames, 
'Mong^t which crept the little angels through 
the glittering gleames. 

Seemed those little angels did uphold 
The cloth of state, and 00 their purpled wiugy 
Did bear the pendants, thro* tlieir nimbless 
bold. 
Besides a thousand more of such, as sings 
Hymnes to high God, and carols heavenly 
things, 
Encompaased the throne, on which she sate: 
She angel-like, the heir of ancient kings 
And mighty conquerorvio royal state. 
Whilst kings and Caesars at her feet did them 
prostrate. 

Thus she did sit in sov;ereiffn maiestie. 
Holding a toeptre in her royal hand. 

The saered pledge of peace and clemencie. 
With which higlif God had blest her happy land, 
Maugre to many foes which did withstand. 

But at her feet her iword was likewise Uyd, 
\^hose long rest rusted the bright steely brand. 

Yet when as foes enforc*t, or friends sought 

ayde, [maide. 

She could it sternly draw, that all the world dis- 



And round about before her feet there sate 
A beautie of faire virgins clad in white. 

That goodly seema t'adome her royal state. 
All lovely daughters of high Jove, that hight 
Lit£, by him begot in love's delight. 

Upon the righteous Themis: tnose the^ say 
Upon Jove*s judgment-seat waite day and night. 

And when in wrath he threats the workfs de- 
cay. 

They do his anger calme, and cruel vengeance 
stay. 

They also -doe, by his divine permission. 
Upon the throia-e. of mortal princes tend. 

And ofteu treat for pardon and remission 
To suppliantb through fraiitie which offimd ;, 
Those did upou Marcillse*s throne attend : 

Just Dice, wise Eunomie, mild Eirene ; 
And them amongst, her glory to commend. 

Sate goodly Temperance, in garments doie. 
And sacred Reverance, yborne of heavenly 
strene. 

Some clerks doe doubt in their deviceful ait. 
Whether this heavenly thin^, whereof I treat* 

To weeten, mercy, be of justice part. 
Or drawne forth from her by divine extreate. 
This well I wote; that sure she is as great. 

And meritcth to have as high a pbce, 
Sith iu th* Almightie*8 everlasting seat 

She first was ored, and borne of heafcnly 

race; [of^aoe. 

From thence pour*d down on men, by lofliience 

For if that virtue be of that great mif^ht* 
Which from just verdict will for nothing slait. 

But to preserve inviolated right. 
Oft spoils the principal to save the part ; 
So much more then is that of povnv and art. 

That seekes to save the subject of her skill. 
Yet never doth for doom of nfgtii depart: 

As it is greater praise to save, than spill ; 
And better to reforme, than to cut off the ilL 

§91. Minerva. 

LiKB as Minerva, being late retum*d 
From slaughter of the giants conquered : 

Where proud Encelade, whose wide nosetrils 
hurn'd 
With breathed flames, like to a furnace red. 
Transfixed with his spear, down tumbled dead 

From top of Hemus, by him heaped hie. 
Hath loos*a her helmet from her lofty bead. 

And her Gorgonian shield gins to untie 
From her left arme, to rest in glorious nctorie. 

§ 99. Morning, 

At last fair Hesperus, in his highest sky 
Had spent his lamp, and brought forth dawai^g 
light. 
Then up he rose, and clad him hastily ; 
The dwane him brought his steed: so both 
away did fly. 

Another, 

Now when the rosy-finger*4^oming fint^ 
Weaiy of ag^ Tithoa*s id&on lied« 
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H«d»pfedberpDrplerohi'lhrnii[:h<!«iwyai 
And the high hills 'I'itan discovered. 
The rojat nrgin shook her drow^ head. 



At lait ihe golden oriental gjie 
Of crcaust hravcn gin i" open faire, 

Aiid PborL'iti fmti, a> btidrgrome to his 

Cune dancing forth, ih.tliing his dcaw; heare ; 
Aad builn hi* glittering b^mi ihro' gloomy 

Anolker. 
SOOSM the ficiy slreakesivith purple beanies 
DnpOM the shailowei of the misty night. 

And "nun plaj'iiig on the caiteine sireamcs, 
Gu cleare the deawyaiie with springing light: 
^So Mon a* day, forth dawning from the easl, 
Ni|ht'*h(unid cuiiaine from the hcacens (vith- 

And early calling farth both man and beiul, 
COnunuulnl them tfaeit daily workes renew. 

S g3. Mountain. 
bwM an hill pUc'd in an omn plaine, 
BiMnoiid abouLwas bordered with a wood 
Of BCtchlos height, thai weni'd th' earth lo 

hlAich all trees of honour stately stood, 
M4id all wintrr 3S in summer bud, 

SpMdiiu pavilions for the biid^ to bowre, 
Whdt in the lowly branchca sung aloud. 

And in (heir tops ibe soaring haiilke did 

SWag like king of fowlci in majesty and 
pcnrre. 

hofi IX the fbol thereof, a gentle flood 
Sii Mirer wares did tohly tumbledown, 

UnaMrr'd with ragged mo** or tilthy mud ; 
Neaott wild beaiu, ne mote the tudet clowne 
thm to approach, ne filth mote therein 



J^ wood 

P^^W on the I 
I DM aoread »«: 



things awpy from it, 
lite waters &II tuning their accents fit, 
' a spatious ptaine 
U mead iiwirl lo scrte to all delight, 
ICtJier lo dance, when they to dance would 
faire. 
Or die to conrte about their bases light : 
Ne ought there wanted, which for pleasure 

Deiired be, or thence to banish bale ; 
Sa pleasantly the hill, with equal height. 

Did aeecn to overlook the lowly »ale. 
Therefore it rightlycleepcdwasMounlAcidalc. 

( 9*. Midai'Uilii. 
Svcn i< ihe weakness of a!) mortal] hopCi 
So 6ckte is the stale of earthly things. 
That ere they conie into their aimed scope. 



A'ld bring us bale and hitler sorrowing. 
Instead of comlbtt which we should em- 

Thisii tliestaleofCieaanandof kinp. 

Let none therefore that is in meaner place. 
Too greatly grieve at any his unlucky case. 

59.7. Night. 

Where griesly Night, with vitagedeadly sad, 
Tlial Phrebus' chearruU face durst never view. 

And in a foul black pitchy mantle clad. 
She finds forth comeing from her darksome 



111 their rusly bits did champ, as ihey w 

By this, eternall lamps, where-with high Jove 
Did lidht the world, were halfyipcnt, 

And the moist daughters of htige Atlas shove 
In the ocean deep lo drive their wearied 

Now when a> all the world in silence deep 
Yshrowded was, and every mortal wight 

Was drowned in the depth of deadly sleep. 

Night, thou fonle mother of annoyance sad, 
Sistpr nf heavy death, and nurse of woe. 

Which was begot in heaven, but for thy bad 
And brutish shape, thrust dowu to hell be- 
Where, by the grim flovid of Cocytus slowe. 

That dwelling is Uercbus' black hoD*, 
(Black Herebus, thy husband, is the foe 

Of all the Gods) where thou ungracious. 
Half of thy days doest lead in horrour hedeou*. 

What had th' Eternal Maker need nf thee. 
The world in his continual course lo keep. 

That doest all things deface, ne letlefl ace 
The beiutics of his work i Indeed in sleep 
The slothful body doth love 10 iteeu 

Hisluslleialimbi.anddrowDehisbasermindi 
Doth uiaise thee oft, and oft from Stygian deep. 

Calls thee his ooddeas, in his errour blind. 
And great dame Nature's hand-maid chearing 
every kind. 

But well I wote, that to an heavy heart 
Thou art the root and nurse of bitter cares. 

Breeder of new, rencwer of old smart; 
Instead of rest, thou Icndesl rayling lean, 

And dreadful visions, in the which alive. 
The dreary image of sad death appears : 

So from the wariespirilc thou doat drive 
Desired rest, and men of hapjuness deprive. 

Under thy mantle black there hidden lye. 
Light-shunning theft, and trayterous intent. 

Abhorred hloudshed, and vile felony. 
Shameful deceipl, and danger imineni : 
Foule horror, and eke hellish drerimenli 

All these (I wote) in thy protection bee. 
And lidit doe shunoe, for fear being ehent : 

For,niEht ylike is lolhd of them and thee. 
And all that (ewducss \vn, due bate the lightia 
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For day discovers all dishonest wayes. 
And sheweth each thing as it is indeed ; 

The prayses of high God he fair displayes^ 
And his large bounty rightly doth areed. 
Days blessed children be the blessed seed. 

Which darkness shall subdue, and heaven 
win : 
Truth is his daughter, he her first did breed. 

Most sacred virgin, without spot or sin : 
Our Kfe is day ; but death with darkness doth 
begin. 

Now gan the humid vapour shed the ground 
With pearly dew, and the earth's gloomy shade 
Did dim the brightness of the welkin round. 
That every bird and beast awarned made 
To shrowd diemselves, while sleep their senses 
did invade. 

§ 96. Occasion. 

AvTk him behind, a wicked hagg did stalke. 
In ra^ed robes, and filthy disarray ; 

Her other leg was lame, that she no*te walk, 
fiut on a staff her feeble steps did stay ; 
Her locks, that loathlv were, and hoary crey. 

Grew all afore, and loosely hung unroU'a ; 
But all bdiind was bald, and worn away. 

That none thereof could ever taken hold. 
And eke her fsice ill-favour*d, full of wriakles 
old. 

> And ever as she went, her tongue did walk 
In foul reproach, and terms of foul despight. 

Provoking him, by her outrageous talk. 
To heap more vengeance on that wretched 

wight. 
Sometimes she raught iiim stones, wherewith 
to smite. 
Sometimes her staff, tho* it her own le^ were, 
Withouten which she could not go upright 3 

Ne evil means she did forbear. 
That might liim move to wrath, and mdigna- 
tion reare. 

§ 97- Palace of Sleep. 

To Morpheus* house doth hastily repaire : 
Amid the bowels of the earth full steep 
And lowe, where dawning day doth never 

His awelUng is -, there Thetis his wet bed 
Doth ever wash, and Cynthia still doth steep 

In silver dew his ever drouping head. 
Whiles sad night over him her mantle black 
doth spread. 

Whose double gates he findeth locked fast. 
The one fair fram d with bumiah*d ivory. 

The oUier all with silver overcast ; 
And wakefuU do^s before them farre doe lye, 
Wafediing to banish Care their enemy. 

Who oft b wont to trouble ^ntle sleep. 
By them the spright doth pass m quietly. 

And unto Morpheus comes, whom drdwned 
deep. 
In drowsie fit he finds of nothing he takes keep. 

And more to lull him in his slumbers soft, 
A trickling sueam ftom high rock tombliDg 
down. 



And ever drizling raine upon the loft, 
Mixt with a murmuring wind, much like the 

sound 
Of swarming bees, did cast him in a swooiie: 

No other noise, nor peoples troublous cryes. 
As still are wont t* annoy tne walled town. 

Might there be heard : but careless quiet lies* 
Wrapt in eternal silence, larre from enemies. 

§ 98. Tyger. 

As when two tygers, pinch*d with hunger t 
rage. 
Have by gpod fortune found some beast*t fresh 
spoyle. 

On wnich they ween their famin to asswage. 
And gaine a feastful guerdon of their toyle. 
Both falline out, do stir up strife-full broyk. 

And cruel battell 'twixt themselves do make* 
Whiles neither lets the other touch the spoyle. 

But eitfter *sdeignes with other to putake. 

Another. 



As when a tyger and a lyoi 

Are met a spoylin^ of some hungry prey. 

Both challenge it with equal greediness: 
But first the tyger clawes thereon did lay ; 
And therefore, loth to loos her ri^ sway. 

Doth in defence thereof fall stoutly stood. 
To which the lyon strongly doth gainsay. 

That she to hunt the beast first took 10 bond : 
And therefore ought it have, wherever she it 
found. 

§ 99. Winds. 

<—• — Like as a boist*rous wind. 
Which in th* earth*s hollow caves hath long 
been hid. 
And shut up fast within her prisons blind. 
Makes the nuge element against her kind 
To move, and tremble as it were aghast. 
Until that it an issue forth may nnd. 
Then forth it breakcs, and witn his furions 

blast 
Confounds both land and seas, and sky doth 
overcast. 

§ 100. Sun. 

As when two Suns appear in th* azure sky. 
Mounted in Phoebus* cnariot fierie brii^tt 
Both darting forth faire beanies to ea^fnan*s 
eye. 
And both adom*d with lamps of flaming li^t, 
Alt that behold such strange prodigious si^t. 
Not knowing natures work, nor what to 
weene. 
Are wrapt with wonder and with rare a!^ 
fright. 

$ 101. Phaeton. 

ExcBBDiNo shone, like Phoebus* fairest 
childe. 
That did presume his father's fierie waine. 
And flaming mouthes of steeds unwonted 
wild. 
Thro* highest heaven with weaker hMid to 

rame. 
Proud of such gloiy and ndvaMtOMat Tain^ 
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While flaahiDg beams doe daze his feeble 



He leevcs the wQkin wajr most beaten plaine. 
And wrapt with whirlmg wheels enflame the 

skjea 
With file not made to burn, but fairly for to 

shine. 



S lOS. Sight. 

Tbb first troupe was a monstrous rabblerhent 
Of fbwle mishapen wights, of which some were 

HcMled like owles, with beakes uncomely 
bent, 
Otbcn like dogi, others like gryphons dreare. 
And some bad wings, and some had clawes to 



Aai every one of them had lynces eyes. 
And eycry one did bowe and arrowes beare. 

AU diose weie lawless lusts, corrupt envies, 
Aad oovetout aspects, all cruel enemies. 

TVnesHiie a^nst the bulwarke of the fight 
Didk^aUODs siese, aud battailous assault, 

Ne OBoe did yi3d it respit day or night, 
BotiooQ as Titan mn his head exauU, 
Aid soon ag^n as he his light withhault, 

TVcir wicked engines they against it bent: 
TWt is» each thing by which the eyes may fault ^ 

But two than all more huge and violent, 
BeiB^ and money, they that bulwark sorely 
icot* 

§ 103. SUmdir. 

So when that forest they had passed well, 
A little cottage farre away they spide. 

To which they .drew, ere night upon them 
fell : 
And entering in, found none therein abide, 
Bot so old woman sitting there beside. 

Upon the jground, in ragged rude attire, 
Witn filthy locks about her scatter d wide. 

Gnawing her nayles for felness and for ire. 
And thereout sucking venom to her parts intire. 

A foule and loathly creature sure in sight. 
And in conditions to be loath*d no less : 

For shee was stuft with rancour and de- 
spight 
Up 10 the throat ; that oft with bitterness 
Itfbrth would break, and ffush with great excess, 

Fouring out streams of poyson and of gall^ 
Gsinst alTthat truth or virtue doe professe ; 

Whome she with lessings lewdly did miscall 
And wickedly back-bite: her name men Slander 
call. 

Her nature is, all goodness to abuse. 
And causeless crimes continually to frame ; 

With which she guiltless persons may accuse. 
And stcale away the crowne of their good name : 
Ne erer knight so bold, ne ever dame 

So cimat and loyali lir'd, but she would strive 
With fixged cause them fidsely to defame : 

Ne ever thing was done so well alive, 
B«t she with blame would blot, and of due 
* pniaed^n?e» 
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Her words were not as common words are 
ment, 
T express the meaning of the inward minde ; 
But noisome breath, and poysonous spirit 
sent. 
From inward parts, with cancar*d malice lin'd. 
And breathed forth with blast of bitter winde; 
Which passing thro* the eares, would pierce 
the heart. 
And wound the soul itself with grief unkind : 
For, like the stings of aspes, that kill with 
smart. 
Her spi^tful words did prick and wound the 
mner part. 

§ 104. Siorm. 

Hee cryde, as ragein^ seas are wont to rore. 
When wintry storme his wrathfull wreck does 
threat. 
The rolling billows beat the rugged shore. 
As they the earth would shoulder from her seat. 
And greedy gulph does gape, as he would eat 

His neighbour element m his revenge : 
Then gin the blustring breathren boldly threat. 
To mo\'e the world from off his steadfast 
henge. 
And boystrous batlell make, each other to 
avenge. 

Another. 

Like to a storm that hovers under skic 
Long here and there, and round about doth 
flie. 
At length breaks downe in raine, and hule and 
sieet. 
First from one coast, till nought thereof be 
dry: 
And then another, till that likewise fleet : 
And so from side to side, till all the world be 
wect. 

§ 105. Superttition. 

Where that old woman day and night did 
pray 
Upon her oeades devoutly penitent; 
Kine hundred Pater-nosters every day. 
And thrice nine hundred Aves she was wont 
to say. 
And to augment her painful penance more. 

Thrice every week m ashes she did sit. 
And next her wrinkled skin rough sackcloth 
wore. 
And thrice three times did fast from any bite* 

Upon the itna^ which his naked blade 
Three times, as m defiance, there he stroke $ 

And the third time, out of an hidden shade. 
There forth issued from under the altar smoake 
A dreadful fiend, with foul deformed look. 

That stretcht itself, as it had long lain smL 
Th^t her long taile and feathers strongly shookt 

That all the temple did with terror nil \ 
Yet him nought terrified, that feared nothing 
iU. 

An huge great beast it was, when it in length 
Was stretched forth, that m^ fill*d all the 
place. 
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And 8eem*d to be of iufintte great strength ; 
Horrible, hideous, and of hellish race. 
Borne of the brooding of Echidna base. 

Or other like infernal furies kind : 
For of a maide she had the outwarde face. 

To hide the horroar which did lurk behind. 
The better to beguile whom she so fond did 
find. 

Thereto the body of a dog she had. 
Full of fell ravin and fierce greediness ; 

A lyoa*s clawes with power and rigour clad. 
To rend and teare what so she can oppress ; 
And dragpn*s taile, whose sting without re- 
dress 

Full deadly wounds, when so it is empight; 
An eagle's wings for scope, and speed iness. 

That nothing might escape her ravening 
miEht, 
Whereto ^e ever list to iriake her hardy flight. 

Much like in foulness and deformitie 
Unto that monster, whom the Tbeban knight. 

The father of that fatal progeny. 
Made kill herself for verv heart*s despight. 
That he had red her riddle, which no wight 

Could ever loose, but sufTred deadly doole : 
So also did this monster use like slight 

To many a one, which came intoher school. 
Whom she did put to death, deceived like a 
fool. 

§ 106. Suspicion. 

But he was foule, ill-favoured, and grim. 
Under his eye-brows looking still ascaunce ; 

And ever as dissemblance laught on him. 
He lower'd on her with dangerous eye-glance. 
Shewing his nature in his countenance ; 

His rolling eyes did never rest in place. 
But walkteach way for fear of hid mischance. 

Holding a lattice still before his face. 
Thro* which he still did peep as forward he did 
pass. 

§ 107. Venus. 

HictJHT in the midst the goddesse self did 
stand. 
Upon an altar of some costly masse, 

whose substance was uneath to understand : 
For neither precious stones, nor durefull brasse. 
Nor shining gold, nor mouldring clay it was ; 

But yet more rare and precious to esteeme. 
Pore in aspect, and like to chrystall glass ; 

Yet ^as8 was not, if one did rightly deem ; 
But bang &ire and brittle, likest glass did 
iceme. 

But it in shape and beauty did excell 
All other idols which the heathen adore : 

Fane passing that, which by surpassing skill 
Phidiu did mdcein Paphos isle of yore. 
With which that wretched Greeke that life for- 

lorc 
' Did fall in lore t vet this much fairer shined. 
But covered with slender veil afore. 

And both her feet and less tcttether twined 
Were with a snake, whose Maoaod taile were 
fait combined. 



The cause why she was covered with a vdle. 
Was hard to know, for that her priests the 
same [oeale ; 

From people's knowledge labour*d to con- 
But sooth it was not sure for womani&h shame. 
Nor any blemish which the work mote blame ; 
But for (they say) she hath bOth kinds in 
one. 
Both male and female, both under one name : 

She sire and mother is herself alone ; 
Begets, and eke conceives, she needeih other 
none. 

* And all about her neck and shoulders flew 
A flock of little loves, and sports, and joyes. 

With nimble wings of sold and purple qew ; 
Whoes shapes seem*d not Ukc to terrestrial boyet» 
But like to angels playing heavenly toyet; 

The whilst their elder orother was away, 
Cupid, their elder brother ; he enjoyt 

The wide kingdome of love with lordly sway. 
And to his law compels all creatures to obey. 

And all about her altar scattered lay. 
Great sorts of lovers piteouslv complairMog, 

Some of their loss, some of their We's deky. 
Some of their pride, some paragons disdaining. 
Some fearing fraude, sometraudulently fiiyning. 

As ever one had cause of good or ill. 

§ 108. Temple of Venus. 

The temple of great Venus, that is bight 
The queen of beauty, and of love the mother. 

There worshipped of every living wight : 
Whose goodly workmanship farre pest all other 
That ever were on earth, all were they set 
together. 

Not that same famous temple of Diane, 
Whose height all Ephesus did oversee. 

And v/hich all Asia sought with vows profane^ 
One of the world's seven wonders said to be. 
Might match with this by many a degree : 

Nor that, which that wise king of Jurie 
framed. 
With endless cost to be the Almighty*s see ; 

Nor all that else thro' all the world is named 
To all the heathen gods, might like to this be 
clamed. 

I, much admiring that so goodly frame. 
Unto the |X)rch approacht, which open stood. 

But therein sat an amiable dame. 
That seem'd to be of very sober mood. 
And in her semblant show'd great womanhood : 

Strange washer tire ; for on her head a crown 
She wore, much like unto a Oanisk hood, 

Poudred with pearl and stone ; and all her 

gpwne 

Enwoven was with gold, that raught full low 

adowne. 

« 

On either side of her two young men stood. 
Both stronglv arm*d, as fearmg one another. 

Yet were tney brethren both of half the bloody 
Begotten by two fathers of one mother. 
Though of contrary natures each to other : 

The one of them bight Love, the other Hale» 
Hate was the elder^ L^ve the yooQger brother j 
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dcbaic. 
Naili'lm thai Jame ro well ihem lempred 
both 
Tlul ihc them forced hnntl to join in hand, 

Albe ihai Hutml wai thctwf full loih, 
Aad lum'd hi; face away as he did gland. 
Unwilling lo behold that lovely band. 

Yclthewai of sDch grace and vrnuoiis niighi, 
Thibet cnnimandmctil he .could uot niih- 

Bm bit fat* tifi* for felonous desplght, 
AmI gnnhl hii iroit tu'iks at that displeasing 
•igbt. 
ConfOrd ihe deeped wai in common reed, 
ModicT of blewj Peace, and Friendihip Itue ; 
They both her twins, both bom of heavenly 
•eed. 
And ibehenelf likewise divinely grew; 
TW which right well her works divine did 
ihew : [|1cnd», 

Foritrengih, and wealth, and happiness, she 
AEdttiifr, and war, and anger, doe) subdue: 
Ofliille, much, of foes she maketh friends, 
And to aSicied minds iweei rest and qulei 
•ml: 
Bi h«T the heaven is in his course contained, 
■Wtllihe world instate unmoved stands. 
At [bar Almighty Maker 6rat ordained, 
^ bound them with inviolable bands ) 
Uiawld the waters overflow the lands, 

Andfin devour theatre, and hell ihem quite, 
bt thai she holda tbeni with her blessed hands. 

Kbc it the nurse of pleasure and delight, 
Wuntu Venus grace ihc gate dolh open right. 

Inlo liie inmost temple thus I came, 
'I'hich fuming ail with frankencense I found. 

And odourt rising front the altars flame : 
Upabin buodnd marble pilleis round. 
The mof up high was reared from the ground. 
All drekt with crowns, and chains, and gir- 
loitds Kiy. 
Alhamnd pfcciousgiftsworth many a pound, 
Tht which nd loven for their vowes did 

JaiJai groood was urew'd with flowers as 
UkuMay. 

AnhimilKd altar* roqnd about were set, 
Alt ftuniog with their sacrificM fire. 

Thai with the iteme thereof the templeswet, 
Whicfa raui'd in ctoudeSi to heaven did aspire. 
Add in them bore irue lovers' vnws entire : 

Aodekcan hundrtdbmxeiicjuldransbrighl 
TohHhcin joy and amorous desire, 

Enij which was lo a damiell highl ; 
nt ill the priests wcicdamicUs, inioftlinnen 
dight. 

j 109. If-'rulh. 

Ami ihal varlei's lieht, it was not long 

Ere on ih« pUine fail pncking Guion spide, 

Oae in bright arms embaitailcd full sirone, 

»— — -^ - tonny bcanu doc glaocc and glide 



And round about V 



V fortit iparklii 



sparkling 



That seemed him to enflame on every aide : 
His steed was bloody red, and foamed ire. 
When with the uiaiat'ring spur he did him 
roughly slire. 

Approaching nigh he never staid to greet, 
Ne chaffer words, proud courage to ptovoke. 

But prickt so Gerce, that underneath his feet 
The smoldring dust did round about him 

Both horse and man nigh able for to choke ; 

And fairly couching his sieel-headcd spear^. 
Htm Ant saluted with a sturdy stroke. 

And him beside ridesfierce revenging Wralb, 
Upon a lyon, loth for lo be led ; 

And in his hand a burning brond he hath. 
The which he brandisheth about his head ; 
His eyes did hurle forth sparkles fiery red. 

And stared stern on all that him beheld. 
As ashes pale of hue, and seeroinc dead ; 

And on his da»er still his hulid he held, ' 



His ruffin raiment all was stain'd in blood 
Which he had spilt, and all lo tage yreni, 

Tliro' unadvised rashness woxert wood. 
For of his hands he had no government, 
Ne car'd for bloud in his Bveiigeiiicnt ; 

Bui when the furious fit was o' 



How many luiichicfa should en»uc his lieedleu 
hasll 

Full many mischiefs follow cruel Wrath ; 
Abhorred bluudshed, and lumuliiious strife. 

Unmanly murther, and. unthrifty scath. 
Bitter despight, with rancour's rusty knife. 
And fretting gf ief, the enemy of life. 

And these and many evils more haunt iie. 
The swelling s])lene, jud phrenzy raging rife. 

The shaking palsey, and St. Francis' bre. 
Such one was Wrath, the last of this ongodly 



SPENSER'S FAIRY QUEEN. 

$ 1 10. Dufsia weeping over her Enrmy. iom- 
parrd to a Crocodile ; and a Descripiha qf 
NigU. 

As when a weary traveller, that strays 
By muddy shore of broad sei'en-moulhed Nile, 
(Jiiweetingof the perilous wandering ways, 
l>3ih meet a cruel crafty crocodile. 
Which in fake grief hiding his harmless guile 
Dulh weep full sore, and sheddeth tender lean: 
The foolish man, ihut pities all this while 
His mournful plight, is swallow 'd up uiuiwares, . 
Forgetful of nil own, that miniM anolhcr's 



That shining lamps is 
light i 
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Then forth she rose, ne longer would abide. 
But comes unto the place where th^ heathen' 

knight 
In s1uBib*nng swoon nigh void of vital spright. 
Lay coTer*d with enchanted cloud all dav ; 
Wnotn when she found, as she him left in 

plight 
To wail his woful case, she would not stay. 
But to the eastern coast of heaven makes speedy 

way. 

Where griesly Night, with visage deadly sad, 
Tliat Phoebus' cheerful face durst never view. 
And in a foul black pitchy mantle clad. 
She finds forth-coming from her darksome 

mew. 
Where she all day did hide her hated hue : ^ 
Before the door her iron chariot stood. 
Already harnessed for journey new ; 
And cole-black steeds yborn of hellish brood. 
That on their rusty bits did champ as they were 

wood. 

' And all the while she stood upon the ground. 
The wakeful dop did never cease to bay. 
As giving warning of th* unusual sound. 
With which her iron wheels did them aflBray, 
And her dark griesly look them much dismay. 
The messenger of death, the ghastly owl. 
With dreary shrieks did also her bewray ; 
And hunery wolves continually did howl 
At her abhorred face, so filthy and so foul. 

-On every side them stood 



All hurlen forth, and she with princely ymot. 
As fair Aurora in her purple pall. 
Out of the East the dawning day doth call. 
,So forth she comes : her brightness broad doth 

blaxe. 
The heaps of people thronging in the hall 
Do ride each other, upon ner to gaze : 
Her glorious glittering light doth all men's cyti 

amaze. 

So forth she comes^ and to her coach does 

climb 
Adorned all with gold, and garlands gay. 
That seeni*d as fresh as Flora in her prime; 
And strove to matoh, in royal rich array. 
Great Juno's golden chair, the which they nj 
The gods stand gazing on, when she does ride 
To Jove's high house thro' heaven's brMs-peveA 

way. 
Drawn of^fair peacocks that excel in pride. 
And full of Argus' eyes their taib dispreddm 

wide. 



The trembling ghosts with sad amazed mood 
Ciiuttering their iron teeth, and staring wide 
With stony eyes ; and all the hellish brood 
Of fiends infernal flock'd on every side. 
To gaze on earthly wight, that with the Night 
durst ride. 

§ 111. Description ofLuc\fer*s Palace, 

A STATELY palace built of squared brick. 
Which cunningly was without mortar laid, 
W^hose walls were high, but nothing strong 

nor thick. 
And golden foil all over them display'd ; 
That purest sky with brightness they dismay'd : 
High lifled up were many lofty tow'rs. 
And goodly galleries far over-laid. 
Full of fair windows, and delightful bow'rs ; 
And on the top a dial told the timely hours. 

It was a goodly heap for to behold. 
And snake the praises of the workman's wit ; 
But full great Dity, that so fair a mould 
Did on so weaK foundation ever sif ; 
For on a sandy hill, that still did flit 
And fall away, it mounted was full high. 
That every breath of heaven shaked it ; 
And all the hinder parts, tliat few could spy. 
Were ruinous and old, but painted cunningly. 

§ 1 12. Lucifera ascending her Coach, 

SuoDEN upriseth from her stately place 
The royal dame, and for her coach doth call ! 



§ 1 13. Description qf Prince Arikur im Ms 
Habiliments qf Wair. 

Upon the top of all his lofty crest, 
A bunch of hairs, discolour'd divenJy 
With sprinkled pearl, and sold full richly diesti 
Did shake, and seem'd to danoe for ioUi^^ 
Like to an almond tree ymounted high 
On top of green Selinis all alone. 
With blossoms brave bedecked ifauntily ; 
Whose tender locks do tremble every one 
At every little blast that under heaven b bkmm* 



§ 1 14. DescriptioB^qfDiasta wiik kerN^mph, 
returnedjrom the Chaee, and prepanmg $& 
bathe. 

Shortly under the wasteful woods shecamc^ 
Whereat she found the goddess and her < 
Afler late chace of their embrued game 
Sitting beside a fountain in a rew. 
Some of them vashins with the liquid 

From off their dainty umbs the dosty w 

And soil, which did deform their livdj hot} 
Others lay shaded from the scorching hetl ^ 
The rest upon her person gsveattenditooegieil. 

She having hon^ upon a boog^ oo hMi 
Her bow and painted quiver, had tuibe'd 
Her silver buskins from her nimble thich* 
And her lank loins ungirt, and breastsmiDiiciVlj 
After her heat the breathing cold to taste ; 
Her golden locks that lato in tresics bright 
Embreeded were for hindering of her baste. 
Now loose about her shoulders lonff undight. 
And were with iweet ambrosia all oesprinkled 
light. 

Soon as she Venus saw behind her back. 
She was asham'd to be so loose surpris'd ; 
And wox half wroth against her damsels slid. 
That had not her thereof before advts'd. 
But suffer'd her sp carelessly disguis'd 
BeiDvertaken. Soon her garments looseii 
Upgathering in her bosom she oofflprtt'd^ 
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Wcll» as the might, and then the ooddess 

rose : Tclose. 

Whilft all her nymphs did like a girlond her en- 



§ 115. Deicr^tion of a Garden. 

Bftsoovs they heard a most delicious sound 
Of an that mote delight a dainty ear; 
Soeh as at once might not on Tmng ground, 
Stic in this paradise, he heard elsewhere : 
Riglit hard it was for wight which did it hear. 
To read what manner music that mote be. 
For ill that pleasing is to living ear 
Was there consorted in one harmony ; 
Bhb, voices, instruments, winds, waters, all 



•With that he shook 






Thejoji>us birds, shrouded in cheerful shade, 
Hieir notes unto the voice attemper'd sweet ; 
Th' angelical, soft trembling voices made . 
To ih* instruments divine respondence meet : 
The silver-sounding instruments did meet 
With the base murmur of the waters fall ; 
The waten (all, with difference discreet. 
Now toft, now loud, unto the wind did call ; 
The gentle warbling wind low answered to all. 

f 116. Description of the Garden qf Adonis, 



; u continual spring and harvest there, 
CoocuHialy both meeting at one time ; 
For both tlie boughs do laughing blossoms bear. 
And with fireth colours deck the wanton prime, 
Aod oke at once the heavy trees they climb, 
VDiich teem to labour under their fruits load : 
Toe whiles the joyous birds make their pas- 
time 
Zaonot the shady leaves, their sweet abode, 
Aod meir true loves without suspicion tell 
akioad. 



1 1 17- Devastation which Time makes in this 

Garden. 

Gnat enemy to it and all the rest 
ThM in tbegaiden of Adonis springs. 
It wicked Tune, who, with his scythe addrest, 
Itat mow the flow'ring herbs and goodly 

tkio^ 
Aad all tbeir ^ory to the ground down flinn. 
Where they do wither, and are foully marr'd ; 
He iiet about, and with his flaggy wings 
Bnto down both leaves and ouds without 

ICUIU, 

Ne ever pity may relent his malice hard. 

§ 118. Description qf Jupiter, 

So having said he ceas*d, and with his brow 
His bbek eye-brow, whose doomful dreaded 

beck 
li wont to wield the world unto his vow. 
And even the highest pow*rs of heaven to 

Made sign to them in their degrees to speak. 



His nectar-dewed locks, with which the tkiet. 
And all the world beneath for terror ouook. 
And eft his burning leven-brond in nand h^ 
took. ^ 



§ 1 19. Guy on conducted by Mammon through 
a Cave under Ground, to see his Treasure. 

At length they came into a larger space 
That stretch*d itself into an ample plain. 
Through which a beaten broad highway did 

trace. 
That straight did lead to Pluto*s griesly reign; 
By that way*s side there sat infernal rain. 
And fast b^tde him sat tumultuous Strife ; 
The one in hand an iron whip did strain, 
Ine other brandished a bloody knife. 
And both did knash their teeUi, and both did 

threaten life. 

On the other side in one consort there sate 
Cruel Revenge, and rancorous Despite, 
Disloyal Treason, and heart-burning Hate ; 
But gnawing Jealousy, out of their sight 
Sitting alone, his bitter lips did bite: 
And trembling Fear still to and fro did fiv. 
And found no place where safe he shroud him 

might. 
Lamenting Sorrow did in darkness lie. 
And Shame his ugly face did hide from living 

eye. 

And over them sad Horror, with grim hue, , 
Did always soar, beating his iron wings ; 
And after him owls and nisht-ravens flew. 
The hateful messengers of heavy things. 
Of death and dolimr telling sad tiding ; 
Whilst sad Celeno, sitting on a cltfC 
A song of bale and bitter sonows sings. 
That heart of flint asunder would have rifl ; 
Which havingended, after him she flieth swift. 

§ ISO. Description of Despair, andher Speech. 

Ere Ions they come, where that same wicked 

wi^t 
His dwelling has, low in an hollow cave. 
Far underneath a craggy clifi ypiffht. 
Dark, doleful, drearyTTike a greedy grave. 
That still for carion carcasses doth crave : 
On top whereof ay dwelt the ghastly owl. 
Shrieking his baneful note, which ever drave 
Far from that haunt all other cheerful fowl : 
And all about it wand* ring ghosts did wail and 

howl. 

And all about, old stocks and stubs of trees. 
Whereon nor fruit nor leaf was ever seen. 
Did hang upon the ragged rocky knees ; 
On which had many wretches hauaed been. 
Whose carcasses were scatter*d on theereen. 
And thrown about the cliffs. Arrived there 
That bare-head knight, for dread and doleful 

teen. 
Would fain have fled, ne durst approachea 

near : 
But th* other fore d him stay, and comforted 

in fear. 
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The darksome cave they enter, where they 6nd 
That cursed man low sittinc on the ground. 
Musing full sadly in his sullen mind ; 
His greasy locks, long growing and unbound. 
Disordered hung about his shouldeia round. 
And hid his face : thro* which his hollow eyne 
Look*d deadly dull, and stared as astound -, 
His raw-bone cheeks, through penury and pine. 
Were shrunk into his jaws, as he did nerer 
dine. 

His garment, nought but many ragged clouts. 
With thorns together pinn*d and patched was. 
The which his naked sides he wrapp*d abouts : 
And him beside there lay upon the grass 
A dreary corse, whose life away did pass. 
All wallowed in his own yet lukewarm blood. 
That from his wound yet welled fresh, alas I 
In which a rusty knife fast fixed stood. 
And made an open passage for the gushing 
flood. 

Which piteous spectacle, approving true 
The wotul Ule that Trevisan had told. 
When as the gentle Red Cross knight did view. 
With 6ery zeal he burnt in courage bold. 
Him to aven^ before his blood were cold ; 
And to the villain said : Thou damned wight 1 
Tlic author of this fact, we here behold. 
What justice can but judge against thee rieht. 
With thine own blood to price his blood, here 
shed in sight. 

What frantic 6t (quoth he) hath thus distaught 
Thee, foolish man, so rash a doom to give i 
W^hat justice ever other judgment taught. 
But he should die, who ments not to live? 
None else to death this man despairing drive 
But his own guilty mind deserving death. 
Is then unjust to each his due to give? 
Or let him die, that loatheth living breath ? 
Or let him die at ease, thatt liveth here uneath ? 

W^ho travels by the weary wand*ring way. 
To come unto his wished home in haste. 
And meets a flood that doth his passage stay. 
Is not great grace to help him over-past. 
Or free his teet, that in the mire stick fast ? 
Most envious man ! that grieves at neighbour's 

good : 
And fond, that joyest in the woe thou hast ; 
Why wilt not let him pass, that long hath 

stood 
Upon the bank, yet wilt thyself not pass the 

flood? 

He there does now enjoy eternal rest. 

And happy ease, which thou dost want and 

crave. 
And further from it daily wanderest : 
What if some little pain the passage have. 
That makes frail flesh to fear the bitter wave ? 
Is not short \mn well borne, that brings long 

ease. 
And lays the soul to sleep in quiet grave ? 
Steep after toil, port after stormy seas. 
Ease after war, death after life, does greatly 

please. 

The knight much wonder'd at his sudden wit. 
And said: The term of life is limited. 



Ne may a man prolong or shorten it : 
The soldier may not move from watchful sted. 
Nor leave his stand until his captain bed. 
Who life did limit by almighty doom 
(Quoth he) knows best the terms establiakied : 
And he that 'points the centinel in hb room. 
Doth licence nim depart at sound of morning 
droom. 

Is not his deed, whatever thing is done. 
In heaven and earth ? Did not he all create 
To die again ? All ends that was begun ; 
Their times in his eternal book of fiite 
Are written sure, and have their certain datc^ 
Who then can strive with strong necesnty. 
That holds the world in his still cbangiiig 

state. 
Or shun the death ordain*d by destiny? 
When hour of death is oome, lei none mk 

whence, nor why. 

The longer life, I wote the greater aio. 

The greater sin, the greater punishment ; 

All tnose great battles which thou boasts Ic 

win. 
Thro* strife, and bloodshed, and avengeiiieai;^ 
Now prais*d, hereafter dear thou shalt repent. 
For life must life, and blood must blood repa^ 
Is not enough thy evil life foreapent? 
For he that once hatH missed the rigjit way» 
The further he doth go, the further he dM 

stray. 

Then do no further go, no further stray. 
But here lie down, and to thy rest betaie, 
Th* ill to prevent, that life ensuen may : 
For what hath life, that may it loved voMkt^^ 
And gives not rather cause it to forsake? 
Fear, sickness, age, loss, bbour, sorrow, stni^ 
Pain, hunger, cold, that makes the hetit t9 

quake ; 
And ever fickle fortune raseth rife. 
And which, and thousands more, do make t 

loathsome life. 



Thou, wretched man, of death hath 

need. 

If in true balance thou wilt weigh thv slate; 
For never knight that dared warlike oeed 
More luckless disadventures did amale : 
Witness the dungeon deen, wherein of kte 
Th'y life shut up, for deatn so oh did calls 
And tho* good luck prolong^ hath thy date. 
Yet death then would the like mishaps fbiei 

stall, [&a 

Into the which hereafter thou maysl hi^pci 

Why then dost thou, O man of sin, desire 
To draw thy days forth to their last degree? 
Is not the measure of thy sinful hire 
High heaped up with huge iniquity. 
Against the day of wrath, to burden thee ? 
Is not enough, that to this lady mild 
Thou fiilsed hast thy face with perjury. 
And sold thyself to serve Duessa vile, rfiFd 
With whom in all abuse thou hast thyself dt 

Is not he iust that all this doth behold 
From highest heaven, and bears an equal eye 
Shall he thy sins up in his knowledge fokl« 
And guil^be of tbiot impiety i 
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Is DOC his law. Let eveiy tinner die ? 
Die shall all flesh ? What then must needs be 
Is it not better u> do willioglv, [done. 

Than linger till the glass be all out-run? [son. 
Death is the end of woes. Die soon, O Fairy*s 

Tlie knight was much enmoved with this 
speech, [pierce. 

Hot as a swonTs point through his heart did 
And b his conscience made a secret breach, 
Wdl knowing true all that he did rehearse. 
And to hb froh remembrance did reverse 
HieiidyTiew of hu deformed crimes. 
Tint atlhis manly pow*rs it did disperse, 
Ai be were charmed with inchaunted rhimes, 
IW oftentimes he quak*d, and fainted often- 
times. 

Ib which amaxement when the miscreant 
Buicired him to warer weak and frail. 
With trembling honor did his conscience uant, 
Asd heDiih angoish did his soul assail : 
To drive him to despair and quite to quail, 
fleshew'd him painted in a table plain, 
Ik damned shosta, that do in torments wail, 
^ thomanotieDds that do them endless pain, 
■Rth file and brimstone, which for ever shall 



7W si^t thereof so throughlv him dismay *d. 
Tint Douriit bnt death before nis eyes he saw, 
Aad evcr^biiming wrath before him laid, 
JBt^ ri^Meottsaentence of th* Almighty*s law : 
^lieQ 'gan the villain him to over-craw, 
Ajad bioaglit imto him swords, ropes, poison. 

And all that might him to perdition draw ; 
And bade him choose what death he would 
desire: [God's ire. 

cor death was doe to him that had provok*d 

Bm when u none of them he saw him take. 

He to him rausht a dasger sharp and keen, 

had g^iv« it in nis hand; his hand did quake. 

And tremble like a leaf of aspin green, 

Aad troubled blood thro* his pale face was seen 

To come and gc> ; with tidings from the heart. 

As it a nuining messenger hsud been ; 

At last fCMhr'cr io work his final smart. 

He lifted up hb hand, that back again did start. 

Which wben as Una saw, through every vein 
IVe cmdkd cold ran to her well of life. 
As in a sv^ooq : but soon reliev'd again, 
CXit of hia Itand she sDatch*d the cursed knife. 
And threw it to the ground, enraged rife. 




With that fiie-niouthed dragon, horrible and 
bright? 

Cooae, come away, frail, silly, fleshv wight, 
Ne let vain words bewitch thy manly heart, 
Ne devilish thoughts dismay thy coiutant 

spright : 
In beavcolv mereies hast thou not a part ? 
Why shottKist thou then despair, that chosen 

aft? 
justice grows, there grows eke greater 



The which doth quench the brond of hellish 

smart. 
And that accurnM hand-writing doth deface : 
Arise, sir knight, arise, and leave diis cuiaed 

place. 

So Op he rose, and thence amounted streight ; 
Which when the earl beheld, and saw his guest 
Would safe depart, for all his subtle sleight. 
He chose an halter from amon^ the rest. 
And with it hune himself, unbid, unblest. 
But death ha could not work himself therebj^j 
For thousand times he so himself had drest'a> 
Yet natheless it could not do him die. 
Till he should die his last, diat is eternally. 

FAIRFAX'S TASSO. 

§121. Description <if the Vision conjured t^ 

by Alecto, 

A MURDBR*D body huge beside him stood. 

Of head and rieht-hand both but lately spoifd ; 

The left hand bore the head, whose visage 

good 
Bolh pale and wan, with dust and gore defil'd. 
Yet spake, tho* dead ; with those ssS words the 

blood 
Forth at his lips in huge abundance boird-^ 
Fly, Argillan, from this false camp fly far. 
Whose guide a traitor, captains murd*ren 
are. 



§ 1 2f . Image of Armida and Attendants, 
raged at uinaldos hewing down the Myrtle 
toidissolve the Charm. 

He* lift his brand; nor car*d, though oli 
she pray*d. 
And she her fonn to other shape did change ; 
Such monsters huge, when men in dreams are 

laid. 
Oft in their idle fancies roam and range : 
Her bodv swelPd, her t'nce obscure was made ; 
Vanish*d her garments rich, and vestures 
strange ; 
A giantess before him high she stailds, 
Arni'd, like Briareus, with an hundred 
hands: 

With fifty swords, and fifty targets bright. 
She thieaten'd death, she roar*d, she cned, an^ 

fought : 
Each other nymph, in armour likewise dight, 
A Cyclops great became; he fear*d them 

nought. 
But on the myrtle smote with all his might. 
Which groan d, like living souls to death nisK 

brought ; [hoi. 

The sky seem*d Pluto*s court, the air seem*d 

Therein such monsters roar, such spirits yelU 

Lightened the heaven above, the earth below 
Roared aloud : that thunder d, and this shook 1 
Bluster*d the tempests strong : the whirl-winds 

blow : 
The bitter storm drove hail-stones in his look : 

* Rinaldo. 
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Botyet his ann grew neither weak nor slow. 
Till low to earth the wounded tree down 
bended: 

Nor of that fury heed or care he took. 
Then fled the spirits all, the charms all ended. 

f 183. Description qfArmida*$ wonderful 

Parrot. 

With party-colourM plumes, and 'purple 
bill, 
A wondrous bird among the rest there (lew. 
That in plain speech sung love-lays loud and 

shrill ; 
Here Leden was like human language true ; 
So much she talked, and with such wit and skill. 
That strange it seemed how much good she 
knew: 
Her feather'd fellows all stood hush to hear; 
Dumb was the wind, the waters silent were. 

The gentle budding rose, quoth she, behold. 
That first scant peeping forth with virgin 

beams, * 
Half OBC, half shut, her beauties doth unfold 
In itsjair leaves, and, less seen, fairer seems. 
And after spreads them forth more broad and 

bold. 
Then languisheth, and dies in last extremes ; 
Nor seems the same that decked bedandbow*r 
Of many a lady late and paramour. 

So in the passing of a day, doth pass 
The bud and blossom of the life of man. 
Nor e*er doth flourish more; but, like the 

grass 
Cut down, beoometh wither d, fKile, and wan : 
Oh, gather then the rose, while time thou hast I 
Short is the day, done when it scant began ; 

Grather the rose of Love, while yet thou 
mayst. 

Loving be lov*d, embracing be embrac*d. 

She ceas*d ; and, as approving all she spoke. 
The choir of birds their heavenly tune renew ; 
The turtles sigh*d, and sighs with kisses broke; 
The fowls to shades unseed by pairs withdrew : 
It seem*d, the laurel chaste, and stubbQrn oak. 
And all the eentle trees on earth that grfew, 
It setfn*d 3ie land, the sea, and heaven above. 
All breath*d out fancy sweet, and sigh*d out 
love. 

GLOVER'S LEONIDAS. 

§ 124. Leomda$*s Address tokis Countrymen, 

» * * Hb alone 

Remains unshaken. Rising he displays 
His godlike presence. Dismity and grace 
AAom his frame, and manly beauty, join*d 
With strength Herculean. On his aspect shines 
Sublimest virtue, and desire of fame. 
Where justice gives the laurel ; in his eye 
The inextinguishable spark, which (ires 
The souls ofpatriots; while his brow supports 
Undaunted valor, and contempt of death. 
Serene he rose, and thus address*d the throng : 

Why this astonishment on every fece. 
Ye men of Sparta? Does the name of death 
Create this fear and wonder? Omj friends I 



Why do we labor through the arduous paths 
Which lead to virtue } Fruitless were the loil^ 
Above the reach of human feet were plac*d 
The distant summit, if the fear of death 
Could intercept our passage. But in vain 
His blackest frowns and terrors he assumes 
To shake the firmness of the mind, 

knows 
That, wanting virtue, life is pain and 
That, wanting liberty, e*en virtue mourns. 
And looks around for happiness in vain. 
Then speak, O Sparta, and demand my life}- 
My heart exulting, answers to thy call. 
And smiles on glorious fate. To live with fiont 
The gods allow to many ! but to die 
With eoual lustre, is a blessing Heaven 
Selects from all the choicest boons of hvt. 
And with a sparing hand on few bestows* 



§ 125. Leomdass Answer to the Persum 

Ambassador, 

Return to Xerxes ; tell him on thb rock 
The Grecians, faithful to their post, await 
His chosen niyriads; tell him, thou hast 
How far the lust of empire is below 
A free-born mind : and tell him, to bdnM 
A tyrant humbled, and by virtuous death 
To seal my country's freedom, is a good 
Surpassing all his boasted pow*r can give. 



§ 1S6. Pathetic Farewell of Leonidms to Iti 
Wife and Family. 

I SEE, I feel thy anguish, nor my soul 
Has ever known the prevalence of lore, 
E*er prov*d a fathers fondness, as thb hoorj 
Nor, when most ardent to assert my lame. 
Was once my heart insensiUe to tnee. 
How had it stainM the honors of my Dane 
To hesitate a moment, and suspend 
My country's fate, till shameful life prefcn^d 
By my inglorious colleague left no choice, • 
But what in me were infamy to shun. 
Not virtue to accept ! Then deem no more 
That, of my love regardless, or thy tears, 
I haste uncaird to oeath. The voice of fiMi^ 
The gods, my fame, my country, bid me bleed 

thou dear mourner ! wherefore streams afrcd 
That flood of woe ? Why heaves with sif^ 

renewed 
That tender breast? Leonidas must &11. 
Alas ! far heavier misery impends 
0*er thee and these, if soften 'd by thy tean 

1 shamefully refuse to yield that oreath. 
Which justice, glory, liberty, and Heaven 
Claim for my country, for my sons, and Um^ 
Think on my long unalter'd love. Rcfleci 
On my paternal fondness. Has my hesrt 
£*er known a pause of love, er pious cmre ? 
Now shall that care, that tenderness, be pfW 
Most warm and faithful. When thy hoalMi 

dies 
For Lacedsemon*s safety, thou wilt share, 
ThOu and thy children, the diffusive good. 
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Sboold I, thiu tingled from the rest of mea ; 
Uaae iatrutted by th' immocul gods 
Willi pow'r 10 M<re a |>«)plc ; (lioulU my Nul 
DcKTt ihal Mcml ctiasc, ilicc too L yield 
Tounow and to tliame ; for ihou must weep 
With LictdicmoK, must with her ioaxu'ia 
Hj painful portiou of uppmtiua'e weight. 
Di; aont licnold now ij'urthy of their nsmes, 
Aad S[.>iun birth. Their growing bloooi 

Li ibame Mid bondage, and iheii youth ful hearti 
Bal at (he (ound of liberty no more. 
On tbof own virtue and itieit father'i fame 
Wlm be the Spartan freedom hath conlinn'd, 
Beiire the world illu«lriot» shall tliey ri^, 
llxircotiiitn'i bulwark and tbcir mother'a joy. 
Here (Mu*d the patriot. With religion! awe 
Gnefh^rd the voice of t'irtue. No complaint 
Tbe MlctDii fitenoc broLc. Tears ceai'd to 

Bow: 
Cat'i for a mameiit ; *aon tigain to tticam. 
for DOW in una before the palace rang'd. 
Hit bnre oompaniotu of the war demand 
Tteix kadcr'i preaeace j iben her griefs re- 

Too B«i foe titt'raoce, intercept her >ighs. 
And tecteeaeh accent on her falt'riiig tongue, 
la ^ewhlcu anguish on the hero's breast 
She anils. On ev't; side h'u children press, 
Huig on bis knees, and kiis his bonor'd band, 
finioul tto longer sliuggles lo contioe 
lu KKiiuE cocDpanclion. Down the hero's 

D^i» Bvn the manly sorrow. Great in woe. 
Ami ha» chJldren, who enclose him round, 
WMandi indulging leDderncM and love 
b mtatal (can. when tbui, with lifted cyc:s, 
AMrcaa'd to Heaven ; Thou ever-living Pow'r, 
hrtkiown propitious, sire of gods auJ men! 
lad lo this raithful woman, whose desert 
Hiv claim thy (avor, grant the hours of peace. 
AoJ ihou, ray great forefather, son of Jove, 
Hetculo. n^ect not ihue thy race ! 
Bat Kocc thai uiiril I from thee derive. 
Now hears me from them to resistless fate. 
Da ihou si(|>(iorl iheir virtue I Be ibey taught, 
Ukt thee, with glorious labor lilo to grace. 
And tnm ibcir tdiher lei them learu to die! 



I ttT- Ci»aeieri ofTeribaius and Ariana. 

Axao the ran of Persia was a youth 
H^'4 Toibaaui, uol fur golden iloirs, 
Kai fat wide paatum travers'd o'er with herds, 
Wiih yeadag thousoiids, or with bounding 

Httja tot pow'r, nor splendid honors fjui'd. 
KA WW tui mind in ev'ry art divine. 
Aorftlitaiigh thT plhiot science had he walk'd 
Ac *DUrr of witdoin. In the yean 
Vbn iBMudowu iiive:iU the ruddy cheek. 
Be with the Uagi turn d the hallow 'd page 
Of ZavoMacr ; then his low' ting soul 
K^ on the plumes of lontcmplalion wat'd. 
Ami tnm iht lofly Babylonian fane 



With Icarn'd Chaldeans 

sphere. 

There nomber'd o'er the viviJ fires that glcai 
Upon the durky bosom of the night. 
Nor on ihc sands of Ganges were unheard 
The Indian sages from lequestPr'd Ixiw'rj, 
While, a> atienlion wondet'd, ibey di(cl'>s'd 
The pow'rs of nature ; whether in the woodlk | 
The fruitful globe or flow'r, or healing plan^ 
The limpid waten, or the ambient air, ■ 

Or in llie purer element of fire. 
The fertile plains where great Sesostris reint'd* 1 
Mysterious EgypI, next llie youth sut^'ey'd, 
From Elephantis, where impetuoua Nile 
Precipilales his waters to ihe sea, i 

Which far belowieccivealhe sevenfold streanii ^ 
Theifcc o'er th' Ionic coast he stniy'd : 






ir il beard 
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Miletus by, which nncc 
The tongue ofThales; nor friciit 
Where wisdom dwell with Bias^ 
OrPiitaciK, along ihe Lesbian sh( 
Here too melodious numbers charm'd his callk I 
Which flow'd ficni Orpheus, and Musxus Mf I 
And thee, O father of immortal verse, 
Mxonides, whose strains through every age 
1". — ...;,), [jjj m^„ eternal Ups shall su^. 
his native Susa then be turo'd 
d'rincsteps. His merit soon was tlcar 
To Hyper.inthes, generous and good ; 
And Ariana, from Darius sprung I 

With HyperanthcE, of ih' imperial race 1 

Which rul'd th' extent of Asia, in disdain 
Of all her greatness, oft an humble ear 
To hini would bend, and listen to his voice- 
Her charms, her mind, her virtue he expltw'd 
Admiring. Soon was admiration chan^^'d 
To love, not lov'd he sooner than dopair'd. 
But unrcveai'd and silent was his pain ; 
Nor yet in soliuty ihadet he roam'd. 
Nor shunn'd resorl i but o'er his sorrows caal 
A licklv dawn of gladness, and in smiles 
Conceal'd his anguish ; while ihe lecrel flama 
Rag'd in his bosom, and his peace consum'd. 



I» sable pomp, with ail her starry inln. 
The night resum'd her throne. Recall'd front 

Her long protracted labors Greece forp;ls, 
Uissolv'd in silent dumber ; all hut those. 
Who watch'd th' uncertain perils of the rlark. 
An hundred warriors; Agis was their chief 
High on the wall intent Ihc hero sal. 
As o'er the surface of the traoqull main 
Along its undulating breasi the wind 
The various din of Asia's host convej'd. 
In one deep murmur swelling in his ear: 
When, by tlic sound of fbotsteps down iha 

Alarm'd, he calls aloud ; What feet are those. 

Which bear the echoing pavement of ttw rock t 

With speed reulv, nor icmpt yuur instani fate. 

Hesftid: am) ihu* retumd a vokc tutknowni 
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Not with the feet of enemies we come. 
But crave admittance with a friendly tongue. 
The Spartan answers : Thro' the midnight 

shade [broad ? 

What purpose draws your wand*rinff steps a- 

To whom the stranger. We are friends to 

Greece, 
And to the presence of the Spartan king 
Admission we implore. The cautious chief 
Of Laccdaemon hesitates again : 
When thus, with accents musically sweet, 
A tender voice his wond*ring ear allur*d : 
O gen*rous Grecian, listen to the pray'r 
Of one distTess*d ! whom grief alone hath led 
In this dark hour to these victorious tents, 
A wretched woman, innocent of fraud. 

The Greek descendius thro* th' unfolded gates 
Upheld a flaming brand. One 6rst appear*d 
In servile garb attir*d ; but near his side 
A woman graceful and majestic stood ; 
Not with an aspect rivalling the pow'r 
Of fatal Helen, or the wanton charais 
Of iove*s soft oueen ; but such as (ar exeelKd 
Whate*er the lily blending with the rose 
Pdnts on tlie cheek of beauty, soon to Me; 
Such as eKpress*d a mind which wisdom rul'd. 
And sweetness temper*d, virtue's purest light 
Illumininff the countenance divine ; 
'Yet ooukT not soothe remorseless fate, nor 

teach 
Malignant fortune to revere the good ; 
Which oft with anguish rends the spotless 

heart. 
And oft associates wisdom with despair. 
In courteous phrase began the chief humane : 
Exalted fair, who thus adom*st the night. 
Forbear to blame the vigilance of war. 
And to the laws of ri^dMars impute 
That I thus long unwilling have aelay*d 
Before the great Leonidas to place 
This your apparent dignity and worth. 

He spake ; and gently to the lofty tent 
Of Sparta's king the lovely stranser guides. 
At A^s* summons, with a mantle broad 
His mighty limbs Leonidas infolds. 
And quits nis couch. In wonder he surveys 
Th* illustrious virgin, whom his presence 

aw d : 
Her eye submissive to the cround inclin*d 
With veneration of the goo-like man. 
But soon his voice her anxious dread dis- 

pdlM, 
Benevolent and hospitable thus : 

Thy form alone, thus amiable and great»' 
Thy mind delineates, and from all commands 
Supreme regard. Relate, thou noble dame. 
By what relentless destiny compell'd, 
Tny tender feet the |iaths of darkness tread : 
Renearse th* afflictions whence thy \irtoe 

mourns. 
On her wan dieek a sudden blush arose. 
Like day's first dawn upon the twilight pale. 
And, wrapt in grief, these words a passage 

brcwe: 
If to be most unhappy, and to know 
That hope is irrecoverably fled ; 
If to be greit and wretched, may deieiye 



I Commiseration from the good, behold. 
Thou glorious leader of un<^nqiier*d bands. 
Behold, descended from Darius loins, 
Th* afflicted Ariana ; and my pray'r 
Accept with pity, nor my tears disdain 1 
First, that I lov d the best of human race. 
By nature's hand with ev'ry virtue form*d. 
Heroic, wise, adom'd with ev*ry art. 
Of shame unconscious does my heart reveal. 
This day in Grecian arms conspicuous clad 
He fought, he fell ! A passion long conceafd 
For me, alas ! within my brother's arms 
His dying breath resigning, he disclos'd. 
——Oh I will stay mv sorrows 1— -will forbid 
My eyes to stream bemre thee, and my heart. 
Thus full of anguish, will from sighs restrain! 
For why should thy humanity be griev'd 
With my distress, and learn from me to moorD 
The lot of nature, doom*d to care and pain! 
Hear then, O kin^, and grant my sole request, 
To seek his body m the neaps of sbin. 

Thus to the spartan stxd the regal maid. 
Resembling Ceres in majestic woe. 
When supplicant at Jove's resplendent thrant. 
From dnarj Pluto, and th* infernal gjooro. 
Her lov'd and lost Proserpina she sought. 
Fix'd on the weeping queen with ttead&t 

eyes, 
Laconia s chief these tender thoughts recall'd ; 

Such are thy sorrows, O for ever dcwr i 
Who now at Lacedaemon doat defJcNe 
My everlasting absence !— -then indin'd 
His head, andsigh'd ; nor yet forgqn to charge 
His friend, the ^tle Agis, through the stratli 
The Persian pnncess to attend and aid. 
With careful steps they seek her lover's cone. 
llie Greeks remembler'd, where by fiite ie» 

' press*d 
His arm first ceas'd to mow their kgions down: 
And from beneath a mass of Persian than 
Soon drew the hero, by his armor known. 
To Agis' high pavilion they resort. 
Now, Ariana, what transcending pangs 
Thy .soul involv'dl what horror daap'd dij 

heart! 
But love grew mightiest ; and her b e m tawi 

limbs 
On the cold breast of Teribacus, threw 
The grief-distracted maid. The clotted gpnt 
Deformed her snowy bosom. O'er his woiukI 
Loose flow'd her hair, and bubbling from he 

eyes 
Impetuous sorrow lav'd the purple clay. 
When forth in groans her lamentatioiis brake 

O torn for ever from my weeping eyes ! 
Thou, who despairing to obtain her heart. 
Who then most lov'd thee, didst untioMl 

yield 
Thy life to fate's inevitable dart 
For her who now in agony unfolds 
Her tender bosom, and repeats her vows 
To thy deaf ear, who fondly to her own 
Now clasps thy breast insensible Bxnd cold. 
Alas I do those unmoving ghastly orbs 
Perceive my gushing anguish f Does tin 

heart. 
Which death's inanimating hand hath chilfd 
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SImr in my uiff'ringj, aod return 

— — O bitler unwmi<Hin(able tliilmsi 

Lo! on ihy breait ii ArJatia bow'd, 

Htnp o'ci ihj face, unitei her check lo ihine. 

Not now to luten wiih rnctunted ears 

Tn thy peranative eloquence, no more 

Chuin'cl with the wisdom of ihy copious 

Sherould no more; invincible dnp;iir 
SuMKs'd her ult'tance. As a iiinrbic forni 
F«d on llie solemn sepulchre, unnmv'd, 
l/«l same (lead hero, whom his country ior'd, 
Bmdidflwn the bead with imitated woe; 
Sapnu'd ihe princetso'cr ibe breath leu clay, 
Iniinc*d in MMron. On the dreary wound. 
When INthyrauibiu*! word was dee pest plung'd, 
Mule for s tpace and motionless she gaz'd ; 
Tittt with a look unching'd, nor trembling 

[hnt fnrtli a poniard, with her garment veil'd, 
And. iliea thing in her heart th' abhorred sleel, 



h bcr slain li 



silent sinks in death. 
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} Itg. Thr Hillary 

IsRimta'i frozen clime, some ages since, 
Tbere dwelt, historians lay, a worlhy prince, 
WliD to his peo|ile'» aood confin'd hia care. 
And fix'd ihe basis of his empire there ; 
Ealirg'd their trade, the liberal aru im- 

Uide nations happy and himself belov'd ; 
To all Ihe neiebbouring states a terror grown. 
The dear dcli^ni and glory of his own. 
Km like thoe kings who vainly seek renown 
Fna eountricn ruin'd. and from battles won ; 
TboiB miglity Nimtotis, who mean laws de- 
Call laonleT but a prlni^ly exercise ; 
And if one bloodtess sun should steal anay, 
Cn out with Titus they have lost a day. 
^Do to be more tbaj) men, themselves de- 

b«K 

BcBcalh the brule, their Maker's form deface, 
Raiau ibeir titles by their God's disgrace. 
lAv atas to bold Erostralus we give. 
Who tc«ni'd by less than sacrilege to live ; 
Ckboiy ruins rais'd a lasting name. 
Aid ia the temple's fire diSus'd hjs sbarae. 
Tai ^fiercut praises and a brighter fame, 
Thtnrtiie* of the young Porsenna claim ; 
{"cr by that lunie the Russian king was known. 
And luit a ni^ler nc'ei adom'd a throne : 
In wii he Loew the dcalhful sword lo ivieid. 



Ht wrm'd as he were made for peace alone ; 
TVn was ihi- eolden age again rcslor'd, 
Kn 1st hit justice honot'iTtlian his sword. 
All needlcM pomp, and outward grandeur 

IVdeedtiliai grac'd him were his only guard. 
•j«[ilitat(! views beneath a borrow 'd name, 
nil and the public interest were the same, 
w oohh «iid pleasure lei the subject live, 
^ linuc it tlie king's prerogative. 



Porsenna there without n rival alood. 
And would maintain his right of doing good. 
Nor did his person less aitraciion wear, 
Such majesty and sweetness mingled there; 
Heaven with uncommon art the clay refitl'cl, 
A proper mansion for so fair a tninJ; 
Each look, each action, bore prculinr grace. 
And love itself was palmed on his fiice. 
In peaceful time he sufTer'd not his mind 
To rust in sloth, tho' much to peace inclin'd; 
Ncir wanton in llie lap of pleasure lay, 
And lost 10 glory loiler'd life away ; 
But aclive rising ere the prime ofday. 
Thro' woods and lonely deserts lov'd to strayi 
With hounds and horns 10 wake the funous 

Or rouse the tawny lion from his lair ; 
To tid the forest of the savage brood. 
And whet hi)( courage for his country's good. 
One day, as he piirsu'd the dangerous sport, 
Aiteiided by the nobles of his court. 
It chanc'd a beast of more than common speed 
Sprang from the brake, and thro' the forest fled. 
The ardent prince impetuous as the wind 
Rush'd on, and left his tagging train behind : 
Fir'd with the chace, and lull of youthful 
blood, [rode. 

O'er plains and vales, and woodland wilds he 
Urgiughis courser'sspeed, nor thought the day 
Now wasted, nor how intricate the way ; 
Nor till the night in dusky clouds came on, 
Kettrain'd his pace, or found himself alone. 
Missing his train, he strove lo measure back, 
The road he came, but could not find the 

track ; 
Slill lumine lo the place he lefl before. 
And only lab'ring to be lost the more. 
The bugle-horn, which o'er his shoulders hung. 
So loud he winded, that the furest rang ; 
1 vain, no voice but echo from the ground, 
nd vocal woods made niock'ry of the sound.- 
And now the gath'ring clouds bcgaa la 

O'er the dun face of night a deeper shade. 
And the hoarse thunder growling from afar, 
A\'ilh herald voice proclami'd th approaching 



A hollo* 

Sudden the full-fraughi sky dischurg'd its star« 
and rattling hall a mingled shower ; 
ive liEhtniog ran along the ground. 
The tiery bolts by nts were hurl'd around. 
And the wide fortsls ucmbled at the sound, 
zement sciz'd ihe prince, where could hff 
flv. 



Ueneaih the scanly covert of the wood : 
6ul drove from hence, soon sallied fottn again 
.\s chance directed on the dreary plain ; 
Conslrain'd his mclanchtdy way to take 
Thro' many a loathsome bog, and ihornv brake, 
Caught in the thicket. Bound' ring in me lake. 
Wet with the slorm, and weaned with the 



i 



By hunger pinch'd, hitnsc 



1 ring in me iinc, ^^ 
weaned with the ^^^1 

o beasts » prey ) ^^^^ 
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Nor wine to cheer his hearty nor fire to bum. 
Nor place to rest, nor prospect to return ; 
Drooping and spiritless, at life's despair. 
He bade it pass, not worth his farther care ; 
When suddenly be spied a distant light. 
That faintly twinkled thro* the eloom of night. 
And his heart leapt for joy, and olessM the wel- 
come sight. 
Oft times he doubted, it appear*d so far. 
And hung so high, 'twas nothing but a star. 
Or kindling vapor wand'rinjg through the sky ; 
But still press a on his steecf still kept it in his 

eye; 
Till much fatigue and man^ dangers past. 
At a huge mountain he amv'd at last. 
There lighting from his horse, on hands and 

knees 
Grop*d out the darksome road by slow degrees. 
Crawling or clamb*ring o*er the rugged way. 
The thunder rolls above, the flames around nim 

play. 
Joyful at length he gain*d the steepy height. 
And found the rift whence sprang the friendly 

And here he stopped to rest his wearied feet. 
And weigh the perils he had still to meet ; 
Unsheatn d his trusty sword, and dealt his eyes 
With caution round him, to prevent surprise; 
Then summon'd all the forces of his mind. 
And entering boldly cast his fears behind : 
Resolv'd to push his way, whate'er withstood. 
Or bravely perish as a monarch should. 

While ne the wonders of the place survey'd. 
And through the various cells at random stray *d. 
In a dark corner of the cave he view'd 
Somewhat that in the shape of woman stood ; 
But more deform*d, than dreams can represent 
The midnight hag, or poefs fancy paint 
The Lapland witch, wncn she her broom be- 
strides. 
And scatters storms and tempests as she rides. 
She look'd as nature made her to disgrace 
Her kind, and cast a blot on all the race ; 
Her shrivcFd skin with yellow spots besmear*d 
Like mouldy records seem'd, ner eyes were 

blear d ; 
Her feeble limbs with age and palsy shook. 
Bent was her body, haggard was her look. ' 
From the dark nook outcrept the filthy crone. 
And propt upon her crutch, came tott ring on. 
The prince in civil guise approached the 
dame. 
Told her his [)iteous case, and whence he came. 
And till Aurora should the shades expel, 
Implor'd a lodging in her friendly cell. 
Mortal, whoe'er tnou art, the fiend began. 
And as she spake a deadly horror ran 
Thro* all his frame ; his cheeks the blood for- 
sook, 
Chatter*d his teeth, his knees together shook : 
Whoe'er thou art, that with presumption rude 
Dar'st on our sacred privacy intrude. 
And without licence in our court appear. 
Know, thou'rt the first that everenter'd here. 
hxii since thou plcad'st excuse, thou'rt hither 

brought 
More by thy fortune tlion thy own default ; 



Thy crime, tho* great, an tBsf pardon finds. 

For mercy ever dwnlls in royal minds. 

And would you learn from whose indulge 

hand 
You live, and in whose awful presence stanc 
Know farther, thro' yon wide extended plain 
Great Eolus, the king of tempests, reigns. 
And in this lofty palace makes abode. 
Well suited to his state, and worthy of the god 
The various elements his empire own. 
And pay their humble homase at his throne 
And nither all the storms and clouds resort. 
Proud to increase the splendor of his court. 
His queen am I, from whom the beauteous r» 
Of Winds arose, sweet fruii of our embrace ! 
She scarce had ended, when with wild upioa 
And horrid din, her sons impetuous poor 
Around the cave ; came rushing^ in amain, 
Lybs, Eurus, Boreas, all the boist'rous train 
And close behind them on a whirlwind rode 
In clouded majesty the blust'ring sod. 
'J heir locks a thousand ways were blown aboQ 
Their cheeks, like full-blown bladders, stmtti 

out ; fdoD 

Their boasting talk was of the feats tn* ha 
Of trees uprooted, and of towns o'erthrown; 
And when they kindly tum'd them to accost 
The prince, they almost pierc*d him with the 

frost. 
The gaping hag in fix'd attention stood. 
And at the close of every tale cried— Good ! 
Blessing, with outstretch'd arms, each darlL 

son. 
In due proportion to the mischief done. 
And where, says she, does little Zephyr stra 
Know ye, my sons, your brother's route to da 
In what bold deeds does he his hours emplp 
Grant heaven no evil has befall'n my boy ; 
Ne'er was he known to linger thus before. 
Scarce had she spoke, when at the cavern doc 
Came lightly tripping, in a form more foir 
Than the young poet s fond ideas are. 
When, fird with love, ha tries his utmost ar 
To paint the beauteous tyrant of his heart. 
A satin vest his slender snape confin'd, 
Embroider'd o'er with flowers of every kind, 
Flora's own work, when first ^e godde 

strove 
To win the little wanderer to her love. 
Of burnishM silver were his sandals made. 
Silver his buskins, and with gems o'erlaid ; 
A saiiron-color'd robe behind him flow'd. 
And added grace and grandeur as he trod. 
His wings than lilies whiter to behold. 
Sprinkled with azure spots, and streak'd wi 

So thin their form, and of so light a kind. 
That they for ever danc'd, and flutter*d in t 

wind. 
Aronnd his temples, with becoming air. 
In wanton ringlets curl'd his auburn hair. 
And o'er his shoulders negligently spread, 
A wreath of fragrant roses crown d nis head. 
Such his attire, but O ! no pen can trace. 
No words can show the beauties of his fiioe ; 
So kind ! so winning! so divinely (air. 
Eternal youth and pleasure flourish there } 
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There all the little lores and graces meet. 
And eveiy thing that's soft, and eyeiy thing 
that's sweet. 
Thoaragranty cried the dame, in angry tone. 
Where couldst thou loiter thus, so long alone i 
little thou car*st what anxious thoughts molest, 
^Mut oangs are laboring in a mother's breast; 
Well (X> you show your duty by your haste. 
For thou of all my sons art always last. 
A child leas fondled would have fled more fast. 
Sore 'tis a curse on mothers, doom'd to mourn. 
Where best they love, the least and worst 
return. 
My dear mamma, the gentle youth repl/d. 
And nude a low obeisance, cease to chioe ; 
Nor wound me with your words, for well you 

know 
Your Zephyr hears a prt in all your woe. 
How great must be his sorrow then to learn 
Hiat he himself 's the cause of your concern ! 
Nor had I loiter'd thus, had I been free. 
But die lair Princess of Felicity 
Entieated me to make some short delay, 
Andask'd bv her, could I refuse to stay? 
S a rrounded by the damsels of her court. 
She sought the shady grove, her lov'd resort ; 
frah rose the grass, the flowers were mix'd 

between 
like rich embroidery on a sround of green ; 
^ad in the midst, protected by the shade, 
A, crvttal stream in wild meanders play*d ; 
y^wt in its banks, the trembling leaves 

among, 
A dioanind little birds in concert sung : 
CloK by a mount with fragrant shrubs o*er- 

grown. 
On a eoot mossy couch she laid her down ; 
Her air, her posture, all conspir d to please. 
Her bead upon her snowy arm at case 
Heclin'd, a studied carelessness express'd ; 
hnt lay her robe, and naked heav*d her 

breast. 
£afer 1 flew to that deliehtful place, 
AjU poor'd a shower of kisses on her face ; 
Nownorer'd o'er her neck, her breast, her arms, 
like bees o'er flowers, and tasted all their 

charms : 
And then her lips, and then her cheeks I tried. 
And £inn'd, and w^autou'd round on ev'ry 

side. 
Zephyr ! cried the fair, thou charming boy, 
Thjr presence only can create me joy; 
To me thou art bieyond expression dear, 
Nor can 1 quit the place while thou art 

here. 
Kxcoie my weakness, madam, when I swear 
i>uch gentle words, join*d with so soft an air, 
Pranounc'd so sweetly from a mouth to fair. 
Quite ravish'd all my sense, nor did I know 
Ro«r long I stayed, or when, or where to go. 
Meanwhile the damsels, debonair and gay, 
'^'itdcd around, and laugh'd the time away: 
Thne in soft notes address'd the ravish'd ear. 
And warbled out so sweet,* twas heaven to hear ; 
And those in rings, beneath the green-wood 

^ shade, 
1^'d to the melody their fellows made ; 



Some, studious of themselves, employ'd their 



care 



In weaving flowery wreaths to deck their hair; 
While others to some fav'rite plant convey'd 
Refreshing show'rs, and cheer'd its drooping 

head: 
A joy so general spread through all the place. 
Such satisfaction dwelt on every face. 
The nymphs so kind, so lovely look'd the queen. 
That never eye beheld a sweeter scene. 
Porsenna like a statue fix'd appear d. 
And wrapt in silent wonder, gaz d and heard. 
Much he admir'd the speech, the speaker more. 
And dwelt on e^ery word, and griev'd to find it 

o'er. 
O gentle youth, he cried, proceed to tell 
In what fair country does this princess dwell ; 
What regions unexplor'd, what hidden coast. 
Can so much goodness, so much beauty boast? 
To whom the winged god, with p;racious look. 
Numberless sweets dimising while he spoke. 
Thus answcr'd kind : These happy gardens lie 
Far hence remov'd, beneath a milder sky; 
Their name — the Kingdom of Felicity. 
Sweet scenes of endless bliss, enchanted ground, 
A soil for ever sought, but seldom found ; 
Though in the search all human kind in vain 
Weary their wits, and waste their lives in pain; 
In dincrent parties, diflerent paths they tread. 
As reason guides them, or as follies lead ; [see. 
These wrangling for the place they ne'er shall 
Debating those, if such a place there be; 
But not the wisest or the best can say 
Where lies the point, or mark the certain way. 
Some few, by Fortune favor'd, for her s()ort. 
Have sail'd in sight of this delightful port ; 
In thought already seiz'd the bless*d anodes. 
And in their fond delirium rank'd with gods. 
Fruitless attempt ! all avenues are kept 
By dreadful foes, sentry that never slept. 
Here fell Detraction darts her pois'nous breath. 
Fraught with a thousand stings, and scatters 

death ; 
Short-sighted Envy there maintains her post. 
And shakes her flaming brand, and ^stalks 

around the coast ; 
These on the helpless crowd their fury pour. 
Plunge in the waves, or dash against the shore. 
Teach wretched mortals they were doom'd to 

mourn. 
And ne'er must rest but in the silent urn. [bear. 
But say, young monarch ; for what name you 
Your mien, your dress, your person all declare, 
A nd thoucli I seldom fan the frozen north. 
Yet have 1 heard of brave Porsenna's worth ; 
\fy brother Boreas thro' the world has flown. 
Swelling his breath to spread forth your re-* 

nown ; 
Say, would yon choose to visit this retreat. 
And view the world where all these wonders 

meet? 
Wish you some friend o'er the tempestuous sea 
To bear you safe ? behold that friend in me. 
My active wings shall all their force employ. 
And nimbly waft you to the realms of joy j 
As once, to cratify the god of love, 
I bore fair fiyche to the Cyprian grove ; 
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Or as Jove*s bird, descending from on high, 
Snatch'd the young Trojan trembling to the 

skj; 
There perfect bliss thou mayst for ever share, 
'Scap*d from the busy world, and all its care ; 
TThere in the lovely princess thou wilt find 
A mistress ever blooming, ever kind. 
All ecstasy, on air Porsenna trod, 
^ And to his bosom strain*d the little god : 
With grateful sentiments his heart o*erfiow*d. 
And in the warmest words, millions of thanks 

bestow*d. 
When Eolus in surly humor broke 
Their strict embrace, and thus abruptly spoke: 
Enough of compliment, I hate the sport 
Of meanless words : this is no human court ; 
Whde plain and honest are discarded quite. 
For tne more modish title of polite ; 
Where in sod speeches hypocrites impart 
The venomM ills that lurK beneath the heart ; 
In friendship's holy guise their guilt improve, 
^ And kindly Icill with specious snow of love. 
For us— my subjects are not ns*d to wait. 
And waste their hours to hear a mortal prate ; 
They must abroad before the risingj sun. 
And hie *em to the seas : there's mischief to be 

done. 
Excuse my plainness, sir, but business stands. 
And we have storms and shipwrecks on our 

hands. 
He ended frowning, and the noisy rout 
Each to his several cell went passing out ; 
But Zephyr, far more courtebus than the rest. 
To his own bower convey*d the royal guest -, 
There on a bed of roses neatly laid. 
Beneath the fragrance of a myrtle shade. 
His limbs to needful rest the prince applied. 
His sweet companion slumb*nng by his side. 

Book II. 

Ko sooner in her silver chariot rose 
The ruddy Morn, than, sated with repose. 
The prince address*d his host ; the god awoke. 
And leaping from hb couch, thus kindly spoke : 
This early call, my lord, that chides my stay 
Requires mv thaniis, and I with joy ooey; 
Like you I long to reach the blissful coast. 
Hate the slow night, and mourn the naoments 

lost. 
The bright Rosinda, loveliest of the fair 
That crowd the princess* court, demands my 

eare. 
E'en now with fears and jealousies o'erborn. 
Upbraids and call me cruel and forsworn ; 
What sweet rewards on all my toils attend. 
Serving at once my mistress and my friend ! 
Just to mv love and to my dut^ too. 
Well paid in her, well pleas'd in pleasing you. 
This said, he led him to the cavern gate, ^ 
And clasp'd him in his arms, and pois'd his 

weight: 
Then balancing his body here and there, 
Strctch'd forth his agile wings, and launch*d 

in air ; 
Swift as the fiery meteor from on high 
Shoots to its goal, and gleams athwart the sky. 



Here with quick fan his lab'ring pinions play. 
There jglide at ease along the liouid way ^ 
Now lightly skim the plain with even fli^t. 
Now proudly soar above the mountain's height. 
Spiteful Detraction, whose envenom'd hate 
Sports with the suffering of the good and 

great. 
Spares not our prince, but with opprobrious 

sneer 
Arraigns him of the heinous sin of fear i 
That he, so tried in arms, whose very name 
Infus'd a secret panic where it came; 
E'en he, as high above the clouds be flew. 
And spied the mountain less'ning to the view ; 
Nought round him but the wide expanded 

air. 
Helpless, abandoned to a stripling's care ; 
Stmck with the rapid whirl, and dreadful 

height, 
Confess'd some faint alarm, some liude fright. 

The friendly god, who instantly divin*d 
The terrors diat possess'd his fellow's mind. 
To calm his troubled thoughts, and cheat the 

way, 
DescriVd the nations that beneath them lay ; 
The name, the climate, and the soil's increase, 
Their arms in war, their government in peace ; 
Show'd their domestic arts, their foreign trade. 
What int'rest they pursu'd, what leagues they 

made. 
The sweet discourse so charm'd Ponenna'sear, 
That, lost in joy, he had no time for fear. 
From Scandinavia's cold inclement waste. 
O'er wide Germania's various realms they 

past ; 
And now on Albion's fields suspend their toil, 
And hover for a while, and bless the soil. 
O'er the gay scene the prince deliehted hung. 
And gaz'd in rapture, and foraot his tongue ; 
Till bursting forth at length, &hold, cried be. 
The promis^ isle, the land I lon^d to see ; 
Those plains, those vales, and fruitful hills de- 
clare 
My queen, my charmer mutt inhabit there. 
Thus rav'd the monarch, and the gentle gtdde« 
Pleas'd with his error, thus in smiles replied : 
I must applaud, my lord, the lucky thoo^t. 
E'en I, wno know th' original, am caught. 
And doubt my senses, when I view thedrangiht 
The slow-ascending hill, the loffy wood 
That mantles o'er its hrow ; the silver floods 
Wand'ring in mazes through the flow'ry mead ; 
The herd Uiat in the plenteous pastures feed ; 
And every object, every scene excites 
Fresh wonder in my soul, and fiUs with nen 

delights : 
Dwells cheerful Plenty ^lere, and learned Ease 
And art with nature seems at strife to please. 
There Liberty, delightful goddess, reignt. 
Gladdens each heart, and gilds the fertih 

plains ; 
There nrmly seated may she ever smile. 
And show'r her blessings o'er her fav'rite isle. 
But see, the rising sun reproves our stay. 
He said, and to the ocean wing'd his way ; 
Stretchinghis course to climates then unkiKnvnj 
Nations that swelter in the burning zone 9 
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TYitre in Peruvian vain a moment aui 

And tmuoth'd hia w'lnga beneath ihi 

J ihaitc. 

Then inifl hi* oary 



. . pI'eJ apin, 

rnrld, and louglit ihe southern 



I WbfR m«ny a wet and weary league o'erpast. 
The wuh-for paradise appear d at last. 

With force abated, non they gently aneeji 
O'et tlu smooth surttce of the shining deep ; 
Hm Dryad« hali'd them from the distant shore, 
TV Nenidi pliyd around, the Tritons swam 

While Mft Favoniti] their arrival greets, 
Awi breathes hit welcome in a thousand sweets. 
V« Bile Diicase, nor health-consuming Care, 
KorWnlh, nor foul Revenge, can enter there: 
Nntapnr'a fbguy gloom imbrowns the sky, 
Ko lefflpeats nge, do anery lightnings fly ; 
Bui d«in and soft refreshing airs are fonnd. 
And pufe etherlal aiure shines aroiin'l. 
H'tute'ei the sweet Sabzan Isle can boast, 
Ol Meed's plaius, or India's spicy c<KUt ; 
Whu HybU hills or rich (Ebulia'i fields. 
Or Svw'rj vale of Tam'd Hymettui yleidi ; 
Or what of old th' Hesperian orchard giac'd, 
AH tbtt wu e'er delicious to the taste. 
Sweet la the amcll, or lovely to ilie view, 
CtDeetcd there, with added beauty grew. 
High-tow'rin^lo the heavens, the trees are seen, 
llirir bulk immense, their leaf for ever green ; 
^! dowly interwove, the tell-tale snn 
Lin ne'er descry the deeds beneath them done. 
But where by fits the sportive eales divide 
Theit tender tops, and bn the leaves aside. 
Liktannooth carpet at their feet lies spread 
IV oiilted gros, by bubbling fountains fed ; 
And OD each hough the fcathet'd choir employ 
Their melting noiet, and nought is heard but 

joy. 
Tbc niuted flow'rs exhale a rich perfume, 
Itc rroits are minjjlcd with eternal bloom ; 

„ and Autumn hand in haitd appear, 
the merry months, and join tn clothe 

the year. [pour'd, 

Hr«, o'er the mountain's shaggy summits 
ffom rock to rock the tumbling torrent ruar'd j 
Vliile beauteous Iris, in the vale below, 
I'liiniaQ the rising fumea her radiant bow : 
hWthtQ' the meads the maiy current stray'd, 
"tm hid it) wand' rings in the myrtle shade ; 
t|>ina iboinand veins divides ita store, 
Viiilt each plant, Tefrcshes every flow'r ; 
Vt) gcau and golden sandi in murmurs flows, 
AadiwMtlyioothes theioul, and lulls to soft 

r^oae. 
If hdoger call, no sooner can the mind 
DMi her will to needful food inclin'd, 
JJliB mne cool recess, or op'ning glade, 
iKmliare plac'd, the tables neatly laid, 
AadloHantly convey 'd by magic hand, 
•"CQiMly mwf the costly diihea stand ; 
H(aB oTall kinds thai nature can impart, 
Wd in til the nicest forms of art. 
^|<iMaof apri^tlv nymphs artay'd in green, 
"Kk tbw'iy daplet* ciuwiid, cuiue scudding 



And Spring 
l^onthe 



With fragrant blossoms these adorn the breast 
Those with oHicious zeal attend the guest ; 
Reneath his feet the silken carpet spread. 
Or sprinkle liquid odors o'er his head. 
Others in ruby cup, with roses bound 
Delightful] deal the sparkling nectar rounds 
Or weave the dance, or tune the voca! lay ; 
The lyres resound, the merry minsircls play: 
Gay liealth, and youthful joys o'erapread the 

And swell each heart, and triumph in each 
So when embolden'd by the vernal air, 
The busy bees to blooming fields repair ; 
For various use employ their chyinic pow'r ; 
One culls the snowy pounce, one sucks the 

flow'r: 
Again to difTrent ivorks returning home. 
Some (teeve the honey, some erect the comb j] 
All for the general good in concert strive. 
And every soul's in motion, every limb 's alive. 
And now descending from his flight, the god 
On the green turfreleas'tt his precious load; 
There, after mutual salutations past. 
And endless friendship vow'd, they part in 

Zephyr impatient to behold his love, [grove. 
The prince in raptures wand'rin^ through the 
Now skipping on, and singing as he went. 
Now stopping short, to give his transports vent. 
With sudden gusu of happiness oppreas'd. 
Or stands intranc'd, or raves like one possest'd ; 
His mind afloat, his wand' ring senses quite 
O'ercome with charms, and frdntic with de- 

From scene to scene by random steps convey d, 
Admire* the distant views, explores the secret 

Hwellson each spot, with eager eye devours 
The woods, the lawns, the buildings, and the 

New sweets, new joys at ev'ry glance arise. 

And every turn creates a fresh surprise. 

Close by the borders of a rising wood. 

In a green vale a crystal erotto stood. 

And o'er its sides, beneath a lieechen shade,. 

In broken falls a silver fountain play'd. 

Hither, attracted by the murmuring stream. 

And cool recess, the pleas'd Porsenna came. 

And on the tender grass reclining chose 

To wave his joys a while, and take a short M* 

The scene invites him, and the wanton breeilk 
That whispers thro' the vale, the dancing^ trec^ 
The warbling birds, and rills that gently ctc^ 
All join their music to prolong his sleep, 

1 he princess to her morning walk prepat'd ; 
The female troops attend, a beauteous ^uaid. 
Army'd in all her charms ap|>eat'd the lair j 
Tall was her suture, unconfiii'd hi'r air ; 
Proportion dcck'd her limbs, and in her face 
Lay Ime enshrin'd. lay sweet attraciiie grace, 
Temp'rina; the awful beams her eyes convev'd 
And like a lambent flame around her play 'J. 
No foreign aids, by morul ladies worn. 
From ihellsand rocks her artless charms adorn 
For grant that beauty were by gems increas'd, 
'TIS teuder'd more suspected at the least j 
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And foul defects^ that would escape the sight. 
Start from the piece, and take a stronger light. 
Her chesnut hair in careless rings around 
Her temples wav'd, with pinks and jes*ihine 

crown'd, 
And gathered in a silken cord behind, 
Currd to the waist, and floated in the wind ; 
O'er these a veil of yellow gauze she wore. 
With emeralds and gold embroider d o'er. 
Her snowy neck half naked lo the view 
Gracefully fell ; a robe of purple hue 
Hung loosely o'er her slenoer shape, and tried 
To shade those beauties, that it could not hide. 
The damsels of her train with mirth and song 
Frojic behind, and laugh and sport along. 
The birds proclaim their queen from every tree. 
The beasts run frisking through the groves to see 5 
The loves, the pleasures, and the graces meet 
In antic rounds, and dance before her feet. 
Bv whate'er fancy led, it chanc'd that day 
They through the secret valley took their way, 
Andf to the crystal grot advancing, spied 
The prince extendra by the fountain's side. 
He look'd as by some sKilful hand express'd 
Aoollo's youthful form retir'd to rest, £wood 
When with the chase fatigu'd he auits the 
For Pindus' vale, and Aganippe's flood ; 
There sleeps secure, his careless limbs displayed 
At ease, encircled by the laurel shade ; 
Beneath his head his sheaf of arrows lie. 
His bow unbent, hangs negligently by : 
The slumb'ring prince might boast an equal 

prace. 
So turn d his limbs, so beautiful his face. 
Waking he started from the ground in haste. 
And saw the beauteous choir around him plac'd ; 
Then summoning his senses, ran to meet 
The queen, and laid him humbly at her feet. 
Deign, lovely princess, to behold, said he. 
One who has travell'd all the world to see 
Those charms, and worship thy divinity; 
Accept thy slave, and with a gracious smile. 
Excuse his rashness, and reward his toil. 
Stood motionless the fair, with nmtc surprise. 
And read him over with admiring eyes ; 
And while she gaz'd, a pleasing smart 
Ran thrilling £rough ner vems and reach'd 

her heart. 
Each limb she scann'd, consider'd every grace. 
And sagely iudg'd him of the phceuiK race. 
An animal Tike this she ne'er had known. 
And thence concluded there couid be but one; 
The creature too had all the phoenix air. 
None but the phcenix could appear so fair. 
The more she look'd, the more she thought it 

true, 
Andcall'd him by that name, to show she knew. 
O handsome phoenix, for that such you are 
We know ; your beauty does your breed declare ; 
And I with sorrow own through all my coast 
No other bird can such perfection boast; 
For nature form'd you single and alone; 
Alas ! what pity 'tis there is but one ! 
Were there a aueen so fortunate to shew 
An aviary of cnarming birds like you. 
What envy would her happiness create 
III all who saw the glories of her btate ! 



The prince laugh'd inwardly, surpris'd to 

find 
So strange a speech, so innocent a mind. 
The compliment indeed did some offence 
To reason, and a little wrong'd her sense; 
He could not let it pass, but told his name. 
And what he was, and whence, and why he 

came. 
And hinted other things of high concern 
For him to mention, and for her to learn ; 
And she'd a piercing wit, of wondrous reach 
To comprehend whatever he could teach. 
Thus hand in hand they to the palace walk, 
Pleas'd and instructed with each other's talk. 
Here should I tell the furniture's expense. 
And all the structure's vast magnificence. 
Describe the walls of shining sapphire nnade» 
With emeralds and pearl the floors inlaid. 
And how the vaunted canopies unfold 
A mimic heaven, and flame with gems and 

gold ; 
Or how Felicity regales her ^uest. 
The wit, the mirth, the music, and the feast; 
And on each part bestow the praises due, 
'Twould tire the writer, and the reader too. 
My amorous tale a softer path pursues ; 
Love and the happy pair demand my mute. 

O could her art in equal terms express 
The lives they lead, the pleasures they possets} 
Fortune had ne'er so plcnteously before 
Bestow'd her gifts, nor can she lavish more. 
'Tis heaven itself, 'tis ecstasy of bliss. 
Uninterrupted joy, untir'd excess 1 
Mirth following mirth, the moments dance 

away 1 
Love claims the night, and Friendship rules the 

day. 
Their tender care no cold indiflerence knows ; 
No jealousies disturb their sweet repose; 
No sickness, no decay; but youthful nace 
And constant beauty shines in either face. 
Benumbing age may mortal charms invade, 
Flow'rs of a day that do but bloom and bde; 
Far diflisrent here, on them it only blows 
The lily's white, and spreads the blushing 

rose. 
No conquest o'er those radiant eyes can boast. 
They, like the stars, shine brighter in its 

frost ; 
Nor fear its rigor, nor its rule obey; 
All seasons are the same, and ev ry month is 

May. 
Alas ! how vain is happiness below ! 
Man soon or late must have his share of woe ; 
Slight are his joys, and fleetins as the wind ; 
His griefs wound home, and leave a sting be- 
hind; 
His lot distinguish'd from the brute appears 
Less certain by his laughter than his teais ; 
For ignorance too oft our pleasure breeds. 
But sorrow from the reasoning soul proceeds. 

If man on earth in endless bliss could be. 
The boon, young prince, had been bestow'd on 

thee; 
Bright shone thy stars, thy fortune flourtsh'd 

fair. 
And seem'd secure beyond the reach of care ; 
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And 10 might still have been, but anxious 

thought 
Has dash*d thy cup, and thou must taste the 

drausht 
It 80 befel, as on a certain daj 
Thb happy couple tOT*d their time aMray, 
, He ask a now many cnarming hours had flown 
Sioee on her slave her heaven of beauty shone. 
Should I consult my heart, cried he, the rate 
Were small, a week would be the utmost date: 
Rot «rhen my mind reflects on actions past. 
And counts its joys, time must have fled more 

Perhaps I might have said three months are 

gone. 
Three months ! replied the fair, three months 

alone? 
Kaowthat three hundred years have roirdaway. 
Since at mr feet the lovely phoenix lay. 
Threehunared years ! re-echo'd back the prince, 
A whole three hundred years completed since 
I landed here ! O ! whither then are flown 
Mjdearestfri«nds, mv subjects, and my throne? 
How itran«, alas ! now altered shall 1 find 
Each earmly thing, each scene I left behind ! 
Whoknows me now ? on whom shall I depend ? 
To gain my rights, where shall I find a friend? 
Mj crown perhaps may grace a foreign line, 
A laee of kings that know not me or mine ; 
Who reigns may wish my death, his subjects 

treat 
My claims with scorn, and call their prince a 

cheat. 

had my life been ended as begun ! 
Mf destin'd stage, my race of glory run, 
Isnoald have died well pleas'd, my honored name 
Had liv'd, had flourished in the list of fame. 
Reflecting now, my mind with horror sees 
Tlie sad survey, a scene of shameful ease. 

The odious blot, the scandal of my race 
Scarce known, and only mentioned with dis- 
grace. 
The lair beheld him with impatient eye. 
And red with anger made this warm reply — 
Untrateful man ! is this the kind return 
Myliove deserves ? and can you thus with scorn 
Hqect what once you priz d ; what once you 

swore 
Snrpais*d all charms, and made e*en glory poor ? 
What gifts have I bestowed, what favors shown ! 
Hade yoo partaker of my bed and throue ; 
Three centuries preserv'd in youthful prime, 
^e from the rage of death, and injuries of 

time: 
Weak arguments ! for glory reigns above 
Thfi Molt ties of gratitude and love. 

1 nrge them not, nor would request your stay, 
IV phantom glory calls, and I obey 3 

All other rirtues are regardless quite. 
Sank and absorb*d in that superior light. 
Go then, barbarian, to thy realms return ; 
And sjfiow thyself unworthy my concern ; 
Go tell tlie world, your tender heart could give 
Death to the princess by whose care you live. 
. At this a deadly pale iier cheeks o'ersprcad, 
Cokl trembling seic*d her limbs, her spirits 
fled^ I 



She sunk into his arms: tho prince was mov'd. 
Felt all her griefs, for still he ereatly lov'd. 
He sigh'd, he wish*d he could torget nis throne. 
Confine his thoughts, and live for her alone; 
But glory shot him deep, the venom*d dart 
Was fix'd within, and rankled at his heart; 
He could not hide his wounds, but pin d away 
Like a sick flow'r, and languish'd in decay. 

Felicity was grievM, and could not bear 
A scene so chang d, a sight of so much care. 
She told him wiui a look of cold disdain. 
And seeming ease, as women well can feign. 
He might depart at will : a milder air 
Would menu his health ; he was no pris*ner 

there ; 
She kept him not, and wish'd he ne*er might 
Cause to regret the place he left behind; [find 
Which once he lov d, and where he still must 

own 
He had at least some little pleasure known. 
If these prophetic words a while destroy 
His peace, the former balance is in joy. 
He thank*d her for her kind concern, but 

chose 
To quit the place, the rest let heav*n dispose. 
For fate, on mischiefs bent, perverts the will. 
And first infatuates whom it means to kill. 

Aurora now, not as she wont to rise. 
In gay attire, tingM with a thousand dyes. 
But sober-sad, in solemn state appears. 
Clad in a dusky veil, bedew*d with tears. 
Thick mantling clouds beneath her chariot 

spread, 
A faded wreath hangs drooping from her head. 
The sick'ning sun emits a feeble ray. 
Half drown a in fogs, and struggling into day. 
Some black event the threatening skies foretell: 
Porsenna rose to take his last farewell. 
A curious vest the mournful princess brought. 
An armour by the Lemnian artist wrousht, 
A shining lance with secret virtue stored. 
And of resistless force a magic sword ; 
Caparisons and gems of wondrous price. 
And loaded him with gifts and good advice ; 
But chief she gave, and what he most would 

need 
The fleetest of her stud, a flying steed. 

The swift Grifippo, said tV afflicted fair, 
(Such was the courser's name) with speed shall 

bear. 
And place you safely in your native air. 
Assist against the foe with matchless might. 
Ravage the field, and turn the doubtful fight ) 
With care protect you till the dan^r cease. 
Your trust m war, your ornament in peace. 
But this, I wdm, lieware^ whatever shall lay 
To intercept your course, or tempt your stay^ 
Quit not your saddle, nor your speed abate. 
Till safely landed at your palace gate. 
On this alone depends your weal or woe; 
Such is the will of fate, and so the gods fore- 
show. 
He in the softest terms repaid her love. 
And vow*d nor age nor absence should remove 
His constant faith, and sure she should not 

bbmc 
A short divorce due to his injured fame. 
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Tbifi dd>t discharged, then should her soldier 
come [home ; 

Ga^ from the field, and flush*d with conquest. 
With equal ardor her affection meet. 
And ]ay his laurels at his mistress* feet. 
He ceas*d, and sighing took a kind adieu ; 
TheO urg*d his steed ; the fierce Grifippo flew 
With rapid force, outstripp*d the lagging wind. 
And left the blissful shores, and weepmg fair 

behind ; 

No^ o'er the seas pursu d his airy flight. 

Now scour*d the plains, and climo d the moun^ 

tain*s height. [run 

Thus driving on at speed, the prince had 

Near half his course, wlien, with the setting 

sun. 
As through a lonely lane he chanc'd to ride. 
With rocks and bushes fenc'd on either side. 
He spied a waggon full of wings, that lay 
Broke and o*erturn*d across the narrow way : 
The helpless driver on the dirty road 
Lay struggling crush'd beneath th* incumbent 
Nerer in numan shape was seen before [load. 
A wight so pale, so feeble, and so poor. 
Comparisons of age would do him wrong. 
For Nestor s self if plac'd by him were young. 
ills limbs were naked all, and worn so thin. 
The bones seem'd starting through the parch- 
ment skin; "^ [weak. 
His e^ half drown d in rheum, his accents 
Bald was hjs head, and furrow*4 was his cheek. 
Tlie conscious steed stopt short in deadly 
fright. 
And back recoiling stretch*d his wings for 

flight; 
While thus the wretch with supplicating tone. 
And rueful face, began his piteous moan ; 
And, as he spake, the tears ran trickling down : 
O gentle youth, if pity e*er inclined 
Thy soul to generous deed, if e'er thy mind 
Was touch'd with soft distress, extend thy care 
To saye an old nian's life, and ease the load I 

bear. 
So may propitious heaven your journey speed. 
Prolong your days, and all your vows succeed. 
Movd with the pray'r the kind Porsenna 
staid, 
Too nobly minded to refuse his aid ; 
And, prudence yielding to superior grief. 
Leapt from his steed, and ran to his relief; 
Remov'd the weight, and gave the pris'ner 

breath, 
Justchoak'd and^gasping on the verge of death. 
Then reach'd his hand, 'when lightly with a 

bound 
The grizly spectre, vaultinjj from th* ground, 
Seix'a him with sudden gnpe ; th* astonish'd 

prince 
Stood norror-struck, and thoughtless of de- 
fence 
O King of Russia 1 with a thund'ring sound 
Bellow*d the ghastly fiend, at length thou'rt 

found; 
Receive the ruler of mankind, and know, 
Myname is Time, thv ever dreaded foe. [see 
These feet are founder'd, and the wings you 
Worn to the pinions in pursuit of thee; 



Through all the world in vain for ages sou^t. 
But fate has doom'd thee now, and thou art 

caught. 
Then round his neck his arms he nimbly cast. 
And seiz'd him by the throat, and grasp'dhim 

fast; 
Till forc'd at length the soul forsook its seat. 
And the pale breathless corse fell bleeding at 

his feet. 
Scarce had the cursed spoiler left his prey. 
When, so it chanc'd, young Zephyr pass'd that 

way ; 
Too late his presence to assist his friend, 
A sad, but helpless witness of his end. 
He chafes, and fans, and strives in vain to cure 
His streaming wounds ; the work was done 

too sure. 
Now lightly with a soft embrace oprears 
The lifeless load, and bathes it in his tears ; 
Then to the blissful seats with speed convq^ . 
And graceful on the mossy carpet lays. 
With decent care, close by the fountain's side 
Where first the princess had her phcenixoMed. 
There with sweet flowers his lovely limbs he 

strew*d. 
And gave a |>arting kiss, and sighs and tears 

bestow'd. 

To that sad solitude the weeping dame. 
Wild with her loss, and sworn with aonrow, 

came; 
There was she wont to vent her griefs and 

mourn 
Those dear delights that must no more return. 
Thither that mom with more than usual care 
She sped, but O, what joy to find him there. 
As just arriv'd, and weary with the way, 
Retir'd to soft repose her hero lay. 
Now near approaching she be^n to creep 
With careful steps, loath to disturb his sleep t 
Till quite o'ercome with tenderness she flew 
And round his neck her arms in transport 

threw. [cdl 

But when she found him dead, no tongue can 
The pangs she felt ; she shriek'd, and swoon* 

ing fell. 
Waking, with lOud lamentsshe piere'd theskiet. 
And filrd th* affrighted forest with her cries. 
That fatal hour the palace gates she barr'd. 
And fix'd around the coast a stronger guard ; 
Now rare appearing, and at distance seen. 
With crowds of black misfortunes plac'd be- 
tween. 
Mischiefs of every kind, corroding care. 
And fears, and iealousies, and dark dpapair t 
And since that <lay (the wretched world must 
own [known) 

These mournful truths by sad experience 
No mortal e'er enjoy'd that happy clime. 
And every thing on earth submiu to Time. 

SONNETS, BY SMITH. 
§130. To ike Moon. 

QuBBV of the silver bow 1 by thy pale beam. 
Alone and pensive I delight to stray. 

And watch thy shadow tremoling in tl^ stream. 
Or mark the floating clouds that cross thy way. 
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And while I gaze, thy mild and placid light 

Sheds a aoft calm upon my troiibl«i hreast ; 
And oft I think, fair planet of the night 1 

That in thy orh the wretched may have rest^ 
Tile lufieren of the earth perhaps may go, 

Releas*d by death, to thy benignant sphere 5 
And the ttd children of despair and woe 

Forget, in thee, their cup of sorroyir here. 
0! that I soon may reach thy world serene. 
Poor wearied pilgnm — in this toiling scene ! 

§ 131. On the Deparhare qf the Nightingale. 

Sinrr poet of the woods— a long adien ! 

Farewell, soft minstrel of the early year ! 
Ah! 'twill be long ere thou shalt sing anew. 

And poor thy music on the * night's dull 



Wbedicr on spring thj wandering flights await. 

Or whether tUent m our groves you dwell, 
Tbe pensive muse shall own thee (or her mate. 

And still protect the song she loves so well. 
M'ith cautioos step the love-lorn youth shall 
glide [nest. 

Thro' the lone brake that shades thy mossy 
And shepherd g|irls from eyes profane shall hide 

The eentle bird, who sings of pity best: 
For itillthy voice shall soft affections move, 
Aad still be dear to sorrow and to love ! 

{ 13«. JTritten at the Close of Spring, 

The orlands fade that Spring so lately wove, 

£adi simple flow'r which she had nurs'd in 
dew, 
AneiDonies, that spangled every erove. 

The primrose wan, and hare-bell mildly blue. 
No moie shall violets linger in the dell. 

Or pDrple orchis variegate the plain, 
Tdl spring again shall call forth every bell. 

And diess with humid hands her wreaths 

Akl poor humanity! so frail, so fair. 
Are the fond visions of thy early day. 

Tin lynnt passion and corrosive care 
Bid all thv ftiiry colours fade away ! 

Another May new buds and flow'rs shall 
bring; 

Ah ! why has happiness— no second Spring ? 

§ 133. Should the lone Wanderer. 

Should the lone wanderer, ftunting on hb 
way. 
Rest for a moment of the sultry hours. 
And tho' hb path thro* thorns and roughness 

Fhiek the wild rose, or woodbine's gadding 
flow*rs ; 
Wesriag pif wreaths, beneath some sheltering 



The sense of sorrow he a while may lose ; 
So have I sought thy flow'rs, fair Poesy ! 

So charm'dmy way with Friendship and the 
Muse. 
Bat darker crows life's unhappy day. 

Dark wim new clouds of evu yet to come : 
Her peoeil sickening Fancy throws away, 

Aad weary Hope reclines upon the tomb ; 



And points my wishes to that tranquil shore. 
Where the pale spectre Care pursues no more. 

§ 134. To JSight. 

I LOVE thee, mournful sober-suited night. 
When the faint moon, yet lingering in her 
wane. 
And veil'd in clouds, with pale uncertain light 

Hangs o'er the waters of the restless main. 
In deep depression sunk, th' enfeebled mind 
Will to the deaf, cold elements complain. 
And tell th' embosom'd prief, however vain. 
To sullen surg^ and the viewless wind : 
Tho* no repose on thy dark breast I find, 
I still einoy thee, cheerless as thou art ; 
For in thy quiet gloom th* exhausted heart 
Is calm, tho* wretched; hopeless, yet resi^n'd: 
While to the winds and waves its sorrows given. 
May reach— though lost on earth — the ear of 
Heaven ! 

§ 135. To Tranquillity. 

In this tumultuous sphere, for thee unfit. 

How seldom art thou found. Tranquillity ! 

Unless 'tis when with mild and aowncast 
eye 
By the low cradles thou delight'st to sit 
Of sleeping infants, watching the soft breath. 

And biodins the sweet slnmberers easy lie. 
Or sometimes hansing o'er the bed of death. 

Where the poor languid sufferer hopes to die. 
O beauteous sister of the halcyon |)eace ! 

I sure shall 6nd thee in that heavenly scene 

Where care and anguish shall their power 

resign ; [cease ; 

Where hope alike and vain regret shall 
And Memory, lost in happiness serene. 
Repeat no more — that misery has been mine! 

§ 136. Written in the Churchyard atMiddleton 

in Sussex. 

Prbss'd by the Moon, mute arbitress of tides. 
While the loud equinox its power combines. 

The sea no more its swelling surge confines. 
But o'er the shrinking land sublimely rides. 
The wild blast, rising from the western cave. 

Drives the huge billows from their heaving 
bed ; 

Tears from theirgrassy tombs the village dead. 
And breaks the silent sabbath of the grave! 
With shells and sea-weed mingled, on tne shore, 

Lo ! their bones whiten in the frequent 
wave , 

But vain to them the winds and waters rave: 
They hear the warring elements no more : 
While I am doom'd, by life's long storm op- 

prest. 
To gaze with envy on their gloomy rest. 

§ 137. Written at Penthurst, in Autumn, H 788. 

Yb tow'rs sublime, deserted now and drear. 
Ye woods, deep sighing to the hollow bbst. 

The musing wanderer loves to linger near. 
While histor}' points to all your glories past : 
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And •Urtling from their haunts the Umid deer. 

To trace the walks obscured by matted fern, 
Which Waller's soothing lyre were wont to 
hear, 

But where now clamors the discordant hern ! 
The spoiling hand of time may overturn 

These lofty battlements, and quite deface 
The fading canvass whence wc love to learn 

Sydney's keen look, and Sacharissa's grace; 
But fame and beauty still defy decay, 
Sav'd by th* historic l)age, the poet's tender lay ! 

§ 13S. Elegy. 

* Dark gathering clouds involve the threat- 
ening skies. 

The sea heaves conscious of th' impending 
gloom. 

Deep hollow murmurs from the cliffs arise ; 

They come — the ^irits of the tempest come 1 

O! may such terrors mark th* approaching 
nicht 

As reign d on^ that these streaming eyes de- 
plore ! 

Flash, ye red fires of heaven, with fatal light. 

And with conflicting winds, ye waters, roar ! 

Loud and more loud, ye foaming billows, 
burst! 

Ye warring elements more fiercely rave I 

Till the wide waves o'erwhelm the spot ac- 
curst 

Where ruthless Avarice finds a quiet grave !* 

Thus with clasp'd hands, wild looks, and 

streaming hair. 
While shrieks of horror broke her trembling 

speech, 
A wretcned maid, the victim of despair, 
Survey'd the threatening storm and desert 

beach. 

Then to the tomb where now the father slept 
Whose rugged nature bad her sorrows flow. 
Frantic she turn'd^-andbeather breastand wept. 
Invoking vengeance on the dust below. 

* Lo! rising there above each humble heap. 
Yon cipher'd stones his name and wealth 

relate. 
Who gavt his son, remorseless, to the deep. 
While I, his living victim, curse my fate. 

my lost love ! no tomb is plac'd for thee. 
That may to strangers' eyes thy worth impart ! 
Thou hast no grave but m the stormy sea. 
And no memorial but this breaking heart. 

Forth to the world a widow'd wanderer driven, 

1 pour to winds and waves th' unheeded tear; 
Try with vain effort to submit lo heaven. 
And fruitless call on him *'* who cannot 

hear." 

O might 1 fondly clasp him once asain. 
While o'er my head th' infuriate billows pour. 
Forget in death this agonizing pain. 
And feel his fatlier's cruelty no more! 

Part, raging waters ! part, and show beneath. 
In your dread caves his pale and mangled 
form ; 



Now, while the demcms of despair and death 
Ride on the blast, aodui^ the howling storm! 

Lo ! b]^ the lightning's momentary blaze, 
I see him rise the whitenins waves above. 
No longer such as when in tiappier days 
He gave th' enchanted hours to me and love : 

Such as when daring the enchafed sea. 
And coorting dangerous toil, he often said. 
That every peril, one soft smile from me. 
One sigh or speechless tenderness, o'erpaid : 

But dead, disfigured, while between the roar 
Of the loud waves his accents pierce mine ear. 
And seem to say— Ah, wretch! delay no more. 
But come, unhappy monmer — meet me hext. 

Yet, powerful fancy, bid the phantom stay, 
Still let me hear him ! — ^'Tis already past ; 
Along the waves his shadow slicles away, 
I lose his voice amid the deafening blast. 

Ah ! wild illusion, bom of frantic pain ! 
He hears not, comes not from his wat'ry bed; 
My tears, my anguish, my despair are vain, 
Th' insatiate ocean gives not up its dead. 

*Tis not his voice! Hark! the deep thunden 

roll ! 
Upheaves the ground ; the rocky barriers fail ; 
Approach, ye norrors that delisnt my soul. 
Despair, and Death, and Desolation, hail !' 

The ocean hears— th' embodied waters come. 
Rise o'er the land, and with resistless sweep 
Tear from its base the proud asgressor* s tomb. 
And bear the injur d to etemalsieep ! 



§ UQ. Elegy to Pity, Airojr. 

Hail, lovely Pow'r ! whose bosom heaves the 
sigh. 
When Fancy paints the scene of deep dis* 
tress; 
Whose tears spontaneous crvstalKze the eye. 
When rigid Fate denies tne pow'r to bless. 

Not all the sweets Arabia's gales convey 
From flow'ry meads, can with that sigh 
compare : 

Not dew-drops glittering in the morning ray 
Seem near so oeauteous as {hat falling tear. 

Devoid of fear, the fawns around thee play ; 

Emblem of peace, the dove before thee flies; 
No blood-stain'd traces mark thy blameless 
way. 

Beneath thy feet no hapless insect dies. 

Come, lovely nymph! and range the mead 
with me. 
To spring the partridge from the guileful 
toe. 
From secret snares the strugeling bird to free. 
And stop the hand uprais^to give the blow. 

And when the air with heat meridian glows. 
And nature droops beneath the conquering 
gleam. 
Let us, slow wandering where the current 
flows. 
Save sinking flies that float along the stream. 
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Or torn to nobler, greater tasks thy cue. 
To me thy ijinpathetic gifts impart ; 

TcKh me io Friendship's grief to oear a share. 
And justly boast the generous feeling heart. 

Teich roe to soothe the helpless orphan's grief. 
With timely aid the widow's woe assuage. 

To Misery's moving cry to yield relief, 
And be the sure resource of drooping age. 

So when the genial spring of life shall fade. 
And sinking nature owns the dread decay, 

Sone soul congenial then may lend its aid. 
And gild the close of life's eventful day. 

{ 140. Extract from a Poem on his own ap' 
proackimg Death, ly Michael Bruce. 

Now spring returns ; but not to me returns 
The Temal joy oiy better years have known : 

Dim in my breast life's dying taper burns. 
And all the joys of life with health are 
ik>wn. 

Smtbgand shiv'rinz in th* inconstant wind. 
Meagre and pale, tne ghost of what I was. 

Beneath some blasted tree I lie reclin'd. 
And count the silent moments as they pass: 

The winged moments, . whose unstaying speed 

No art can stop, or in their course arrest ; 
Whose flight shall shortly count me with the 
dead. 
And lay me down in peace with them that 
rest. 

Oft morning dreams presage approaching fate ; 

And morning dreams, as poets tell, are true: 
Led by pale ghoeu, I enter death's dark ^ate, 

Aoa bid the realms of light and life adieu ! 

1 bear the helpless wail, the shriek of woe ; 

1 KC the muddy wave, the dreary shore. 
The tloffgish streams that slowly creep below. 

Which mortals visit, and return no more. 

Farewell, ye blooming fields 1 ye cheerful 
plains! 
Enough for me the churchyard's lonely 
mound, 
Wheie Melancholy with still Silence reigns. 
And the rank^rass waves o'er the cheerless 
ground* 

There let me wander at the close of eve, 
When sleep sits dewy on the laborer's eyes, 

Tne world and all its busy follies leave. 
And talk with wisdom where my Daphnis 
lies. 

There let me sleep, forgotten, in the clay, 
When death shall shut these weary aching 
eyes. 
Rot in the hopes of an eternal day. 
Till the lon^ night is gone, and fhe last 
morn arise. 

§ 141. Sonnet to Twilight. 

Miss Williams. 
Mick Twilight ! haste to shroud the solar ray. 
And bring the hour mv pensive spirit loves ; 
When o'er the hill is sned a paler day. 
That gives totliUiwsi, and to night, the grovcb. 



Ah 1 let the gay, the roseate morning hail. 
When, in the various blooms of light array'd. 
She bids fresh beauty live along the vale. 
And rapture tremble in the vocal shade : 
Sweet is the lucid morning's op'ning flowV, 
Her choral melodies benignly rise ; 
Yet dearer to my soul the shadowy hour. 
At which her blossoms close, her music dies : 
For then mild nature, while she droops her 

head. 
Wakes the soft tear 'tis luxury to shed. 

§ 142. Sonnet to Expresaon* 

Miss Williams, 

Expression, child of soul ! I love to trace 
Thy strong enchantments, when the poet's 

lyre. 
The painter's pencil, catch the vivid fire. 
And oeauty wakes for thee each touching grace! 
But from my frighted gaze thy form avert. 
When horror chills thy tear, thy ardent-sigh. 
When phrensy rolls in thy impassion'd eye. 
Or guilt lives fearful at thy troubled heart; 
Nor ever let my shudd'ring fancy hear 
The wasting groan, or view the pallid look 
Of him the Muses lov'd ♦, when hope forsook 
His spirit, vainly to the Muses dear— 
For cnarm'd with heavenly song, this bleeding 

breast 
Mourns it could sharpeti ill, and give despair 

no rest ! 

§ 143. Sonnet to Hope. 

Miss Williams. 

O, EVER skiird to wear the form we love ! 
To bid the shapes of fear and grief deuart. 
Come, gentle Ho|)e, with onegay smile remove 
The lasting sadness of an aching heart; 
Thy voice, benign enchantress ! let mc hear ; 
.Say that for mc some pieabures yet shall bloom ! 
Tiiat fancy's radiance, iViendship's precious 

tear. 
Shall suftcn, or shall chase, misfortune's 

gloom.— 
But come not glowing in the dazzling ray 
Which once with dear illusions charm'd my 

eye ! 
O strew no more, sweet flatterer ! on my way 
The flow'rs I fondly thought too bright to die. 
Visions less fair will sootlie mv |)ensive breast. 
That asks not happiness, but longs for rest I 

§ 144. Sonnet to the Moon. 

Miss Williams. 
The glittering colours of the day are fled — 
Come, melancholy orb ! that dwell'st with 

night; 
Comel and o'er earth thy wand'ring lustre 

shed. 
Thy dtrepest shadow and thy softest light. 
To me congenial is the gloomy grove. 
When witn faint rays the sloping uplands 

shine ; 
That gloom, those pensive rays, alike I love. 
Whose sadness seems in sympathy with mine I 

• Chalterton. 
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But most for this, pile orb ! thy l^ht b dear. 
For ihii, benignaot orb ! 1 hail thee most. 
That while I pour the imavailtng tear. 
And mourn that hope to me, in ^ulh is lost! 
Thf light can vi»ioaaiy thou^ti impart, 
Aod lead the Muie to soothe a euff'ring heart. 

§ 145. On the Recovery of a Lady qfQMalih/ 
from the Small-Pai. Savaoh, 

LnMoalov'tirairhadbleu'dhereooBOrt'tiiKhi 
With amorous pride, and undisturb'd delight ; 
Till DeaihiHtown envioua, with repugnantaim 
' Frown 'd at netr joys, and urg'd a tyrant's claiin. 
He summons each diKuel — the noxiout crew, 
'Writhing in dire diilortioni, strike his view '. 
ir ___:_.._ p]jgue», which various natutea 



I- 









- The sanguine streams in raging fermentt riie 1 
It drives, igniputent, througn eveiy v^n. 
Hangs on the heart, and burns BTOUfld the 

Now a chill damp the charmer's luttte dims : 
Sad o'er her vja the livid languor twimt I 
Her ejes, that with a glance could \ay inspire. 
Like setting start, tcarce shoot a glimmering 

Here atandt her coniort, sore with anguish 

Grief in his eye, and terror in hi) breast. 
The Paphian Grace*, smit with anxious care. 
In silent sorrow weep the wanina fair. 
Eight suns, successive, roll their lire away, 
And eight slow nights sm their deep shades 

While these revolve, though iQUte each Muse 

Each speaking eye drops eloquence in tears. 

On thenimh noon greatl%cebu(listening bends. 

On theninth noon eachvmcein prayer ascends — 



Restore the lan^id fair, r 



mpartl 



And thini 

Eachpaus'd: the god assenU. Would death 
advance { 
Phfcbus unseen anesis that threatening lance ! 
Down from his orb a vivid influence streams, 
Andquicktuingearthinib ibes salubrious beams j 
Each balmy plant increase of virtue knows. 
And art inspir'd with all licr patrou glow*. 
The charmer's opening eye kind hope reveals. 
Kind hope her consort's breait enlivening feels ; 
Each grace relives, each Muse resumes the lyre. 
Each beauty brightens with lelumin'd fire : 
As health's auspicious pow'rs zay life display. 
Death, sullen at the sight, italks slow away. 

§ 146. OdeloPilg. Collins. 

Otmod, the friend of man assi/n'd. 
With balmy hands his wounds lo hind. 

And charm his frantic woe; 
When first Distress, with dagger keen. 
Broke forth lo watte hi* degtind scene. 

His wild unsatol be I 



By Fella's Bard, a magic name. 

By all the griefs his thought could frame. 

Receive my humble rite: 
l,ong. Pity, let the nations view 
ITiy sky-worn robes of lenderesl blue. 

And eyes of dewy light 1 
But wherefore need I wander wide 
'I'o old llissua' distant tide. 

Deserted stieam, and mutel 
Wild Arun* too has heard thy strain*. 
And Echo, 'midst my native plain*. 

Been soolh'd by Pity's lute. 
There lirsl the wren thy myrtle* thed 
On gentlest Otwav'* bfant head : 

To him thy cell was shown : 
And while he sung the female heart. 
With youth's soft notes umpoil'd by art. 

The tuittci mix'd their own. 
Pity, come, by fancy's aid. 



E'en now my thoughts, relenting mtid. 
Thy temple's 






Its southern site, its truth complete 
Shall raise a wild enthusiast heal. 

In all who view the shrine. , 

There Picture's toil shall well idate 
How chance or hard involving fate. 

O'er mortal bliis prevail i 
I'he buskin'd Muse shall near her ttnid. 
And sighing prompt her tender hand. 

With eacn disastiuu* tale. 
There let me oft, letir'd by day. 
In dreams of passion melt away, 

Allow'd with tbee to dwell : 
There waste the mournful lamp of night. 
Till, Virgin, thou again del^t 

To bear a British shell ! 

S I47> OtU lo Fear. Collivs. 

Tboo, lo whom the world unkaowa 

VVith all its shadowy shapes is shown; 

Who seett appall'd in' unreal scene. 

While Fancy lifli the veil between : 

Ah, Fear 1 ab, frantic fcati 

^ I see, I see thee near. 
I know iby hurried step, thy haggard tjtl 
Like Ihee I start, like thee disbiderd fly; 
For, lo, what monsters in thy irain appear 1 
Danger, whose limbs of giant mnold 
What morul eye can fix'd behold ? 
Who stalks his round, a hideous form. 
Howling am idsl the midnight storm, 
Oi throws hitn on the rigid steep 
Of some loose hanging rock to sleep; 
And with him thousand phantom* J oin'd. 
Who prompt to deeds accurst the mind: 
And those, the fiends, who near allied, 
O'ei nature's wounds and wreck* prcNde ; 
While Vengeance, in the lurid ur. 
Lifts her red arm, expos'd and bare : 
On whom that ravening brood of fate. 
Who lap the blood of ^rrow, wail : 
Who, Fear, this ^astly train can see, 

' And look not madly wild, like theef 

* A rivei in Suhcx. 
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BPODB. 

In eiiiiest Greece, to thee, with partial choice, 
Tlie grief-fuU Muse address d her infant 
tongue. 

The maids and matrons, on her awful voice. 
Silent and pale, in wild amazement hung. 

Yet be, the Bard* who first invok*d thy name, 
Disdain'd in Marathon its pow*r to feel : 

For not alone he nuTs*d the poet*s flame. 
Bat reach*d from Virtue's hand the patriot's 
steel. 



who is he, whom later sarlands grace. 
Who left a while o*er Hybla'^ dews to rove. 
With trembling eyes ihj muy steps to trace. 
Where thownd fortes shar'd the baleful 

I grove? 

Wnpt in tlqr doodr veil th' incestuous Qoeenf 
Sigh'd thetad cauher son and husband heard, 
Whm onoe atone it broke the silent scene. 
And be the wretch of Thebes no more ap- 
peared. 

Fear, I know thee by my throbbing lieart. 
Thy withering pow*r inspir'd each mournful 

lutnfjn gentle Pi^ claim her mingled part. 
Yet aUthe thunders of the scene are thine. 

AVTI8TK0PHB. 

'Hioa, who such weary length hast past. 
Where wilt thou rest, mad nymph, at lastf 
%» wilt then shrood in haunted cell, 
Where gloomy Rane and Murder dwell ? 
Or jo some hollow d seat, 
'Gdosl whidi the big waves beat. 
Hear drowning teamen's cries in tempests 

brought! 
Duk pow*r, with shoddering meek submitted 

dioiig^ 
Be nnie, to read the visions old. 
Which diy awakening bards have told. 
And, kst thou meet my blasted view 
Hold mek strange tale devoutly true. 
Ne'er be I found, by thee o'eraw'd, 
Iq that thrice-hollow d eve abroad ; 
^lien ghosts, as cottage maids believe. 
Their pebbled beds permitted leave. 
And ^pblins haunt from fire, or fen. 

Or mme, or flood, the walks of men ! 
tkoo, whose spirit most possess'd 

The sacred seat of Shakspeare s breast ! 

hr all that from thj prophet broke. 

In thy divine emotion spoke 1 

Rither again thy fury deal. 

Teach me but once like him to feel ; 

His cjpress wreath my roeed decree ; 

And I, O Fear, will dwell with thee ! 

$ 148. Ode to Simplicity. Collins. 

O TBOU, by Nature taught. 
To breathe her genuine thought. 
Id numbers warmly pure, and sweetly strong; 

Who first on mountains wild. 

In Fancy, loveliest child, 
Tliv babe and Pleasure's nurs'd the pow'rs of 
song ! 



JEschylus. 



t Jucasta. 



Thou, who with hermit heart 
Disdain'st the wealth of art. 
And gauds, and pageant weeds, and trailing 
pall : 
But com'st a decent maid. 
In Attic robe array'd, 

chaste, unboastfui nymph, to thee I call 1 

By all the honey'd store 

On Hybla's thy my shore. 
By all her blooms, and mingled murmurs dear. 

By her whose love-lorn woe. 

In evening musing slow, 
Sooth'd sweetly sad Electra's poet's ear: 

By old Cephisus deep, 

w ho spread his wavy sweep 
In warbled wand'rinss round thy green retreat. 

On whose enamelT'd side. 

When holy Freedom died. 
No equal haunt allur'd thy future feet. 

O sister mtek of Truth, 

To my admiring youth 
Thy soMr aid and native charms infuse ! 

llie flow*rs that sweetest breathe. 

Though beauty cull'd the wreath. 
Still ask thy hand to range their order'd hues. 

While Rome could none esteem. 

But virtue's patriot thetne. 
You lov*d her nills, and led her laureate band ; 

But staid to sin^ alone 

To one distinsuish'd throne. 
And turn^'d thy face, and fled her altered land. 

No more, in hall or bow'r. 

The passions own thy pow'r. 
Love, only Love her forceless numbers mean $ 

For thou hast left her shrine. 

Nor olive more, nor vine. 
Shall gain thy feet to bless the servile scene. 

Though taste, though genius bless. 

To some divine excess, 
Faint's the cold vifork till thou inspire the 
whole ; 

What each, what all supply. 

May court, may charm our eye. 
Thou, only thou, canst raise the meeting soul ! 

Of these let others ask. 
To aid some mighty task, 

1 only seek to find thy temperate vale ; 

Where oft my reed might sound 
To maids ana shepherds round. 
And all thy sons, O Nature, learu my tale. 

§ 149. Ode oti the Poetical Character, 

Collins. 

As one, if, not with light regard, 
I read aright that gifted Bard, 
(Him whose school above the rest 
His loveliest Elfin queen has bless'd,) 
One, only one unrivaird fair J 
May hope the magic girdle wear. 
At solemn toumay hung on high. 
The wish of each love-darting eye ! 
Lo ! to each other nymph in turn applied. 

As if, in air unseen, some hovering hand. 
Some chaste and angel-fricnd to virgin fame, 

X Florimel. Sec Spenser, Leg 4. 
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With wbisperM spell had burst the starting 
band. 
It left unblesi her loathM dbhonorM side: 
Happy, her hopeless fair, if never 
Her oafHed hand with vain endeavour 
Had touchM that fatal zone to her denied! 
Young Fancy thus, to me divinest name. 
To whom, prepar'd and bath*d in heaven. 
The cest of amplest |>ow*r is given. 
To few the godlike gift assigns, 
To gird their blest prophetic loins. 
And gaze her vision wild, and feel unmix*d her 

flame! 
The band, as fairy legends say. 
Was wove on that creating day 
When he, who call'd with thought to birth 
Yon tented sky, this laughine earth. 
And dress'd with springs, and forests tall. 
And |x>ur*d the main engirting all. 
Long by the lov*d enthusiast woo'd. 
Himself in some diviner mood. 
Retiring, sate with her alone. 
And placed her on his sapphire throne. 
The whiles, the vaulted siirine around. 
Seraphic wires were heard to sound. 
Now sublimest triumph swelling. 
Now on love and mercy dwelling ; 
And she from out the veiling cloud 
Breathed her magic notes aloud : 
And thou, thou rich-hair*d youth of morn. 
And all thy subject life was born 1 
The dangerous passions keiit aloof. 
Far from the samted growinc woof: 
But near it sat ecstatic Wonder, 
Listening the deep applauding thunder: 
And Truth, in sunny vest array'd. 
By whose the tarseFs eyes were made ; 
All the shadowy tribes of mind. 
In braided dance their murmurs join'd. 
And all the bright uncounted pow'rs. 
Who feed on heaven*s ambrosial flow'rs. 
Where is the Bard whose soul can now 
Its high presuming hopes avow ? 
Where he who thinks, with rapture blind. 
This hallow'd work for him design*d ? 
High on some cliff to heaven up-pil'd. 
Of rode access, of prospect wild. 
Where tangled round the jealous steep, 
Stranse shades o'erbrow the valleys deep. 
And holy Genii guard the rock. 
Its gjlooms embrown, its springs unlock ; 
While on its rich ambitious head 
An Eden, like his own, lies spread, 
I view that oak, the fancied glades among. 
By which as Milton lay, his evening ear. 
From many a cloud that dropp'd ethereal dew. 
Nigh sphered in heaven its native strains could 

near : 
On which that ancient trump he reach*d was 
hung: 
Thither oft, his glory greeting. 
From Waller s myrtle shades retreating. 
With many a vow from Hope's aspiring tongue, 
Mt trembling feet his Ruining steps pursue ; 
In vain — such bliss to onelalone 
Of til the SODS of soul was knbwn^ 



And Heaven and Fancy, kindred po 

Have now o'ertum'd th' inspiring do 

Or curtain*d close such scene from ever 



view. 



$ 150. Ode. Written in the if ear 1 

COLI 

How sleep the brave, who sink to n 
By all their country's wishes blest ! 
When Spring, with dewy fingers cold. 
Returns to deck their hallow'd mould. 
She there shall dress a sweeter sod 
Than Fancy's feet have ever trod. 

By Fairy hands their knell is rung. 
By forms unseen their dirge is sung ; 
There Honor comes, a pilgrim ^y» 
To bless the turf that wraps their clay; 
And Freedom shall a white repair. 
To dwell a weeping hermit there ! 



§151. Ode to Mercy. Colliv 

STROPHE. 

THOU, who sitt'st a smiling bride 
By Valor's arm'd and awful side. 
Gentlest of sky-born forms, and best «c 

Who oft With sonn, divine to hear, 
Winn' St from his fatal grasp the spei 

And hid'st in wreaths of flowers his b 
sword 1 
Thou who, amidst the death ful field 
By godlike chiefs alone beheld. 

Oft with thy bospm bare art found. 

Pleading forhim the youth who sinks to ( 
See, Mercy, see, with pure and loadcc 
Before thy shrine my country's geniui 

And decks thy altar still, though pien 
many a wound ! 

AXTTISTROPHB. 

When he whom e'en our joys provol 
'Die fiend of Nature, join'd his yoke, 

And rubh'd in wrath to make our isle h 
Thy form, from out thy sweet abod< 
Overtook him on his blasted road. 

And stopp'd his wheels, and look'd 1 
away. 

1 see rccoiTd his sable steeds. 
That bore him bwift to savage deeds 

Thy tender uielting eyes they own, 
O Maid, for all thy love to Briuin sho 
Where Justice bars her iron tow'r. 
To thee we build a roseate bow'r. 
Thou, thou'shalt rule our queen, and si 
monarch's throne. 



§ 152. Ode to Liberty. CoLLIl 

STROPHE. 

Who shall awake the Spartan fife> 
And call in solemn sounds to life 
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TIk voaths whose locks divinely spreading, 
Liie rernal hyacinths in sullen hue. 

At once the hrcath of fear and virtue shedding. 
Applauding Freedom lov*d of old to view ! 

What new Alcseus, fancy-blest, 

Sball sing the swoid in mvrtles drest. 
At Wisdom^s shrine a wnile its flanie conceal- 

(vvhat place so fit to seal a deed renowned ?) 
Tnisne her brightest lightnings round reveal- 
ing, [wound ! 
It leaped in glory forth, and dealt her prompted 
godcKss, in that feelinar hour. 
When moat its sounds would court thy ears. 

Let not my sheilas mis^ided pow'r 
E'er draw thy sad, thy mmdful tears. 
No, Freedom, no, I will not tell. 
How Rome, before thy face, 
^Vith heaviest sound, a giant-statue, fell, 
Piish'd by a wild and ailJess race. 
From off its wide ambitious base. 
When Time his northern sons of spoil awoke, 
And all the blended work of strength and 
VTith many a rude repeated stroke, [grace. 
And many a barbarotis yell, to thousand frag- 
ments broke. 

BPODB. 

Yet, e*eD where'er the least appear'd, 
Th' admiring world thy hand rever*d ; 
SiiU, 'midst the scatter d states around. 
Some remnants of her strength were found : 
Hicy »w, by what escap'd the storm. 
How wondrous rose her perfect form ; 
Hoir in the great, the labor d whole. 
Each mighur master pour*d his soul ; 
For sumiy Florence, seat of art. 
Beneath her vines preserv'd a part. 
Till they, whom science lov*d to name, 
(0 who could fear it?) cjuench*d her flame ; 
And, b, an humbler relic laid 
Id jeilous Pisa's olive shade ; 
See small Marino joins the theme. 
Though least, not last in thy esteem. 
Strike, louder strike th* ennobling strings 
To those whose merchant sons were kings ; 
To him who, dcck'd with pearly pride. 
Id Adria weds his green-hair'd bride : 
Hail, port of glory, wealth, and pleasure. 
Ne'er let me change this Lydian measure ; 



Nor e*er her former pride relate 
To sad Liguria*s bleeding state. 
Ah, no ! more pleased thy haunts I seek 
On wild Helvetians mountains bleak, 
(Where, when the fivor'd of thy choice. 
The daring archer, heard thy voice ; 
Forth from his eyrie rons'd in dread. 
The ravening eagle northward fled :) 
Or dwell in willow'd meads more near. 
With those •to whom thy stork is dear ; 
Those whom the rod of Alva bruis'd ; 
Whose crown a British aueen refns'd ! 
The ma^ic works, thou teerst the strains. 
One holier name alone remains : 
The perfect spell shall then avail. 
Hail, Nymph, adom'd by Britain, hail ! 

ANTISTROPHB. 

Beyond the measure vast of thought. 
The works the wizard time has wrought. 

The Gaul, 'tis held of antique story. 
Saw Britain link'd to his now adverse strandf , 
No sea between, nor cliff sublime and hoary. 
He passed with unwet feet through dl our 
land. 
To the blown Baltic then, they say. 
The wild waves found another way. 
Where Orcas howls, his wolfish mountains 
rounding ; 
Till all the iMinded west at once 'gan rise, 
A wide wild storm e'en nature's selfconfound- 
ing, 
Withering her ^iant sons, with strange un- 
couth surprise. 
This pillar'd earth, so firm and wide. 
By winds and inward labors torn. 
In thunders dread was push'd aside. 

And down the shouldering billows borne. 
And see like gems her laughing train. 

The little isles on every side — • 
Mona^, once hid from those who search'd the 
main. 
Where thousand elfin shapes abide. 
And Wight, who checks the western tide— 
For thee consenting heaven has each be* 
stow'd 
A fair attendant on her sovereign pride ; 

To thee this blest divorce she ow'd, 
For thou hast made her vales thylov'd, thy last 
abode. 



• The Dutch : among whom there are very severe penalties for those who are convicted of 
killing this bird. They are kept tame in almost all their towns, and particularly at the Hague, 
of the arms of which they make a part. The common people of Holland are said to entertain 
a superstitious sentiment, that if the whole species of them should become extinct, they should 
lose their liberties. 

t This tradition is mentioned by several of our old historians. Some naturalists too ha\'e 
endeavoured to support the probability of the fact, by arguments drawn from the correspondent 
disposition of the two opposite coasts. I do not remember that any poetical use has been hi- 
therto made of it. 

X There is a tradition in the Isle of Man, that a Mermaid, becoming enamoured of a young 
man of extraordinary beauty, took the opportunity of meeting him one day as he walked on the 
shore, and opened her passion to him, but was received with a coldness, occasioned by his hor- 
ror and surprise at her appearance. This, however, was so misconstrued by the sea-lady, that, 
in revenge for hb treatment of her, she punished (he whole island, by covering it with a mist, 
so that all who attempted tp carry on any commerce with it, either never arrived at it^ but 
waiidercd up andl|owa the sea, or were on a sudden wrecked \\\x>n lu clifls. 
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Then too, 'tis said, an hoary pile, 
*Midst the green navel of our isle. 
Thy shrine in some religious wood, 
O soul-enforcing^ Goddess, stood 1 
Hiere oft the painted natives* feet 
Were wont thy form celestial meet : 
Though now with hopeless toil we trace 
Time s hackward-rolls, to find its place. 
Whether the fiery-trcssy Dane, 
Or Roman's self oerturn'd the fane. 
Or in what heaven-left age it fell, 
'Twere hard for modem song to tell. 
Yet still, if truth those beams infuse. 
Which guide at oiice and charm the Muse> 
Beyond yon braided clouds that lie. 
Paving tne light-embroider*d sky. 
Amidst the light pavilioned plains. 
The beauteous model still remains. 
There happier than in islands blest. 
Or bowers by Spring or Hebe drest. 
The chiefs who fill our Albion's story. 
In warlike weeds, retir'd in glory. 
Hear their consorted Druids sing 
Their triumphs to th* immortal string. 

How may the poet now unfold 
What never tongue or numbers told ? 
How learn, deli§;hted and amaz*d. 
What hands unknown that fabric rais'd ? 
E*en now, before his favour*d eyes. 
In Gothic pride it seems to rise! 
Yet Grtecia's graceful orders join. 
Majestic, through the mix*d design ; 
The secret builder knew to choose . 
Each sphere-found gem of richest hues : 
Whate er heaven*s purer mould contains. 
When nearer suns emblaze its veins ; 
Hiere on the walls the Patriot's sight 
May ever hang with fresh delight. 
And grav'd with some prophetic rage 
Read Albion's fame through every age. 

Ye forms divine, ye laureate band. 
That near her inmost altar stand I 
Now soothe her, to her blissful train 
blithe Concord's social form to gain. 
Concord, whose mvrtle wand can steep 
E'en Anger's blooa-shot eyes in sleep : 
Before whose breathing bosom's balm 
Rage drops his steel, ahd storms grow calm ; 
Her let our sires and matrons hoar 
Welcome to Britain's ravag'd shore : 
Our youths, enamour'd of the fair, 
Plav with the tangles of her hair ; 
Till, in one loud applauding sound. 
The nations shout to her around— 
O how supremely art thou blest. 
Thou, Lady, thou shalt rule the west! 



§ 163. Ode to a Lady on the Death of Colo- 
nel Charles Ross, in the Action at Fontenoyr 
Written in May, 1745. Collins. 

While lost to all his former mirth, 
Britaiiiiia*s G«mas bends to earth. 



And mourns the fatal day; 
While stain'd with blood he strives to tear 
Unseemly from his setrgreen hair 

The wreaths of cheerful May ; 

The thoughts which musing ptty pays. 
And fond remembrance loves to raise. 

Your faithful hours attend : 
Still Fancy, to herself unkind,^ 
Awakes to grief the soften'd miud. 

And poinu the bleeding friend. 



By rapid Scheld's descending wave. 
His country's vows shall bless the grave. 

Where'er the youth is laid : 
That sacred spot the village hind 
With every sweetest turf shall bind. 

And Peace protect the shade. 

O'er him, whose doom thy virtues grieve. 
Aerial forms shall sit at eve. 

And bend the pensive head ; 
And, fallen to save kis injor*d land. 
Imperial Honor's awful hand 

Shall point his lonely bed 1 

The warlike dead of every age. 
Who fill the fair recordiim page. 

Shall leave their sainted rest ; 
And, half-reclining on his speai^ 
Each wond'ring chief by turns appear. 

To hail the blooming guest. 

Old Edward's sons, unknown to yield. 
Shall crowd from Cressv's laurel'd field. 

And gaze with fix'd delight s 
Again tor Briuin's wrongs they feel. 
Again they snatch the gleam v steel. 

And wish th* avenging fignU 

But, lo ! where sunk in deep despair^ 
Her garments torn, her bosom bare. 

Impatient Freedom lies ! 
Her matted tresses madly spread. 
To every sod which wraps the dead 

She turns her joyless ^es. 

Ne'er shall she leave that lowly ground, 
mi notes of triumph bunting round 

Proclaim her reign restor'd : 
Till William seek the sad retreat. 
And bleeding at her sacred feet 

Present the sated sword. 

If, weak to soothe so soft an heart. 
These pictur'd glories nought impart 

To (fry thy consUnt tear ; 
If yet, in Sorrow's distatit eye, 
Expos'd and pale thou see*st hi)n lie. 

Wild war insulting near : 

Where'er from time thou court*st relief. 
The Muse shall still, with social grief. 

Her gentlest promise keep : 
E'en humble Harting's cottage vale 
Shall learn the sad repeated tale. 

And bid her shepheids weep. 
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{ 154. Ode to Evening. Collins. 
Ir aaeht of oaten stop, or pastoral song» 
May nope, chaste Eve, to soothe thy modest 

I.ike thy own solemn springs, [ear. 

Thy springs, and dying gales; 

O Djrmph reserv*d, while now the bright-hair'd 

sun 
Sits in yon western tent, whose cloudy skirts. 

With brede ethereal wove, 

O'crhang his wavy bed : 

Now air is hush'd, save where the weak-ey\l 

bat [wing, 

M*iih short shrill shriek flies by on leathern 

Or where the beetle w-rnds 

Hii small but sullen horn. 

As oft he rises 'midst the twilight path, 
Aainst the pilgrim borne in heedless hum : 

>'ow teacn me, maid compos'd. 

To breathe some sofien'd strain, 

^Ikm numbers, stealing through thy darkening 

vale. 
May not unseemly with its stillness suit. 

As, rousins slow I hail • 

Thy geniallov^d return ! 

For when ihv foldins-star arising shows 
HisMlv circlet, at his warning lamp. 

Toe tragrant hours, and elves 

Who slept in buds the day. 

And many a nvmph who wreathes her brows 

with srdgai 
And iheds the freshening dew; and, lovelier 
still. 
Hie pensive pleasures sweet, . 
i^tptre thy soadowy car. 

Then let nie rove some wild and heathy scene. 
Or find iimie ruin *midst its dreary dells, 

Whose walls more awful nod 

fif thy religious gleams. 

Or if chill blustering winds, or driving rain, 
iVnent my willing feet, be mine the nut. 

That from the mountain's side 

Views wilds and swelling floods. 

And hauilets brown, and dim-discover'd spires. 
And bears their simple bell, and marks o'er 
all , 

Thy dewy fineen draw 

The gradual dusky veil. 

Tlliile Spring shall pour his show'n, as oft he 

wont. 
And lathe thy breathing tresses, meekest 
Eve! 
While Sumny loves to sport 
Beneath thy llig^ruig light ; 

While sMIow Aiifumn fills thy bp with leaves; 
Or Winter, yelling through the troublous air 

AfFrights thy shrinking train, 

And rudely rends thy robes ; 

So kmg, regardful of thv quiet rule. 
Shall Fancy, Friendship, Science, smiling 
Peace, 

Thy eentlcsit influence own. 

Ami love thy fiivorite name ! 



§155. Ode to Peace, Collins. 

O THOU, who bad'st thy turtles beafr 
Swift from his grasp thy golden hair. 

And sought*st ihy native skies ; 
When War, by vultures drawn from far. 
To Britain bent his iron car. 

And bade his storms arise ! 

Tir'd of his rude tyrannic sway, 
Our^'outh shall fix some festive day. 

His sullen sl)rines to burn : 
But thou, who hear'st the turning spheres. 
What sounds may charm thy partial ears. 

And gain thy lilest return ! 

O Peace, thy inj^r*d robes upbind I 
O rise, and leave not one behind 

Of all thy l>eamy train ! 
The BritisH lion, goddess sweet. 
Lies stretch'd on earth to kiss thy feet, 

And own thy holier reign. 

Let others court thy transient smile. 
But come to grace thy western isle. 

By warlike Honor led ; 
And while around her ports rejoice. 
While all her sons adore thy choice. 

With him for ever wed ! 

§ 156. The Manners. An Ode. Collins* 

Farewell, for clearer ken design'd. 
The dim-discover'd tracts of mind j 
Truths which, from action's paths retir'd. 
My silent search in vain rcquir'd ! 
No more my sail that deep explores. 
No more I search those magic shores. 
What regions part the world of soul. 
Or whence thy streams, Opinion, roll : 
If e'er I round such fairy field. 
Some pow'r impart the spear and shield. 
At which the wizard nassions fly. 
By which the giant follies die! 

Farewell the |)orch, whose roof is seen 
Arch'd with th' enlivening olive's green: 
Where Science, prank'd in tissued vest. 
By Reason, Pride, and Fancy drest, \ 
Comes like a bride, so trim array'd. 
To wed with Doubt in Plato's shade ! 

Youth of the quick uncheated sight. 
Thy walks. Observance, more invite j 
O thou I who lov'st that ampler range 
Where life's wide prospects round thee change. 
And with her mingled sons allied, 
Throw'st the prattling page aside : 
To me in converse sweet impart 
To read in man the native heart; 
To learn where Science sure is found. 
From nature as she lives around ; 
And, paz n;^ oft her mirror true. 
By turns each shifting image view ! 
Till meddling Art's ofiicious lore 
Reverse the lessons taught before^ 
Alluring from a safer rule. 
To dre^un in her enchanted school ; 
Thou, Heaven, whate'er of great we bonst, 
Habt bless'd this social science most. 
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Reliriug hence to thoughtful cell. 
As Fancy breathes her potent spell. 
Not vain she finds the cheerful task : 
In pageant quaint, in motley mask j 
BenoM, before her nnising eyes. 
The countless manners round her rise. 
While, ever varying as they pass. 
To some Contemnt applies her ^lass : 
With these the wnite-rob'd maids combine. 
And those the laughing satyrs join I 
But who is he whom now she views. 
In robe of wild contending hues? 
Thou by the Prions nurs d, I greet 
The comic sock that binds ^y feet I 
O Humor, thou whose name is known 
To Britain*s favor*d isle alone. 
Me too amidst thy band admit. 
There where the young-cy d healthful Wit 
(Whose jewels in his crisped hair 
Are plac d each other's beams to share. 
Whom no delights from thee divide) 
in laughter loos'd attends thy side. 

By old Miletus* who so long 
Has ceas*d his love-inwoven song ; 
By all you taught the Tuscan maids, 
111 changed Italians modern shades ; 
By himf whose knight*s distingubh*d name 
llefin'd a nations lust of fame ; 
Whose tales e*en now, with echoes sweet, 
Castilia*s Moorish hills rc])eat ; 
Or him J, whom Seine's blue nymphs de- 
plore. 
In watchet weeds on Gallia*s shore ; 
Who drew the sad Sicilian maid 
By virtues in her sire betray 'd : 

O Nature boon, from wtiom proceed 
Each forceful thought, each prompted deed ; 
If <but from thee I hope to feel. 
On all my heart imprmt thy seal! 
Let some retreating Cynic nnd 
Those off-turn d scrolls I leave behind. 
The Sports and I this hour agree 
To rove thy sceneful world with thee ! 

§157. The Passions. An Ode for Music. 

Collins. 

When Music, heavenly maid, was young. 
While yet in early Greece she sung, 
Tlie Passions oft, to hear her shelly 
Thiong'd around her ma^c cell. 
Exulting, trembling, ragmg, fainting. 
Possess d beyond the Muses painting > 
By turns they felt the glowing mind 
Disturb*d, delighted, rab*d, refiu*d : 
Till once, 'tis said, when all were fir'd, 
Fiird with fury, rapt, inspired. 
From the supporting myrtles round 
Tliey snatch (1 her instruments of sound : 
And, as they oft had heard apart 
Sweet lessons of her forceful art. 
Each, for Madness rul'd the hour. 
Would prove his own expressive pow'r. 



First Fear his hand, its skill to tij. 
Amid the chords bewilder*d laid. 

And back recoil'd, he knew not why. 
E'en at the sound himself had made. 

Next Anger rush*d, hb eyes on fire. 
In lightnings own*d his secret stings. 

In one rude clash he struck the lyre. 
And swept with hurried haiMl the stri 

'With woeful measures wan Despair, 
Low, sullen sounds his ^ef begird ] 

A solemn, strange, and mingled air, 
Twas sad by nts, by starts 'twas wild. 

But thou, O Hope, with eyes so fair. 
What was thy delighted measure ? 
Still it whisper'd promisM pleasure. 

And bade the lovely scenes at distance I 

Still would her touch the strain prolong 
And from the rocks, the woods, the v 

She caird on Echo still through all the i 
And where her sweetest theme she ch 
A soft responsive voice was heard a 
close, 

And Hope enchanted smil'd, and wai 
golden hair. 

And longer had she sung — but with a fi 

Revenge impatient rose ; 
He threw his blood-stain d sword in tl 
down. 
And with a withering look. 
The war-denouncing trumpet took. 
And blew a blast so loud and dread. 
Were ne'er prophetic sounds so full o 
And ever ana anon he beat 
The doubling drum with furiooa h 
And though sometimes, each dreary pa 
tween. 
Dejected Pity at his side 
Her soul-subduing voice applied. 
Yet still he kept his wild unalter'd mi 
W^hile each strain'd ball of sight seem*d 
ing from his head. 

Thy numbers. Jealousy, to nought wer 

Sad proof of thy distressful state ! 
Of differing themes the veering soi 
mix a ; 
And now it courted Love, now rarin 
on Hate. 

With eyes uprais*d, as one inspired. 
Pale Melancholy sat retir'd. 
And from her wild sequester'd seat. 
In notes by distance made more sweet, 
Pour'd through the mellow horn her 
soul: 
And dashing soft from rocks around, 
BubbliniiC runnels join'd the sound ; 
Through glades and glooms the mingle 
sure stole. 
Or o'er some haunted stream with' fom 
Round an holy calm diffusing. 

Love of peace and lonely musing 
In hollow murmurs died away. 



• Alluding to the Milesian Tales, some of the earliest romances. f Cen-antes. 

X Monsieur Le Sage, author of the incom)Kirablc adventures of Gil Bias de Santillan 
died in Parb in the year 1746. 
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But, O how alter'd was its spqghtlier tone ! 

WhenCheerfulncfli, a nymph ofnealthiest hue. 
Her bow across her shoulder flung. 
Her buskins gemm*d with morning dew. 

Blew an aspiring air, that dale and thicket rung. 
The hunter's call to Faun and Dryad known ; 
Hie oak-crown*d sisters, and their chaste-eyed 

(|ueen. 
Satyrs and sylvan boys, were seen 
Peeping from forth their alleys green ; 

Brown Exercise rejoit:*d to hear. 

And Sport leap'd up, and seiz'd his bcechen spear. 

bst came Joy's ecstatic trial : 
He, with Tiny crown advancing, 

Firrt to the lively pipe his hand addressM, 
Hot soon he saw the brisk-awakening viol, 
Whoiesweetentrancing voice he lov'dthe best : 
Tbey would have thought, who heard the 
strain, 
Hiey saw in Tempe's vale her native maids. 
Amidst the festal sounding shades. 
To tome unwearied minstrel dancing. 
While, as hb flying fingers kiss*d the strings, 

ix>nCram'd with Mirth a gay fantastic round ; 

Lnsewefehertressesseen, her zone unbound j 

And be, amidst his frolic play. 
As if be woukl the charming air repay, 
Sbook thousand odours from his dewy wings. 

Moac, sphere-descended maid. 

Friend of pleasure, wisdom's aid ! 

Wh^, goddess, why to us denied, 

Lijrst thou thy ancient lyre aside ? 

As, in that lov d Athenian bow*r. 

Yob ieam*d an all-commanding pow*r; 

Thj mimic soul, O nymph endeared 1 

Cao well recall what then it heard. 

Where b thy native simple heart, 

Dtrote to virtoe, fancy, art i 

Arise, as in that elder time. 

Warm, energetic, chaste, sublime I 

Thv wonders in that godlike age 

Flu thy recording sister*s page^< 

Tis said, and I believe the tale, 

Tby humblest reed could more prevail, 
Had more of strength, diviner rage. 
Than all which charms this laggard age; 
>Ccn all at once together fonna 
CeriUa*8 mii^led world of sound— 
0, bid our vam endeavours cease, 
Btfvft the just designs of Greece, 
fietum in all thy simple state. 
Confirm the' tales her sons relate I 

f J.'»8. The Paupers Funeral, Crabbe. 

Now once again the gloomy scene explore. 
Less gloomy now, the bitter hour is o'er ; 
The man of many sorrows sighs no more. 
JJp yonder hill behold how sadly slow 
Tne bier moves winding from the vale below ! 
There lies the happy dead, from trouble free. 
And the glad paruh pays the frugal fee. 



No more, O death ! thy victim starts to hear 
Church-wardens stern, or kingly overseer : 
No more the farmer claims his numble bow i 
Thou art hb lord, the best of tyrants thou I 

Now to the church behold the mourners come. 
Sedately torpid, and devoutly dumb : 
The village children now their games suspend. 
To see the bier that bears their ancient friend ^ 
For he was one in all their idle sport. 
And like a monarch rulM their little court; 
The pliant bow he form'd, the flying ball. 
The oat, the wicket, were his labours all ; 
Him now they follow to his grave, and stand 
Silent and sad, and gazing, hand in hand ; 
While bending low, their eager eyes explore 
The mingled relics of the parish poor : 
The bell tolls late, the moping owl flies round, 
Fear marks the flight and magnifies the sound j 
The busy priest, netain'd by weightier care. 
Defers his duty till the day of prayer. 
And waiting long, the crowd retire distrest. 
To think a poor man*8 bones should lie unblest*. 

§ 159. The Village Foundling. Crabbe. 

To name an infant met our village sires. 
Assembled all, as such event rer[uires ; 
Frequent and full the rural sases sate. 
And speakers many urg*d the lonz debate. 
Some nardened knaves who rov'd the country 

round 
Had left a babe within the parish-bound. 
First of the fact they questioned — Was it true 
The child was brought ? — What then remain'd 

to do ? 
Was*t dead, or living? — this was fairly prov'd ; 
*Twas pinched — it roared, and every doubt re- 
moved. 
Then by what name th* unwelcome guest to call 
Was long a question, and it pas$*d them all ; 
For he who lent a name to babe unknown. 
Censorious men might take it for hb own. 
They looked about, they ask*d the name of all^ 
And not one Richard answered to the call: 
Next they inquirM the day when, passing by^ 
Th* unlucky peasant heard the stranger's cry: 
This known, how food and raiment tney might 

give 
Was next debated, for the rogue would live. 
At last with all their words and work content. 
Back to their homes the prudent vestry went. 
And Richard Monday to the work-house sent^ 
There he was pinch u, and pitied, thump'd and 

fe<l. 
And duly took his beatings and his bread ; 
Patient m all control, in all abuse. 
He found ccmtempt and kicking have their use. 
Sad, silent, supple ; bending to the blow, 
A slave of slaves, the lowest of the low ; 
His pliant soul gave way to all things base. 
He knew no shame, he dreaded no disgrace : 
It secm*d, so well his ixissions he suppress'd. 
No feeling stirr'd his ever torpid breast : 

* Some apology is due for the insertion of a circumstance by no means common : that it has 
been a subject for complaint in any place is a sufficient reason for its being reckoned among the 
cvib which may happen to the poor, and which must happen to them exclusively ; nevertheless, it 
bjost to remark, that such n^ect b very rare in any part of the kingdom, and in many parts totally 
unkuowQ. 
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Hiin might the meanest pauper bruise and cheat; 
He was a foot-stool for the beggar's feet ; 
His were the legs that run at all commands, 
They used on all occasions Richard^ s hands : 
His very soul was not his own ; he stole 
As others order'd, and without a dole : 
In all disputes, on either part he lied, 
A iid freely pledg d his oatn on either side : 
In all rebellions Richard joined the rest. 
In all detections Richard first confessed : 
Yet though disgraced, he watch'd his time so 

►veil. 
He rose in favor, when in fame he fell : 
Base was his usage, vile his whole employ. 
And all despisM and fed the pliant bov. 
At length 'tis time he should abroad be sent. 
Was wnbpered near him— and abroad he went ; 
One mom they called him — Richmrd answered 

not; 
They doom'd him hanging — and in time forgot ; 
Yet miss'd him long, as each throughout the 

clan 
Found he had ** better spared a better man." 

Now Richard's talents for the world were fit, 
He*d no small cunningand had some small wit; 
Had il)at calm look which seem'd to all assent. 
And tliat complacent speech which nothing 

meant. 
He'd but one care, and that he strove to hide, 
How best for Richard Monday to provide. 
Steel through opposing plate the magnet draws. 
And steely atoms culls from dust and straws; 
And thus our hero, to hrs int'rest true. 
Gold through all bars and from each trifle drew. 
But still more surely round the world to go. 
This fortune's child had neither friend nor foe. 

Long lost to us at last our man we trace. 
Sir Richard Monday died at Monday Place; 
His lady's worth, his daughter's we peruse. 
And find his grandsons all as rich as Jews : 
He gave reforming charities a sum, [dumb ; 
And bought the blessings of the blind and 
Bequeath d to missions money from the stocks. 
And Bibles issued from his private box: 
But to his na.ive place severely just. 
He left a pittance bound in rigid trust ; 
Two paltry pounds on every quarter's day, 
At church produc'd for forty loaves should ()ay, 
A stinted gift that to the parish shows. 
He kept in mind their bounty and their blows. 

& 160. The rUlage Infidel, Crabbe. 
His a lone house by dead man's dyke way 

stood. 
And his a nightly haunt in lonely wood : 
Each village inu has heard the ruffian boast. 
That he believ'd in neither God nor ghost ; 
That when the sod upon the sinner press'd. 
He, like the saint, had everlasting rest ; 
That never priest believ'd his doctrines true. 
But would^ for profit, own himself a Jew, 
Or worship wood and stone, as honest heathen 
That fools alone on future worlds rely, [do ; 
And all who die for faith, deserve to die. 
These maxims, part, th' attorney's clerk pro- 

fess'd ; 
His own transcendent genius found the rest. 



Our pious matrons heard, and much ainaz*d, 
Gaz'd on the roan, and trembled as they gaz'd 9 
And now his face cxplor'd, and now his feet, 
Man's dreaded foe in this bad man to meet: 
But him our drunkards as thei r champion rais'd. 
Their bishop call'd, and as their hero prais'd ; 
Though most when sober, and the rest, when 

sick. 
Had little question whence hb bishopric. 

But he, triumphant spirit, all things dar'd, 
He poach'd the wood, and on the warren somr'd; 
'Twas his at cards each novice to trepan. 
And call the wants of rogues therij^hts of mao; 
Wild as the winds he let his offspring rove. 
And dcem'd the marriage bond the bane of love. 

What age and sickness for a man so bold 
Had done we know not ; none beheld him dd: 
By night as business urg'd, he sought the wood, 
Tne cfitch was deep, the rain had caus'd a flood. 
The foot-bridge fail'd, he plung d beneath the 

deep. 
And slept, if truth were his, th' eternal sleep. 

§ 161. Funeral of the Lady of the Manor. 

Crabbe. 
Next died the lady who yon hall possen'd. 
And here they brought her noble bones to rest. 
In town she dwelt; forsaken stood the hail. 
Worms eat the floors, the tap'stry fled the wall; 
No fire the kitchen's cheerless crate display*d ; 
No cheerful light the long-clos d sash conveirM ! 
The crawling worm that turns a summer-fly 
Here spun his shroud, and laid him up to die 
The wniter-death, ujwn the bed of state ; 
The bat shrill shrieking woo'd his flickering 

mate: 
To empty rooms the curious came no more. 
From empty cellars turn'd the angry boor. 
And suriy beggars curs'd the ever-bolted A)or. 
To one small room the steward found his way. 
Where tenants followed to complain and pay ; 
Yet no complaint before the lady came. 
The feeling senant spar d the feeble dame. 
Who saw her farms with his observing eyes. 
And auswcr'd all reouests with his replies: 
She came not down ner falling groves to view ; 
Why should she know what one so (aithful 

knew? [heai 

Why come from many clamorous tongues to 
What one so just might whisper in her car ? 
Her oaks or acres, why with care explore. 
Why learn the wants, the sufferings of the poor, 
When one so knowing all their worth could 

trace. 
And one so piteous govem'd in her place? 

Lo ! now, what dismal sons of darkness come 
To bear this daughter of indulgence home. 
Tragedians all, and well arrang'd in black ! 
Who nature, feeling, force, expression lack ; 
Who cause no tear, but gloomily pass by. 
And shake the sables in the wearied eye. 
That turns disgusted from the pompous scene. 
Proud without grandeur, with profession mean. 
The tear for kindness past affection owes. 
For worth deceas'd the sigh from reason flows ; 
E'en well-feign'd passions for our sorrows call, 
And real tears for mimic miseries fall ; 
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But this poor farce has neither truth nor art 
To please the fancy, or to touch the heart; 
Unlike the darkness of the sky, that pours 
On the dry ground its fertilizing showers; 
Uilike to that which strikes the soul with dread, 
Wlien thunders roar, and forky fires are shed : 
Dark but not awful, dismal but yet mean, g 
With anxious bustle moves the cumbrous scene; 
Pmeots no objects, tender or profound. 
But spreads its cold unmeaning gloom around. 
Wnen woes are feignM, how ill such forms 
appear. 
And oh ! how needless when the woe*s sincere ! 
Slow to the vault they come with heavy tread. 
Bending beneath the lady and her lead ; 
A cise of elm surrounds that ponderous chest, 
Ckae on that case the crimson velvet's press*d ; 
Ungra*n>us this, that to the worm denies 
Widi niggard caution his appointed prize ; 
For now, e*er yet he works his tedious way 
Thro* cloth, and wood, and metal, to his prey. 
That prey dissolving shall a mass remain [clain. 
That fancy loathes, and worms themselves dis- 
Botsee, the master-mourner makes his way 
To end his office for the cofRnM clay, 
Plcatt'd that our rustic men and minds behold 
Hisphte like silver, and his studs like gold ; 
AstDcraDproach to spell the age, the name. 
And all ttie titles of tn illustrious dame :— 
This as (my duty done) some scholar read, 
A village father looked disdain, and said-~ 
" Away* my friends! why take such pains to 

knaw 
What some brave marble soon in church shall 

show? 
^Iien; not alone her gracious name shall stand, 
But how she liv*d the blessing of the land ; 
How much we all deplor*d the noble dead, 
Wkatgroans we utter'd, and what tears we shed ; 
Teais true as those which in the sleepy eyes 
Ofweepiii^ cherubs on the stone shall rise ; 
Tail true as those, which, ere she found her 



grave, 
Hie noble 



lady to our sorrows gave.** 



{ \^. Funeral of an ancient Maiden. C k a b be . 
Dowv by the church-way walk, and where 
the brook 
^Vinds round thechancel like a shepherdV crook, 
lothatsmall house, with those great pales before. 
Where jasmine trails on cither side the door. 
Where those dark shrubs that now grow wild at 

will. 
Were dipt in form, and tantalized with skill ; 
Where cockles blanch'd, and pebbles neatly 

spread, 
Fonn*d shining borders for the larkspur bed ; 
There liv*d a lady wise, austere, ancl nice. 
Who showed her virtue by her seorn of vice: 
In the dear fashions of her youth, she dress'd, 
A pca-creen Joseph was her fav>ite vest. 
Erect she stood, she walked with stately mien, 
Ught WIS her length of stays, and she was tall 
and lean. 
There long she liv'd in maiden state immur'd 
From looks of love, and treacherous man se- 
cured ; 



Thouch evil fame (but that was long before) 
Had blown her dubious blastat Catharifie's door. 
A captain Huther, rich from India came. 
And though a cousin called, it touched her fame ; 
Her annual stipend rose from his behest. 
And all the long-priz'd treasures she possess'd : 
If Smght like joy a while appear'd lo !>tay 
In that stern face; and chase those frowns away, 
'Twas when her treasures she dispos'd for view. 
And heard the praises to their s|>leridor due ; 
Silks beyond price, so rich they'd stand alone. 
And diamonds blazing on the buckled zone; 
Rows of rare pearls by curious workmen set. 
And bracelets fair, in box of glossy jet: 
Bright polished amber, precious from its size 
Or forms, the fairest fancy could devise ; 
Her drawers of cedar, shut with secret springs. 
Concealed the watch of gold and rubied rings ; 
Letters, long proofs of love, and verses 6ne, 
Round the pinkM rims of Crispin valentine. 
Her china closet, cause of daily care. 
For woman*s wonder held her |)encird ware; 
That picturM wealth of China and Japan, 
Like its cold mistress, shunned the eve of man. 
Her neat small room, adorned with maiden 
taste, 
A dipt French puppy, first of fav'rites, grac*d; 
A parrot next, but dead and stiiff*d with art 
(For Poll, when living, lost his lady's heart. 
And then his life ! for he was heard to speak 
Such frightful words as ting'd his lady's cheek) ; 
Unhappy bird ! who had no power to prove. 
Save by such speech, his gratitude and love; 
A grey old cat nis whiskers lick'd beside, 
A type of sadness in the house *of pride : 
The polish'd surface of an India cnest, 
A elassy globe in frame of ivory prest. 
Where swam two finny creatures, one of gold. 
Of silver one, both beauteous to behold : 
All these were form'd the guiding taste to suit. 
The beasts wcll-manner'd, and the fishes mute. 
A widow'd aunt was there, compell'd by need 
The nymph to flatter, and her tribe to feed ; 
Who, veiling well her scorn, endur'd the clog 
Mute as the fish, and fawninp; as the dog. 

As years increas'd, these treasure:^, her delight 
Arose in value in their owner's bight: 
A miser knows that, view it as he will, 
A guinea kept, is but a guinea stilf; 
And so he puts it to its proper use. 
That sometnin^ more this guinea may produce: 
Hut silks and rings in the possessor's eyes 
The oftener seen, the more in value rise. 
And thus are wisely hoarded to bestow 
On pride that governs, pleasure that will grow : 
Hut what avail d their worth, if worth had they. 
In the sad summer of her slow decay ? 

Then we beheld her turn an anxitms look 
From trunks and chests, and fix it on her book, 
A rich-bound book of prayer the ca]>iain gave 
(Some princess had it, or was s.Iii to have). 
And then once more on all her stores l(M)k round. 
And draw a sigh so piteous and profound. 
That told, ** Alasl how hard from thee to part. 
And for new ho()e)i and habit> form the heart: 
What shall I do (she cried), my peace of mind 
To gain in dying, and to die resigned V 
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Here we returned — " These baubles cast asidcy 
Nor give thy God a rival in th^ pride ; 
Thy closet snut, and ope thy kitchen door. 
There own thy failings — here invite the poor ; 
A friend of mammon let thy bounty make. 
For widows* prayers thy vanities forsake. 
And let the hungry of thy pride partake ; 
Then shall thy inward e);e with joy survey ^^ 
The anael Mercy tempering Deatns delay." 
Alas T 'twas nard ; the treasures still had 

charms, 
Hope still its flattery, sickness its alarms; 
Still was the same unsettled cloudy view. 
And the same plaintive cry ** What shall I do?" 
Nor change appear*d : for when her race was 

run, 
Poubtful we all exclaimed, " What has been 

done ?" 
Apart she livM, and still she lies alone ; 
Yon earthly heap awaits the flattVing stone. 
On which invention shall be long employM 
To show the various worth of Catharine Lloyd. 

§ 163. Funeral of Isaac Ashford, a virtuous 

Peasant, Crabbe. 

Noble he was, condemning all^things mean. 
His truth unquestioned, and his soul serene ; 
Of no man's presence Isaac felt afraid ; 
At no man s question Isaac look'd dismayed *• 
Shame knew nim not, he dreaded no disgrace, 
Truth, simple truth, was written in his face ; 
Yet while the serious thought his soul approv'd. 
Cheerful he seeinM, and gentleness he lov*d : 
To bliss domestic he his heart resign*d. 
And with the firmest had the fondest mind. 
Were others joy ful, he look'd smiling on. 
And gave allowance when he needed none ; 
Good he refus'd with future ill to buy. 
Nor knew a joy that caus'd reflection s sigh ; 
A friend to virtue, his unclouded breast 
No envv stung, no jealousy distressed ; 
Bane ot the poor! it wounds their weaker mind 
To miss one favor which their neighbours find. 
Yet far was he from stoic pride remov'd. 
He felt humanely, and he warmly lov*d. 
I mark'd his action when his infant died. 
And his old neighbour for ofl*ence was tried ; 
Thestill tears stealing down that furrow'd cheek 
Spoke pity plainer than the tongue can speak. 
It pride were his, *twas not their vulgar pride 
Who, in their base contempt, the great deride; 
Nor pride in learning, though my clerk agreed. 
If fate should call him, Ashford might succeed; 
Nor pride in rustic skill, although ne knew. 
None his superior, and his equals few : 
But if that spirit in his soul had place. 
It was the jealous pride that shuns disgrace ; 
A pride in honest fame, by virtue gained. 
In sturdy boys to virtuous labors train'd ; 
Pride in thcpovverthat guards his country's coast, 
And all that Englishmen enjoy and boast; 
Pride in a life that slander's tongue defy'd ; 
In fact, a noble passlun, inisnani'd pride. 

He had no party's rage, no sect'ry's whim, 
Chrbtian and country was all with him : 
True to his church he came, no Sunday shower 
Kept him at home in that importaui nour; 



Nor his firm feet could one persuading tect» 
By the strong ^lare of their new-light, direct j 
On hope in mine own sober light I gue. 
But should be blind and lose it in your bbte. 
In times severe, when many a sturdy swain 
Felt it his pride, his comfort, to complain ; 
Isaac their wants would soothe, his own would 

hide. 
And feel in that his comfort and his pride. 
At length he found, when seventy years were 
run. 
His strength departed, and his labor done ; 
When, save his honest fame, he kept no more. 
But lost his wife, and saw his chilnren poor : 
'Twas then a spark of— (say not discontent). 
Struck on his mind, and thus he gave it rtSLt : 
" Kind are your laws, 'tis not to be deny d. 
That in yon house for ruin d age provide ; 
And they are just ; when yoang we give yoo all. 
And then for comforts in our weakness call ; 
Why then this proud reluctance to be fed. 
To join your poor, and eat the parish bread I 
But yet 1 lin^r, loath with him to feed. 
Who gains his plenty by the sons of need ; 
He who by contract all your paupers took 
And gauges stomachs with an anxious look t 
On some old master 1 could well depend ; 
See him with joy, and thank him as a friend ; 
But ill on him who doles the day*s supply. 
And counts our chances who at night may die. 
Yet help me Heaven ! and let me not complain 
Of what befalls me, but the fate sustain.' 
Such were his thoughts, and so resign'd he 
grew. 
Daily he plac'd the work-house in his view ; 
But came not there, for sudden was his fine. 
He dronp'd, expiring at his cottage gate. 

I feel his absence in the hours of prayer. 
And view his seat, and sigh for Isaac tnere : 
I see no more those white locks thinly sptead 
Round the bald polish of that honor d head ; 
No more that awful glance on playful wight 
Compell'd to kneel, and tremble at the sight. 
To fold his fingers all in dread the while. 
Till Mister Ashford soften'd to a smile ; 
No more that meek and suppliant look in prayer. 
Nor the pure faith, to give it force, are there; 
But he is blest, and I lament no more 
A wise good man, contented to be poor. 

§ ]64. An Epistle addressed to Sir Thowsas 
Hanmer, on his Ediiion of Skakspearet 
Works. CoLLiMS. 

While, born to bring the Muse's happier 

days, 
A patriot's hand protects a poet's lays ; 
While nurs'd by you, she sees her myrtles 

bloom. 
Green and unwither'd, o'er his honor'd tomb ; 
Excuse her doubts, if yet she fears to tell 
What secret transports in her bosom swell ; 
With conscious awe she hears the critic's fame. 
And blushing, hides her wreath at Sbakspeare's 

name. 
Hard was the lot those injor'd strains endur'd, 
Unown'd by Kience, and by yean obscur'd* 
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Fair Faiiqr wept; and echoioff sighs confessed 
A fiz'd despair lo every tnneful breast. 
Not with more ^nef th* afflicted swains appear, 
MTbcn wintry winds deform the plenteous year ; 
Wlien lingering froets the ruin'd seats invade. 
Where Peace resorted, and the Graces play*d. 

Each rising art by just gradation moves. 
Toil builds on toil, and age on age improves : 
The Muse alone unequal dealt her ra^e. 
And fvac*d with noblest pomp her earliest stage. 
PlresaT*d through time, the speaking scenes 

impart 
Each cbatijeeful wbh of Phaedra's tortured heart : 
Or paint the curie that mark*d the Theban's 

reign*; 
A bed incestuoofl, and a father slain : 
With kind concern oor pitying eyes o'erflow. 
Trace the sad tale, and own anotner*s woe. 

To Rome remov*d, with wit secure to please. 
The comic sisters keep their native ease. 
With jealous fear declininK Greepe beheld 
Her own Menander's art almost exceird ! 
Bat etery Muse essay'd to raise in vain 
Sone labor d riral or her tragic strain ; 
Iliisiis* boiels, though transferr*d with toil, 
Dioop'd their fiiir feaves, nor knew th* un- 
Irieodly soil. 
As arts czpirVl, resistless Dulness rose ; 
Godis, priests, or Vandals — all were learning*s 

TiO t Jolios first recalFd each exil*d maid. 
And Cosmo own*d them in th* Etrurian shade. 
Then, deeply skill'd in love*8 engaging theme. 
The soft rrofen^al pass*d to Arno*8 stream : 
With naceful ease the wanton lyre he strui>g, 
Sweet flow*d the lays-— but love was all he sung. 
The ny description could not fail to move ; 
For, Ted by nature, all are friends to love. 

Bat heaven, still various in its works, decreed 
Thit perfect boost of time should last jtucceed. 
Hie ixauteous union must appear at length 
Of Tuscan ftncy and Athenian strength ; 
Ose greater Muse £liza*s reign adorn. 
And e*en a Shakspeare to her fame be bom ! 

Yet ah! so brignther morning*s opening ray, 
la vain our Britain hop*d an equal day 1 
No ieoond erowth the western isle could bear, 
At onee eschausted with too rich a year. 
Too nicely Jonson knew the critic's part ; 
Nature in him was almost lost in art. 
Of softer mould the gentle Fletcher came, 
' The next in order, as the next in name : 
With pleas*d attention * midst his scenes we find 
Esdi glowing thought that warms the female 

mind; 
Eaeh melting sigh, and every tender tear. 
The lover's wishes, and the virgin's fear. 
His X every strain the Smiles and Graces own : 
Bat stronger Shakspeare felt for man alone : 



Drawn by his pen, our ruder passions stand 
Th' unrivall'd picture of his early hand. 

With § gradual steps, and slow^ exacter France 
Saw Art's fair empire o'er her shores advance ; 
By length of toil a bright perfection knew. 
Correctly bold and just in all she drew. 
Till late Corneille, with Lucan's || spirit fiT'd, 
Breath'd the free strain, as Rome and he in- 

spir'd ; 
And classic judgement gain'd to sweet ilacinc 
The temperate strength of Maro's chaster line. 

Iftut wider far the British laurel spread. 
And wreaths less artful crown our poet's head. 
Yet he alone to every scene could give 
Th* historian's truth, and bid the manners live. 
Wak'd at his call, I view with glad surprise 
Majestic forms of mighty monarchs rise. 
There Henry'strumpets spread their loud alarms. 
And laurell d conquest waits her hero's arms. 
Here gentler Edward claims a pitying sigh. 
Scarce bom to honors, and so soon to die 1 
Yet shall thy throne, unhappy infant, bring 
No beam ot comfort to the guilty king : 
The time shall come when Glo'ster s heart shall 

bleed. 
In life's last hours, with horror of the deed : 
When dreary visions shall at last present 
Thy vengeful image in the midnight tent ; 
Thy hand unseen the secret death shall bear. 
Blunt the weak sword, and break th* oppressive 

spear. 
Where'er we turn, by fancy charmed, we find 
Some sweet illusion ot the cheated mind. 
Oft, wild of wing, she calls the soul to rove 
With humbler nature, in the rural grove ; 
W^here swains contented own the quiet scene. 
And twilight fairies tread the circled green : 
Dress'd by her hand, the woods and valleys 

smile. 
And spring diffusive decks th* enchanted isle. 
O, more than all in powerful genius blest. 
Come, take thine empire o'er the willing 

breast ! 
Whate'er the wounds this youthful heart shall 

feel. 
Thy songs support me, and thy morals heal I 
There every thought the poet's warmth may 

raise. 
There native music dwells in all the lays. 
O, might some verse with happiest skill per- 
suade 
Expressive picture to adopt thine aid, 
W^hat wonarous draughts might rise from every 

page! 
What other Raphaels charm a distant age ! 

Methinks e'en now I view some free design. 
Where breathing nature lives in every line: 
Chaste and subdu'd the modest lights decay. 
Steal into shades, and mildly melt away. 



* The CEdipus of Sophocles. t Julius II. the immediate predecessor of Leo X. 

I The characters are thus distinguished by Mr. Dryden. 

§ About the time of ShaK^peare, the poet Hardy was in great repute in France. He wrote, 
aeoording to Fontenelle, six hundred nlays. The French poets afler him applied themselves in 
XOieral to the correct improvement ot the stage, which was almost totally disregarded by those 
of our own country, Jonson excepted. 

B The Civoiite author of the elcler Corneille. 
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—And sec, where Antony*, in tears approv*d. 
Guards the pale relics of the chief he lov'd : 
O'er the cold corse the warrior seems to hend, 
Deep sunk in grief, and mourns his murderM 

friend ! 
Still as they press, he calls on all around. 
Lifts the torn rohe, and points the bleeding 

wound. 
But who is hef whose brows exalted bear 
A wratfi imnaticnt, arid a fiercer air? 
Awake to all that injur'd worth can feel, 
Qn his own Rome he turns th* avenging steel. 
Yet shall not war's insatiate fury fall 
(So Heaven ordains it) on the destin'd wall. 
See the fond mother, *midst the plaintive train. 
Hang on his knees, and prostrate on the plain ! 
Touch'd to the soul, in vain he strives to hide 
The son's affection in the Roman's pride : 
O'er all the man conflicting passions rise. 
Rage grasps the sword, while pity melts the 

eyes. 
Tlius, generous Critic, as thy bard inspires, 
The sister arts shall nurse their drooping fires; 
Each from his scenes her stores alternate bring. 
Blend the fair tints, or wake the vocal string : 
Those Sibyl-leaves, the sport of every wind> 
(For poets ever were a careless kind) 
By thee dispos'd, no farther toil demand. 
But, just to nature, own thy forming hand. 
So spread o'er Greece, th' harmonious whole 

unknown. 
E'en Honker's numbers charm'd by parts alone; 
Their own Ulysses scarce had wander'd more. 
By winds and waters, cast on every shore : 
When rais'd by fate, some former Hanmer 

join d 
Each beauteous image of the boundless mind ; 
And bade, like thee, his Athens ever claim 
A fond alliance with the Poet's name. 



§ 165. Dirge in Cymheline, sung ly Guiderius 
and Arviragus over Ftdele, supposed to he 
dead, Collins. 

To fair Fidele's crassy tomb 

Soft maids and village hinds shall bring 
Each opening sweet oi earliest bloom. 

And rifle all the breathing Spring. 

No wailing ghost shall dare appear 
To vex with shrieks this quiet grove ; 

But shepherd lads assemble here, 
And melting virgins own their love. 

No wilhcr'd witch shall here be seen. 
No goblins lead their nightly crew; 

The female fays shall haunt the Kreen, 
And dress thy grave with pearly dew. 

The red-l»reasi oft at evening hours 

Shall kindly lend his little aid. 
With hoary moss, and gathered flow*rs. 

To deck the ground where thou art laid. 

• See the tragedy of Julius Caesar. 

1 See Mr.Spence's Dialogue on the Odvssey. 
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When howling winds, and beating rain. 
In tempests shake thy sylvan cell ; 

Or 'midst the chase on every plain. 
The tender thought on thee shall dwell : 

Each lonely scene shall thee restore ; 

For thee the tear be duly shed ; 
Belov'd, till life can charm no more ; 

And mourn'd, till Pity's self be dead. 



§ \Q6, Ode on the Death of Mr. Thomson. 

Collins. 

The Scene of the following Stanzas w supposed 
to lie on the Thames, near Richmond. 

In yonder grave a Druid lies. 

Where slowly winds the stealing wave ; 
The year's best sweets shall duteous rise 

To deck its Poet's sylvan grave. 

In yon deep bed of whispering reeds 
His airy harp§ shall now be laid ^ 

That he whose heart in sorrow bleeds. 
May love through life the soothing shade. 

Then maids and youths shall linger here. 
And, while its sounds at distance swell. 

Shall sadly seem in Pity's ear 

To hear the woodland pilgrim's knell. 

Remembrance oft shall haunt the shore 
When Thames in summer wreaths is drest. 

And oft suspend the dashing oar 
To bid his gentle spirit rest ! 

And oft as Ease and Health retire 

To breezy lawn, or forest deep. 
The friend shall view yon whitening || spire. 

And 'mid the varieu landscape weep: 

But thou, who own'st that earthly bed. 
Ah ! what will every dirge avail ! 

Or tears, which Love and Pity shed. 
That mourn beneath the gliding sail ! 

Yet lives there one whose heedless eye 
Shall scorn thy pale shrine elimmering Dears 

With him, sweet bard, may Fancy die. 
And Joy desert the blooming year I 

But thou, lorn stream, whose sullen tide 
No sedge-crow n'd sisters now attend. 

Now wait me from the green hill's side. 
Whose cold turf hides the buried friend! 

And see, the fairy valleys fade ; 

Dun night has veil'd the solemn view; 
Yet once again, dear parteil shade. 

Meek nature's child, again adieu ! 

The genial meads assign'd to bless 

Thy life^, shall mourn thy early doom I 

There hinds and shepherd girls shall dress 
With simple hanus thy rural tomb. 

f Coriolanus. 



The Harp of ^olus,''of which see a description in the Castle of Indolence. 
II Mr. Thomson was buried in Richmond church. 
% Mr. Thomson resided in the neighbourhood of Richmond some time before his death. 
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Long, long, thy stone and pointed clay 
Shall melt the musing Briton s eyes ; 

Tales and wild woods, shall he say. 
Id jondcr grave your Druid lies ! 



j 167. Verses written on a Paper which con- 
tained a Piece of Bride Cake, 

COLtlNS. 

Yi corious hands, that, hid from vulgar eyes, 
By search profane shall find this hallowed 
cake. 

With virtue's awe forbear the sacred prize. 
Nor dare a theft, for love and pity's sake ! 

Hib precious relic, form'd by magic pow*r. 
Beneath the shepherd's haunted pillow laid, 

Was meant by love to charm the silent hour. 
The secret present of a matchless maid. 



1 doubt na, whyles, but thou may thieve : 
What then ? poor beastie, thou maun live i 
A diamen-icker in a tkrave 

'S a sma* request ; 
ril get a blessing wi* the lave. 

An* never miss*t 1 

Thy wee bit housie, too, in ruin ! 
Its silly wa's the wins arc strewing: 
An' naething, now, to big a new ane 

0' foggage green ! 
An* bleak December's wind ensuing, 

Baith snell and keen ! 

Thou saw the field laid bare and waste. 
An' weary winter coming fast. 
An' cozie here, beneath Uie blast. 

Thou thought to dwell. 
Till, crash ! the cruel coulter past. 

Out thro' thy cell. 



The Orpnan queen, at Hymen s fond request, | -ph^t wee bit heap o'leaves an' stibble ! 

Each nice mgredicnt chose with happiest art; n^g ^ost thee moiiie a weary nibble! 
Fears,5ighs, and wishes of th enammir d breast, | ^^^^ ^i^^^j.^ ^^^a'd out, for a' thy trouble, 

Aod pams that please, are mix d m every part. g^jjh house or hald. 

With 10^ hand the spicy fruit she brought. 



From Paphian hills, and fair Cythcrea^s isle ;< 
And tempered sweet with these the melting 
thought, * 

The kiss ambrosial, and the yielding smile; 

Ambigiious looks, that scorn and yet relent ; 

Deoiak mild, and firm unalter'cl truth ; 
Rdtietant pride, and amorous faint consent. 

And mcetiog ardours, and exulting youth. 

Sleep, wayward god, hath sworn, while these 
remain, 
\rtth flattering dreams to dr)* his^ nightly 
tear; 
And cheerful Hope, so oft invok'd in vain, 
W'uh fairy songs shall soothe his pensive ear. 

ir, bound by vows to friendship's gentle side. 
And fond of soul, thou hop'st an equal grace. 

If louth or maid thy joys and griefs divide, 
much entreated, leave this fatal place. 

^weet Peace, who long hath shunn'd my plain- 
tive day, 

CoQsentfl at length to bring me short delight ; 
IV eareless stent may scare her doves away. 

And Grief with raven note usurp the night. 



i 1^8. To a Mouse, on turning her up in her 
A'«/ with the Plough, November, 178.^. 

Burns. 

^tE, sleekit, cowrin, tim'rous beastie, 
l^^hat a panic*s in thy breastie ! 
^<H)a need na start away sae hasty, 

Wi' bickering brattle ! 
1 wad be bith to rin an* chase thee, 

Wi' murd'ring pattle ! 

1 m truly sorry man's dominion, 
'^broken nature's social union. 
An' justifies that ill o])inion, 

Which makes thee startle 
*^ Qe, thy poor earth-born companion. 

An* JtUow-'mortaL 



To thole the winter's sleety dribble. 
An cranreuch cauld ! 

But, Mousie, thou art no thy lane. 
In proving foresight may be vain : 
The best-laid schemes o mice an* men 

Gang aft a-glev. 
An' Ica'e us nought but grief an' pain 

For promis'djoy 1 

Still thou art blest, compar'd wi' me! 
The present only loucheth thee ; 
But, och ! I backward cast my e'e 

On prospects drear ! 
An' forward, though I canna see, 

1 guess au fear. 



§ 169. To a Mountain Daisy ^ on turning one 
down with the Plough, in April, 1 786. 

Burks. 

Wee, modest, criins<)n-tip|}ed flow'r, 
Thou's met uic in an evil hour; 
For I maun crush uuun^ the stoure 

Thy slender stem : 
To spare thee now is p;ist my pow'r. 

Thou bonie geui ! 

Alas! its no thy ncebor sweet. 
The bonie lark, companion meet! 
Bending thee 'mang the dewy weel ! 

Wi' spreckl'd breast. 
When upwards springing, blythe, to greet 

The purpling cast. 

Cauld blew the bitier biting north 
Upon thy early humble birth; 
Yet cheerfully thou glinted forth 

Amid the storm, 
Scarce rcar'd al)o\e ilie prent-carth 

Thy tender form. 

The flaunting flow'rs our gardens yield, 
High sheltering woods an wa's maun shield ; 
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But thou, beneath the random bield 

O' clod or stane. 
Adorns the histie stibblejield. 

Unseen, alane. 

There in thy scanty mantle clad. 
Thy snawie bosom sunward spread. 
Thou lifts thy unassuming head 

In numble guise ;. 
But now the share up tears thy bed. 

And low thou lies I 

Such is the fate of artless maid. 
Sweet flowret of the rural shade, 
By love's simplicity betray'd. 

And guiltless trust. 
Till she, like thee, all solFd is laid 
- Low i* the dust. 

Such is the fate of simple bard. 

On life's rough ocean luckless starr d \ 

Unskilful he to note the card 

O^ prudent lore. 
Till hillows rage, and gales blow hard. 

And whelm him o*er ! 

Such fate to suffering Worth is giv'n. 
Who long with wants and woes has striv'n. 
By human pride or cunning driv'n 

To Mis'ry s brink. 
Till wrcnch'd of ev*ry stay but Heaven, 

He ruin a sinlc ! 

E'en thou who mourn'st the Daisy's fate. 
That fate is thine — no distant date: 
Stern ruin's plough-share drives elate 

Full on thy bloom ; 
Till, crush'd beneath the furrow's weight, 
* Shall be thy doom ! 



f 170. ^n Essay upon unnatural Flights in 
Poetry. Landsdowne. 

As when some image of a charming face. 
In living paint, an artist tries to trace. 
He carefully consults each beauteous line. 
Adjusting to his object his design ; 
We praise the piece, and give the painter fame. 
But as the brignt resemblance speaks the dame : 
Poets are limneis of another kmd, 
I'o copy out ideas in the mind ; 
Words are the paint by which their thoughts 

are shown. 
And Nature is their object to be drawn : 
The written picture we applaud or blame 
But as the just proportions are the same. 
Who, driven with unsovemable fire. 
Or void of art, beyond these bounds aspire. 
Gigantic forms and monstrous births atone 
Prorluce, which Nature sbock'd disdains to 

own. 
By true reflection I would see my face ; 
Why brings the fool a magnifying glass? 
** But poetry in fiction takes delignt. 
And mountmg in bold figures out of si^ht. 
Leaves truth behind in her audacious flight : 
Fables and metaphors that always lie. 
And rash hyperboles that soar so high. 
And every omameiit of vcibc most die.* 



ti 



Mistake me not : no figures I exclude. 
And but forbid intemperance, not food. 
Who would with care some happy fiction fraoi 
So mimics truth, it looks the veiyteme; 
Not rais'd to force, or feign*d in Nature's icor 
But meant to grace, illustrate, and adorn. 
Important truths still let your fables hold. 
And moral mysteries witn art unfold : 
Ladies and beaux to please is all the task; 
But the sharp critic will instruction ask. 
As veils transparent cover, but not hide. 
Such metaphors appear, when right applied ; 
When thro* the phrase we plainly see the sent 
Tnith with such obvious meanings will dispen 
The reader what is reason's due believes. 
Nor can we call that false which not decdf< 
Hyperboles, so daring and ao bold. 
Disdaining bounds, are yet by rules contrdr 
Above the clouds, but yet within our sight. 
They mount with Trutn, aqd make a tow'ri: 

flight ; 
Presenting things impossible to view. 
They wander through incredible to true. 
Falsehoods thus mix'd like metals axe refinV 
And Truth, like silver, leaves the dross behii 
Thus Poetry has ample space to soar. 
Nor needs forbidden regions to explore ; 
Such vaunts as his, who can with patience ra 
Who thus describes his hero when he's deid 
'* In heat of action slain, yet scorns to fall. 
But still maintains the war, and flshts at 

All ?" 
The noisy culverin, o'erchaig'd, lets flj. 
And bursts, unaiming, in the fended sky ; 
Such frantic flights are like a madman's dieai 
And nature sutters in the wild extreme. 
The captive cannibal, opprest with chains. 
Yet braves his foes, reviles, provokesj^isdaii 
Of nature fierce, untameabie, and proud. 
He bids defiance to the gapins crowd ; 
And spent at last, and speechKss, as lie lies, 
With fiery glances mocKs their rage, and di 
This is the utmost stretch that nature can. 
And all beyond is fulsome, folse and vain. 
The Roman wit, who impiously divides 
His hero and his gods to oifierent sides, 
I would condemn, but that in spite of sense 
The admiring world still stands in hu definM 
The gods permitting traitors to saccnd. 
Become not parties m an impious deed ; 
And by the tyrant's murder, we may find 
That Oato and the gods were of a mind. 
Thus forcing truth with such preposterc 

praise. 
Our characters we lessen when we'd raise: 
Like castles built by magic art in air. 
That vanish at approach, such thouj^hts appe 
But, rais'd on truth by some judicious hand 
As on a rock they shall for ages stand. 
Our king return'd, and banish'd peace restor* 
The Muse ran mad to see her exil'd lord ; 
On the crack'd stage the Bedlam heroes roai 
And scarce could speak one reasonable won 
Dryden himself, to please a frantic age. 
Was forc'd to let his judgement stoop to ra| 
To a wild audience he conform'd his voice, 
G>mplied to custom, but not err*d thro* choi 
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Dean then the people's, not the writer's sin, I 
Ahnantoff^s rage, and rants of Maximin ; 
That ibry tpeot in each elaborate piece. 
He vies lor nme with ancienlRome and Greece. 
RoKomroon first, then Mulgirax-e rose, like 

li^t. 
To clear our darkness, and to gmde our flieht : 
With steady judgement, and in lofty sounds, 
Tbcy gare us patterns, and they set us bounds. 
The Stagyrite and Horace laid aside e 
lnfiDrm*d by them, we need no foreign guide. 
Who seek from poetry a lasting name. 
May horn their lessons learn the road to fame; 
Bat let the bold adventurer be sure 
Thit every line the ton of truth endure ; 
On this foundation may the fabric rise, 
Fim and unshaken, till it touch the skies. 
From pulpits banith'd, from the court, from 

lore, 
Ah8Ddon*d Truth seeks shelter in the grove: 
Cberi^, ye Muses, the forsaken fair. 
And take into your train this beauteous wan- 
derer* 



( 171. To Mr. Spence, prefixed to the Essay 
M Pope'j Odifssey, Pitt. 



A strict integrity, devoid of art ; 
The sweetest manners, and sincerest heart ; 
A soul, where depth of sense and iancy meet ; 
A judgement brighten*d by the beams of wit— 
VVere ever yours : be what you were before. 
Be still yourself; the world can ask no more. 



Tis do n c » res tor'd by thy immortal pen. 
The critic's noble name revives again : 
Once more that great, that injur a name we see 
Shine forth alike in Addison and thee. 

like ears, our critics haunt the poet*s feast, 
Aad feed on scraps refus'd by every guest ; 
From the old Tbracian* dog they learn*d the 



.To laari in want, and grumble o*er their prey : 
As thm^ thcygrudgd themselves the joys 

tlMyfcd, 
Vez*d to be charm'd, and pleased ag^iinst their 

win. 

Such tbdr inverted taste, that we expect 
ForfiijDllalbeir thanks, for beauties their neglect. 
So the feJI snake rejects the fragrant flow rs, 
Aod every poison of the field devours. 

Like bold Looginua of immortal fame. 
You read your poet with a poet*s flame ; 
Whh his, yoor gen*rous raptures still aspire ; 
The critic Kindles when the bard's on fire. 
Bat when some lame, some limping Hne de- 
mands 
The friendly succour of 3^ur healing hands ; 
The feather of vour pen drops balm around. 
And plays ana tickles, while it cures the 
wound. 

While Pope's immortal labor we suney. 
We stand all dazxled wkh excess of day; 
Blind with the glorious blaze— -to vulgar sieht 
Twas one bright mass of undistingiiisn*d light; 
But, like the towering eagle, you alone 
Discem*d the spots and splendors of the sun. 

To point out foults, yet never to ofJend ; 
TV> pl^ the critic> yet preserve the friend : 
A hfe well spent, that never lost a day ; 
An easy spirit, innocently gay ; 



§ 172. The Inquiry, Writlen in ike last 

Century. 

Amokgst the myrtles as I walk*d. 
Love and my si^hs thus intertalk'd : 
** Tell me," said I, in deep distress, 
<* Where may I find my shepherdess?" 
*' Thou fool, ' said Love, ** know*st thou not 

this? ^ 

In every thine that's good, she is ; 
In yonder tunp go and seek. 
There thou roayst find her lip, her cheek ; 
In yon enamelrd pansy by. 
There thou shalt have tier curious eye; 
In bloom of peach, in rosy bud. 
There wave the streamers of her blood ; 
In brightest lilies that there stand. 
The emblems of her whiter hand ; 
In yonder rising hill there smell 
Such sweets as m her bosom dwell : 
'Tis true," said he. And thereupon 
I went to pluck them one by one. 
To make of parts an union ; 
But on a sudden all was gone. 
With that I sloppd. Said Love, " These be. 
Fond man, resemblances of thee ; . 
And as these flow'rs thy juy shall die. 
E'en in the twinkling of an eye ; 
And all thy hopes of her shall wither. 
Like these short sweets that knit together." 



5173. The Diverting History qf John Gilpin ; 
showing how he ujent farther than he intended , 
and came safe home again, Cowper. 

John Gilpin was a citizen 

Of credit and renown, 
A train-band captain eke was he 

Of famous London town. 

John Gilpin's spouse said to her dear, 

Thougli wedded we have-been 
These twice ten tedious years, yet we 

No holiday have seen. 

To-morrow is our wedding-<Iav, 

And we will then repair 
Unto the Bell at Edmonton, 

All In a chaise and pair, 

• 

My sister and my sister's child. 

Myself and children three. 
Will fill the chaise, so you must ride 

On horseback after we. 



* Zoilus, so called by the ancients. 
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He soon replied, I do admire 
Of woman kind' but one ; 

And you are she, my dearest dear. 
Therefore it shall be done. 



ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 

Now see him mounted onoe 
Upon his nimble steed. 

Full slowly pacing o*er the stones 
With caution and good heed. 



Book 



I am a linen-draper bold. 

As all the world doth know. 
And my good friend the calender 

Will lend his horse to go. 

Quoth Mistress Gilpin, That's well said; 

And, for that wine is dear. 
We will be furnish*d with our own, 

W'hich is both bright and clear. 

John Gilpin kiss*d his loving wife 3 

Overjoy d was he to find 
That, though on pleasure she was bent. 

She had a frugal mind. 

The morning came, the chaise was brought. 

Hut yet was not allow'd 
To drive up to the door, lest all 

Should say that she was proud. 

So three doors off the chaise was stayed. 

Where they did all get in. 
Six precious souls, and all agog 

To dash through thick and tnin. 

Smack went the whip, round went the wheels. 

Were never folk so glad ; 
The srones did rattle underneath 

As if Cheapside were mad. 

John Gilpin at his horse's side 

Seized last the flowing mane : 
And up he gQt in haste to ride. 

But soon came down again : 

For saddle-tree scarce reach*d had he. 

His journey to begin. 
When turning round his head, he saw 

Three customers come in. 

So down he came ; for loss of time. 

Although it gricvM him sore. 
Yet loss of |)ence, full well he knew. 

Would trouble him much more. 

*TwaB long before the customers 

Were suited to their mind ; 
When Betty screaming came down stairs, 

** The wme is left behind !** 

Good lack ! quoth he — yet bring it me. 

My leathern bell likewise. 
In which 1 bear my trusty sword 

When 1 do exercise. 

Now Mistress Gilpin, careful soul ! 

Had two stone bottles found. 
To hold the liquor that she lov'd. 

And keep it safe and sound. 

Each bottle had a curling ear. 
Through which the belt he drew. 

And hung a bottle on each side. 
To make his balance true ; 

Then over all, that he might be 

Equipp*d from top to toe. 
His long red cloak, well brush *d and neat. 

He manfully did tlirow. 



But finding soon a smoother road 

Beneath his well -shod feet. 
The snorting beast began to trot. 

Which gall'd him in his seat. 

So, fair and softly, John he cried. 

But John he cried in vain j 
That trot became a gallop soon. 

In spite of curb and rem. 

So stooping down, as needs he must 

Who cannot sit upri^t. 
He grasped the mane with both his hands. 

And eke with all his might. 

His hors^ who never in that sort 

Had handled been before. 
What thing upon his back had got 

Did wonder more and more. 

Away went Gilpin, neck or nought. 

Away went hat and wig ; 
He little dreamt, when he set out. 

Of running such a rig. 

The wind did blow, the cloak did fly. 

Like streamer long and gay. 
Till, loop and button failing both. 

At last it flew away. 

Then might all people well discern 

The bottles he had slung ; 
A bottle swinging at each side. 

As hath been said or sung. 

The dogs did bark, the children screamed. 

Up flew the windows all : 
And ev*ry soul cried out. Well done I 

As loud as he could bawl. 

Away went Gilpin — who but he ; 

His fame soon spread around — 
He carries weight ! he rides a race ! 

*Tis for a thousand (X)und. 

And still as fast as he drew near 

'Twas wonderful to view 
How in a trice the turnpike-men 

Their gates wide open threw. 

And now as he went bowing down 

His recking head full lo>v, 
The bottles twain behind his back 

Were shalter'd at a blow. 

Down ran the wine into the road, 

Mobt piteous to be seen. 
Which made his horse*s flanks to smoke 

As they had basted been. 

But still he seemM to carry w'^eight. 

With leathern girdle brac'd ; 
For all might see the bottles' necks 

Still dangling at his waist. 

Thus all through merry Islington 

These gambob he did play, 
And till he came unto the Wash 

Of EdmoatoQ so gay. * 
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re he threw the wash about 
»th tides of the way, 
unto a trundling mop, 
vild-goose at play. . 

anton his loving wife 
balcony espied 

ler husband, wond Vibg imich 
; how he did ride. 

p, John Gilpin ! here*s the house- 
all at once did cry : 
ler waits, and we are tir'd : 
rilpin — So am I. 

lis horse waa not a whit 
'd to tarry there ; 
? his owner had a house 
!n miles off, at Ware. 

n arrow swift he flew, 
y an archer strong ; 
t fly — which brings me to 
liddie of my song. 

mt Gilpin, out of breath, 
>re against his will, 
is friend*s the calender's 
Milt at last stood still. 

nder, amazM to see 
ighbour in such trim, 
rn his pipe, flew to the gate, 
tus accosted him : 

ITS ? what news ? your tidings tell, 
eyou mnstand shall — 
bare-headed you are come, 
y you come at all ! 

pin had a pleasant wit, 
v*d a timely joke ; 
unto the calender 
Ty guise he s|>okc : 

•cause your horse would come, 
f I well forebode, 
nd wig will soon be here, 
re upon the road. 

ider, right glad to And 
•nd in merry pin, 
him not a single word, 
the house went in. 

aight he came with hat and wig, 
:hat flow'd behind, 
much the worse for weor, 
nnely in its kind. 

[lem up, and in his turn 
iow*d his ready wit : 
s twice as big as yours, 
kerefore needs must fit. 

5 scrape the dirt away 
ings upon your face ; 
and cat, for well you may 
hungry case. 

, It is my wedding day ; 
the world would stare. 



If wife should dine at Edmonton, 
And 1 should dine at Ware. 

So turning to his horse, he said, 

I am in haste to dine : 
'Twas for your pleasure you came here. 

You shall go back for mi^e. 

Ah, luckless speech, and bootless boast! 

For which he pid full dear -, 
For while he spate, a braying ass 

Did sing most loud and clear : 

Whereat his horse did snort, as he 

Had heard a lion roar ; 
And gallop'd off" with all his might. 

As he had done before. 

Away went Gilpin, and away 
Went Gilpin s hat and wig; 

He^lost them sooner than at first. 
For why ? they were too big. 

Now Mistress Gilpin, when she saw 

Her husband posting down 
Into the country far away. 

She puird out half a crown : 

And thus unto the youth she said 
That drove them to the Bell, 

This shall be yours when you bring back 
My husband safe and well. 

The youth did ride, and soon did meet 

John coming back amain. 
Whom in a trice he tried to stop 

By catching at his rein ; 

But not performing what he meant. 
And gladlv would have done. 

The frighteri steed he frighted more. 
And made him faster run. 

Away went Gilpin, and away 

Went post-boy at his heels, 
The post-boy's horse right glad to miss 

The luml^ring of the wheels. 

Six gentlemen upon the road 

Thus seeing Gilpin 0y, 
With post-boy scampering in the rear. 

They rais'd the hue and cry : 

Stop thief! stop thief! — a highwayman ! 

Not one of them was mute ; 
And all and each that pass'd that way 

Did join in the pursuit. 

And now the turnpike gates again 

Flew open in short space ; 
The toll-men thinking, as before. 

That Gilpin rode a race. 

And so he did, and won it too. 

For he got first to town. 
Nor stoppd till where he first oot up 

He did again get down. 

Now let us sing, Lon^ live the king. 

And Gilpin, long live he ; 
And when ne next doth ride abroad. 

May I be there to sec 1 
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§ 174. ^n Evening Contemplation in a College^ 
in Imitation iff Grayi Elegg in a Country 
Churck^ard. Duncombb. 

Thb curfew toils the hour of closing gates ; 

With jarring sounds the porter turns the key ; 
Then in his dreary mansion slumbering waits. 

And slowly, sternly, quits it though for me. 

Now shine the spires beneath the paly moon. 
And through the clobters peace and silence 
reign; 

SaTe where some fidler scrapes a drowsy tune. 
Or copious bowls inspire a jovial strain ; 

Save that in 3^nder cobweb-mantled room. 
Where sleeps a student in profound repose, 

Oi)press*d with ale, wide echoes thro* the gloom 
The droning music of his vocal nose. 

Within those walls, where through the glim- 
mering shade 

Appear the pamphlets in a mouldering heap. 
Each m his narrow bed till morning lai^. 

The peaceful fellows of the college sleep. 

The tinkling bell proclaiming early pray'rs. 
The noisy servants rattling o*er their head. 

The calls ot business, and domestic cares. 
Ne'er rouse these sleepers from their downy 
bed. 

No chattering females crowd their social fire. 
No dread tiave they of discord and of strife ; 

Unknown the names of husband and of sire, 
LTnfelt the plagues'of matrimonial life. 

Oft have they bask*d beneath the sunny walls. 

Oft have the benches bow*d beneath their 

weight. 

How jocund are their looks when dinner calls! 

How smoke the cutlets on their crowded 

plate ! 

O ! let not temperance, too disdainful, hear 
How long their feasts, how long their dinners 
last : 

Nor let the £iir, with a contemptuous sneer. 
On these unmarried men reflections cast ! 

The splendid fortune and the beauteous face 
(Themselves confess it, and their Sires be- 
moan) 

Too soon are caught by scarlet and by lace ; 
These sons of science shine in black alone. 

Fomve, ye fair, th' involuntary fault. 

If these no feats of ssiiety disnlay. 
Where through proud Ranelagh s wide-echoing 

vauli 
Melodious Frasi trills her quavering lay. 

Say* is the sword well suited to the band ? 

Does broider'd coat agree with sable gown ? 
Can Medilin laoes shade a churchman*s hand ? 

Or learning*s votaries ape the beaux of town ? 

Perhaps in these time-tottering walls reside 
Some who were once the darling of the fair. 

Some who of old could tastes and fesnions guide. 
Control the manager, and awe the pl^rer. 



But Science now has filTd dicir vacai 

With Rome's ridi spoils and truth 

views, 

Fir'd them with transports of a noUc 

And bade them slight all females- 

muse. 

Full many a lark, hi^ towerins to t 

Unheard, unheeded, greets th' ap 

light J 

Full many a star, unseen by mortal c 

With twinkling lustre, glimmers 

the night. 

Some future Herring, who, with 
breast. 
Rebellion's torrent shall like him o 
Some mute, unconscious Hardwicke 
rest, 
SomePelham, dreadful to his coon 

From urines and people to command 

'Miast ermin'd peers to guide the 

bate. 

To shield Britannia's and Religion's 1 

And steer with steady course the 

state — 

Fate yet forbids ; nor circumscribes s 
Their growing virtues, but thei 
confines; 

Forbids in Freedom's veil t' insult th 
Beneath her mask to hide the worsl 

To fill the madding crowd's perverted 

With " pensions, taxes, marria 

Jews ;" 

Or shut the gates of heaven on lost n 

And wrest their darling hopes, th< 

views. 

Far from the giddy town's tumultuou 
Their wishes yet have never leam'i 

Content and happy in a single life. 
They keep the noiseless tenor of th 

E'en now their books from cobweb 
tect. 

Enclosed by doors of slass in Doric 
Onpolish*d pillars rais'd with bronze 

Tney claim the passing tribute of 

Oft are the authors* names, tho' rich 
Mis-spelt by blundering binders' 

And many a catalogue is strew'd aroun 
To tell the admiring guest what I 
there. 

For who, to thoughtless ignorance a 
Neglecu to holdshort dalliance witl 

Who there but wishes to prolong his 
And on those cases casts a lingerin, 

Reports attract the lawyer's parting e] 
Novels Lord Foplingand Sir Plumi 

For songs and plays the voice of Beai' 
And Sense and Nature Grandison 

For thee, who, mindful of thy lov*d c 
Dost in these lines their artless talc 

If chance, with j>rying search, in ful 
Some antiquarian should inquire l) 
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e fiiend may (tuJte hit hoary head 
, " Each morn aachiU'd by froiu 

Wiih b«e unpitei'd, o'er von turfy bed. 

To reach the chapel ere ttaapalmi be^n ; 
" Hktc, in the arnti of that lethai^ic chair. 

Which rean its old moth-eaten back go high, 
AtMOD be qiuff*d three gUua to the fair, 

And por'd upon the newi with curious eye. 
" Now by the fiie ettgag'd in serioui talk. 

Or mirthful convene, would he loiteiioft 

Tbtn in the nrdcn chooae a lunoy walk, 
OrltuDchd the poliah'd bowl with tteady 

"One mom we miM'd him at the hour of 
ptayer, 

am m the ball, not an hti farorite ^teen : 
iiMbef came, nor yet withiu the chair, 

Ntr yet at bowb or chipel was he seen. 
"The next we heard that in a neighbouriDg 
Jiire, 

Thtt day to church he led a blushing bride, 
A i^pb wboae snowy vest and maiden fear 

Imfm'd her beauty while the knot was lied. 
" Now, by hu patron's bounteous care remov'd. 

He lOTCi ninptar'd thro' the fields of Kent ; 
Vet, crer mindful of the [ilace he lov'd. 

Bad here the letter which he lately sent:" 

The Letter. 

li mil iuDocence secure I dwell. 

Alike to fortune and to (ame -unknown : 
Amtrii^ conscience cheers my humble cell. 

And HMrial quiet marks me for her own. 
Kal to ihe bletiinu of religious truth. 

Two gifts my endless giaiitude engage — 
Awife, the joy and tmnspoit of my youth; 

Now with a ton, the comfort of my age, 
&ek not to draw ute fiooi ibis kind retreat 

In loftier spheres unfit, untaught to mote ; 
Cmurnl with calm domestic life, where meet 

IV tweets of friendship, and the smiles of 



1 17«. The Thru tVamingt. A Tale. 

Thi tm of deepest root is found 
Last willing attll to quit the ground : 
T>as tberefore nid by ancient sages. 

That love of life increas'd with years 
So modi, that in out latter sla^. 
When pains grtnr iharp, and sickness rages, 

Hw pcaicst love <ff life appears. 
Tliis ecat affection to believe, 
Wbt^ all confiss, but few perceive, 
IfoUassanioos can't prevail. 
Be plea^d to hear a modem tale. 

When sports went round, and all were gay. 
On ad^bonT Dobson's wedding-day, 
Dath nll'd Slide the jocund groom 
y> \\\ him imu anal her room ; 



And looking grave — ' You must, says he, 
' Quit your sweet bride, and com« with me." 
' Withyouf and quit my Susan's side; 
With you r the hapless hosband cried : 
■Youngaslam, 'tis monstrous hard I 
Besides, in truth, I'm not prepar'd: 
My thoughts on other mdtters go ; 
This is my wedding night, you know.' 

What more he urg'd ] have not heard. 
His reason could not well be stronger; 

So Death the poor delinquent spar'd. 
And \ch to live a little longer. 
Yet calling up a serious look, 
His hour-glass trembled while he spokfr— 
' Neighbour,' he said, ■ farewetlt no tiMrfr 
ShallDeath disturb ^oor mirthful houn 
And farther, to avoid all blame 
Of cruelty upon mv name, * 

To give yoli lime lor preparation. 
And fit you for your future station. 
Three several warnings you shall have. 
Before you 're summon'd to the grave : 
Willing for once I 'II quit my prey. 

And grant a kind reprieve ; 
In hopes you 'II have no more lo tay. 
But when I call arain this way. 

Well pleas'd the world will leave.' 

To the«e conditioiu both consenled. 
And parted perfectly contented. 

What next the hero of our tale befel. 
How long he liv'd, how wise, how well. 
How roundly he pursu'd his course. 
And smok'd his pipe, and itrak'd hit bone. 

The willing mute shall tell : 
He chaffei'd then, he bought, he sold. 
Nor once perceiv'd his Browing old. 

Nor (bought of Death as near ; 
His friends not false,- his wife no shrew. 
Many his gains,, his children few. 

He pass'd his hours in peace : 
But while he view'd his wealth increase. 
While thus along life's dusty road 
The beaten track content he trod. 
Old Time, whose haste no mortal sparer, 
Uncall'd, unheeded, unawares. 

Brought on his eightieth year. 

And now, one night, in musing mood. 
And all alone, he sate. 
Til" unwelcome messenger of Fate 
Once more before him stood. 

Half kill'd with nnger and lurpriae, 
' So soon retum'd !' oW Dobson cries. 
' So soon, d 'j;e call it (' Death repliM; 
' Surely my friend, you're but in jest ) 

Since I was here before 
"Tis six-and- thirty years at least. 

And you arc now fourscore.' 

' So much ihe worse,' the clown rqoin'rf; 
* To spare the aged would be kind i 
However, see your search be legal i 
And your authority — is't i^fl ? 
Else you are come on a fool « errand. 
With bul a secretary's warrant. 
Besides, you promja'd me three warnings. 
Which I havelook'd fornights and mornings j 
But for that loss of time and ttx, 
I caniec 
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* I know,' cries Death, ' tliat at the best, 
1 seldom am a welcome ^uest ; 

Hut don*t be captions, friend at least ; 
I little thought you d still be able 
To stump about your farm and stable ; 
Your years ha%e run to a great length ; 
1 wish vou joy, though, of your strength I' 

* Hold,' says the farmer, < not so fast! 
1 have been lame these four years |>ast.* 

* And no great wonder,' Death replies ; 
• However, you still keep your eyes ; 
And sure to see one's loves and friends. 
For legs and arms would make ameiids.' 

* Perhaus,' says Dobson, * so it might. 
But latterly I've lost my sight.* 

' This is a shocking story, faith ; 
Yet there's some comfort still,' says Death : 
Each strives your sadness to amuse ; 
I warrant you hear all the news.* 

* There's none,* cries he j * and if there 

were, 
Fm grown so deaf, I could not hear.' 

* Nay, then !' the sj^ectre stern rejoin'd, 
' These are unjustifiable yearnings; 

If you are lame, and dt^af, and blind. 
You have had your three sufficient warnings. 
So come along, no more we'll part :* 
He said, and touch'd him with his dart ; 
And now old Dobson turning pale. 
Yields to his fate— 40 ends my tale. 

§ 176. The Cifs Country Box, Lloyd. 
V06 sapere, et solos aio bene vivcre, miorum 
Conspicitur nitidis fundata pecunia villis. HoR. 

The wealthy cit, grown old in trade. 
Now wishes for the rural shade. 
And buckles to his one-horse chair 
Old Dobbin, or the founder'd marc : 
While wedg'd in closely by his side. 
Sits Madam, his unwieldy bride. 
With Jacky on a stool before *ein. 
And out they jog in due decojum. 
Scarce past the turnpike half a mile, 
' How all the country seems to smile !* 
And as they slowly jog together. 
The cit commends the road and weather: 
While Madam doats upon the trees. 
And longs for ev*ry house she sees ^ 
Admires its views, its situation. 
And thus she o|)ens her oration : 

* What signifies the loads of wealth. 
Without that richest jewel, health? 
Excusenhc fondness of a wife. 

Who doats upon your precious life ! 
Such ceaseless toil, such constant care. 
Is more than human strength can bear: 
One may obsen-e it in your face- 
Indeed, my dear, }ou break apace ; 
And nothing can your health repair. 
But exercise and country air. 
Sir Traffic has a house, you know. 
About a mile from Cheney-row : 
He's a good man, indeed, 'tis true ; 
But not so warm, my dear, as you : 
And folks are alwap apt to sneer — 
One would not be outdoae, my dear!* 



Sir Traffic's name, so well applied, 
Awak'd his brother-merchant's pride; 
And Thrifty, who had all his life 
Paid utmost clef rence to his wife, 
Confess'd her arguments had reason \ 
And by th' approaching summer season 
Draws a few hundreds from the stocks. 
And purchases his country box. 

Some three or four miles out of town 
(An hour's ride will bring you down) 
He fixes on his choice abode. 
Not half a furlong from the road ; 
And so convenient does it lay. 
The stages pass it every day ; 
And then so simg, so mighty pretty. 
To have a house so near the city ! 
Take but your places at the Boar, 
You're set down at the very door. 

VVell then, suppose them fix'd at last, 
White washing, painting, scrubbing past, 
Huga;ing themselves in ease and clover. 
With all the fuss of moving over; 
Lo, a new heap of whims are bred. 
And wanton in my lady's head. 

* VVell ! to be sure, it must be own*d. 
It is a charming spot of ground : 
So sweet a distance for a ride. 
And all about so countrified ; 
'Twould come but to a trifling price. 
To make it quite a paradise ! 
1 cannot bear those nasty rails. 
Those ugly, broken, mouldy pales : 
Suppose, my dear, instead of these. 
We build a railing all Chinese ; 
Although one hates to be expos'd, 
'Tis dismal to be thus enclos d ; 
One hardly any object sees^^ 
I wish you'd fell these odious trees. 
Objects continually passing by. 
Were something lo amuse the eye ; 
But to be pent within the walls. 
One might as well be at St. Paul's. 
Our house beholders would adore. 
Was there a level lawn before. 
Nothing its views to incommode. 
But quite laid open to the road ; 
While every traveller in amaze. 
Should on our little mansion gaze ; 
And, {)ointing to the choice retreat. 
Cry, ** Thai's Sir Thrifty's country-seat!" 

No doubt her arguments prevail. 
For Madam's taste can never fail. 

Blest age 1 when all men may procure 
The title of a connoisseur ; 
When noble and ignoble herd 
Arc govcrn'd by a single word^ 
Though, like tiie royal German dames. 
It bears an hundred Christian names. 
As Genius, Fancy, Judgement, Gout, 
Whim, Caprice, le ne scais quoi, Virtil ; 
Which appellations all descrioe 
Taste, and the modern tasteful tribe. 

Now bricklayers, carpenters, and joiners. 
With Chinese artists and designers. 
Produce th-ir schemes of alteration. 
To work this wondrous rcformatiim. 
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il dome, which secret stood, 
i*d in the yew tree's wood. 
Her with amazement sees 
Gothic or Chinese, 
ny a bell and tawdry rag on, 
ed with a sprawling dragon ; 
I arch is bent astride 
f water, four feet wide, 
les, curves, and zi^-zag lines, 
Ifpenoy's exact designs ; 
lerel (awn is seen, 
A shrub upon the green $ 
ite would want its first great law, 
le skulking sly ha-ha ^ 
I miraculous assistance 
a proapcct two fields' distance. 
from Hyde-park Comer come 
of Athens and of Rome, 
ibby Cupids take their places, 
nus, andf the clumsy Graces ; 
ere, with aim so clever, 
his leaden bow for ever, 
e, without the power to fly, 
*d a tip-toe Mercury, 
la thus completely grac*d, 
that Thrifty nas a taste ; 
lam's female friends and cousins, 
omon-councii men by dpzens, 
ry Sunday to the scat, 
ibout them and to eat. 

liport ^an adjudged Case, not to he 
'n any rfthe Books. Cow per. 

V Nose and Eyes a strange contest 



cctacles set them unhappily wrong; 
It in dispute was, as all the world 
lows, [long. 

ich the said spectacles ought to be- 

sngue was the lawyer, and argu'd the 



I great deal of skill, and a wig full of 
irnins $ [laws, 

hief baron Ear sat to balance the 
i*d for his talent in nicely discerning. 

'of the Nose, it will quickly appear, 
Kir lordship, he said, will undouotedly 
k1. 

Nose has had spectacles always in 
ear, 

1 amounts to possession time out of 
iod. 

Iding the spectacles op to the court — 

kMdsnip observes they are made with 

itnddle, 

as the ridge of the Nose is ; in short, 

rd to sit close to it, just like a saddle. 

vould your lordship a moment sup- 



I case that has happen'd and may be 

?in) 

e visage or countenance had not a 

lose, 

rho would or who could wear specta- 
testheo) 



On the whole it appears, and my argument 
shows. 
With a reasoning the coutt will never con- 
demn. 
That the spectacles plainly were made for the 
Nose, 
And the Nose was as plainly intended for 
them. 

Then shifting his side, as thelawyer knows how. 
He pleaded again in behalf ot the Eyes ; 

But what were the arguments few people know. 
For the world did not think they were equal- 
ly wise. 

So his lordship decreed, with a grave solemn 
tone. 
Decisive and clear, without one if or but-^ 
That whenever the Nose put his spectacles on. 
By day-light or candle-light—Eyes should 
be shut. 

§178. On the Birth- Day qf Shakspeare. A 
Canto, Taken from his Works. Bbrenoek. 

Natura lapsa valere, et mentis viribus excitari, 
et quasi quodam dtvino spiritu afflari. 



•Pbacb to this meeting ! 



Joy and &ir time, health and good wishes : 
Now, worthy friends, the cause why we are met. 
Is in celebration of the day that gave 
Immortal Shakspeare to this favor'd isle. 
The most reprenished sweet work of nature. 
Which from the prime creation e'er she fram'd. 
O thou divinest Nature ! how thyself thou 

blazon'st 
In this thy son 1 form*d in th^ prodigality. 
To hold^thy mirror up, and give the time 
Its very form and pressure! When he speaks 
Each aged ear plays truant at his tales. 
And younger hearings are quite ravished. 
So voluble is his discourse — gentle 
As Zephyr blowing beneath the violet, 
Not wageing its sweet head— -yet as rough 
(His noble Wood enchafd) as the rude wind. 
That by the top doth take the mountain pine 
And make him stoop to th* vale — ^"Tis wonder- 
ful 
That an invisible instinct should frame him 
To loyalty, unlearn'd ; honor, untaught ; 
Civility, not seen in others ; knowledge 
That wildly grows in him, but yields a crop 
As if it had been sown. What a piece of work ! 
How noble in faculty! infinite in reason ! 
A combination and a form indeed. 
Where every god did seem to set his seal ! 
Heaven has him now— ^yet let our idolatrous 
Still sanctify his relics ; and this day [fancy 
Stand aye distinguish^ in the kalendar 
To the last syllable of recorded time : 
For, if we bke him but for all in all. 
We ne'er shall look upon his like again. 

§ 179* On the Invention of Letters, 

Tbll me what Genius did the art invent. 
The lively image of the voice to paint ; 
Who first the secret how to colour sound. 
And to give thi^ to i«»Mm« ^ffSMX") IwkcA. % 
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With bodies how to clothe ideas, taught ; 
And how to draw the picture of a thought: 
Who taucht the hand to speak, the eye to hear 
A silent language roving far and near ; 
Whose softest noise outstrips loud thunders 

sound. 
And spreads her accents through the world's 

vast round ; 
A voice heard by the deaf, spoke by the dumb. 
Whose echo reaches long, lone time to come : 
Which dead men speak, as well as those alive — 
Tell me what Genius did this art contrive. 

§180. TheAruwer. 

The noble art to Cadmus owes its rise 
Of painting words, and speaking to the eyls , 
He first in wondrous masic fetters bound 
The airy voice, and stopped the flying sound ; 
The various figures, by nis pencil wrought. 
Gave color, form, and body to the thought. 

§181. On a Spider. 

Artist, who underneath my table 
Thy curious texture hast disnlayM !• 

Who, if we may believe the faole, 
Wert once a loTcIy blooming maid i 

Insidious, restless, watchful spider. 
Pear no officious damsel's broom ; 

Extend thy artful fabric wider. 

And spread thy banners round my room. 

Swept from the rich man's costly ceiling, 
, Tnou'rt welcome to my homely roof; 
Here mayst thou find a peaceful dwelling. 
And undisturb'd attend thy woof: 

Whilst I thy wondrous fabric stare at, 
' And think on hapless poet's fiitc ; 
Like thee confin'd to lonely garret. 
And rudely banish'd rooms of state. 

And as from out thy tortur'd body 
Thou draw'st thy slender string with pain j 

So does he labor, like a noddy. 
To spin materials from his brain : 

ibr some fluttering tawdry creature, 
^^^•^ Aai.sQreads her charms before his eye ; 
a conquest little better 
Than tfiibe o'er captive butterfly. 

Thus far 'tis plain we both agree. 

Perhaps our deaths may better show it— 

*Tis ten to one but penury 
Ends both the spider and the poet. 



§ 18S. The Extent of Cookery, Shbnstokb. 

■ Aliusque et idem. 

Whbv Tom to Cambridge first was sent, 

A plain brown bob he wore. 
Read much, and look'd as though he meant 

To be a fop no more. 

See him to Lincoln's Inn repair. 

His resolution flag; 
He cherishes a length of hair> 

And tucka it in a bag. 



Nor Coke nor Salkeld he regards. 

But gets into the house ; 
And soon a judge's rank rewards 

His pliant votes and bows. 

Adieu ye hobs! ye boft^ give place I 
PuU'bottoms come instead i 

GqqA iordi! to see the various wayt^ 
Of dressing— « caif$-head. 



§ 1 83. Slender's Ghost, Shevstovi. 
Curae leves loquuntur, ingentes stupent. 

Beneath a church-yard yew, 

Decay'd and worn with age. 
At dusk of eve, methought I spied 
Poor Slender's ghost, that whimpering criti, 

O sweet ! O sweet Anne P^ i 

Ye ffentle bards, give ear I 

Who talk of amorous rage. 
Who Spoil the lily, rob the rose ; 
Come learn of me to weep your woes I 

O sweet I O sweet Anne Page ! 

Why should such labor'd strains 

Your formal Muse engage? 
I never dreamt of flame or dart» 
That fir d my breast, or pierc'd my bean. 

But sigh'd, O sweet Anne Page 1 

And you, whose love-sick rainds 

No medicine can assuage. 
Accuse the leech's art no more. 
But learn of Slender to deplore, 

O sweet! O sweet Anne Page t 

And vou, whose soub are held 

LiKe linnets in a cs^e. 
Who talk of fetters, links, and duio^ 
Attend, and imitate my strains: 

O sweet ! O sweet Anne Page I 

And you, who boost or grieve, 

Wnat horrid wars ye wage. 
Of wounds receiv'd from many an eye; 
Yet mean as I do when I sieh, 

O sweet 1 O sweet Anne Jnge I 

Hence every fond conceit 

Of shepherd, or of sage 1 
Tis Slender's voice, 'tis Slender*s way^ 
Expresses all you have to say— 

sweet ! O sweet Anne Page 1 

§184. Hamlet's Soliloquy imiiated. J A 

To print, or not to print — that is the quest 
Whether 'tis better in a trunk to bury 
The quirks and crotchets of outrageous hi 
Or send a well-wrote copy to the press. 
And, by disclosing, ena them. To prin 

doubt 
No more ; and by one act to say we end 
The head-ache, and a thousand natural sh 
Of scribbling phrensy — 'ti^ a consummaii* 
Deroutly tpbe wish'd. To print — to bea 
From the same shelf with Pope, in calf 

l>oiind : 
To sleep, perchance, with Quarlet— Ay« tl 

the 
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Fot to what class a writer may be doom*d. 
When he hath shuflkd off lome paltry stuff. 
Mutt giTe OS pause. There's the respect that 

makes 
Th'onwilliogpoet keep his piece' nine years. 
For who would bear the impatient thirst of 

fame. 
Tile pride of conscious merit, and, *bove all. 
The tedious importunity of friends. 
When he himself niight \\m quietus make 
With a bare inkhom? Who would fardels 

bear. 
To groan and sweat under a load of wit, 
fiot that the tread of sweet Parnassus' hill 
(That undiscover d country, with whose bays 
Few travellers return) puzzles the will, 
And makes us rather bear to live unknown. 
Thin run the hazard to be known and damn'd. 
Thus critics do make cowards of us all; 
And thus the healthful face of many a poem 
L licklied o*er with a pale manuscript ; 
And enterprises of great fire and spint 
With this regard from Dodsley turn away, 
Aod k)se the name of Authors. 

f 185. To ike Memory qf George Lewis Lang- 
itm, B*q» who died on Ms Travels to Rome. 

Shiplby. 
Lavotov, dear partner of my soul. 
Accept what pious passion meditates 
To grace thy fate. Sad memory. 
And grateful love and impotent regret. 
Shall wake to paint Uiy gentle mind. 
The wise good-nature, friendship delicate ; 

In secret convene, native mirth 
And sprightly fancy, sweet artificer 

Of social pleasure; nor forgot 
The noUe tuirst of knowledge and fair fame 

That kd thee far through foreign climes 
Lnoisittve, but chief the pleasant banks 

Of Tiber, ever-honoi'd stream, 
Deuin'd thee visiting the last remains 

Of ancient art : fair forms exact 
In Kulptiire^ columns, and the mould'ringbulk 

Of tn^tres. In deep dioi]^t wrapp'd 
Of oU renown, thy mind survey'd the scenes 

Delkhted where the first of men 
Once dwelt, familiar: Sci^o, virtuous chief. 

Stem Cato, and the patriot mind 
Of fsithfiol Brutus, best philosopher. 

Well did the gen'rous search employ 
II17 blooming years by virtue crown'd, though 
death 
D imc D opprcss'd thee, far from home, 
A helpless stranger. No familiar voice. 
No pi^ng eye cheer'd thy last pangs. 
woitli^ longest days ! for thee shall flow 

The psoas solitary tear. 
And dioqghtful friendship sadden o'er thine 
wn. 

€ 186. The Brewers Coadman, Tatlor. 
HovBST William, ao easy and good-natur'd 

Would a little too oft get a little too mellow. 
Body coachinan was be to an eminent b ic w cr — 
Mo better •*« tat on t box to be mre. 



His coach was kept dean, and no mothers or 

nurses [his horses. 

Took that care of their babes that he took' of 
He had these— aye, and fifty good qualities 

more, [o'er. 

But the business oi tippling could ne*er be got 
So his master ef&ctually mended the matter. 
By hiring a man who drank nothing but water. 
Now, William, says he, you see the plain case ; 
Had you drank as he does, you had kept a good 

place. [done sD* 

Drink water! quoth William— -had all men 
You*d never have wanted a coachman, I trow* 
They're soakers, like me, whom you load with 

reproaches, [coaches. 

That enable you brewers to ride in your 

§ 187- Ode on the Death of Ma^zel, a favorite 
Bullfinch, Addressed to Philip Stanhope^ 
Esq, (natural Son qfthe Earl qf Chesterfield) 
to whom the Author had given the Reversion of 
it when he Itft Dresden. Williams. 

Trt not, my Stanhope, 'tis in vain. 
To stop your tears, or hide your pain. 

Or check your honest rage : 
Give sorrow and revenge their scope^ 
My present joy, your future hope. 

Lies murder'd in his cage. 

Matzel's no more 1 Ye graces, loves. 
Ye linnets, nightingales, and doves. 

Attend th' untimely bier : 
Let every sorrow be express d. 
Beat witn your wings each mournful breast. 

And drop the nat ral tear. 

In height of song, in beauty's pride. 
By fell Grimalkin's claws he died-— 

But vengeance shall have way ; 
On pains and tortures I '11 refine : 
Yet, Matzel, that one death of thine 

His nine will ill repay. 

For thee, my bird, the sacred Nine, 
Who lov'd tny tuneful notes, shall join 

In thy funereal verse : 
My painful task shall be to write 
Th' eternal dirge which they indite]. 

And hang it on thy hearse. 

In vain I lov'd, in vain I mourn 
My bird, who never to return 

Is fled to happier shades. 
Where Lesbia snail for him prepare 
The place most charming and most fatr« 

Otall th' Elysian glades. 

There shall thy notes in cypress grove 
Soothe wretched ghosts that died for love; 

lliere shall thy plaintive strain . 
Lull impious Phaeara's endless grief. 
To Procris yield Some short relief. 

And soften Dido's pain : 

Till Proserpine by chance shall hear 
Thy notes, and make thee all her care. 

And love thee with my kne ; 
While each attendant soul shall praise 
The matchless Matzel's tuneful lays. 

And all his songi approve. 
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$ 188. To-morrow* Cotton. 
Pereunt et imputantur. 
To*MORROw, didst thou say ? 
Mcthoueht I heard Horatio say, To-morrow. 
Go to— I will not hear of it — ^To-morrow ! 
Tin A sharper, who stakes his penury 
Agiainst thy plenty— who takes ihy ready cash. 
And pays thee nought but wishes, hopes, and 

promises, 
The currency of idiot^^injurious bankrupt. 
That gulls die easy creditor I — ^To-monow ! 
It b a period no where to be found 
la all tne hoary rc|;isters of Time, 
Unless perchance in the fool's calendar. 
Wisdom disclaims the word, nor holds socie^ 
With those who own it. No, my Horatio, 
Tis Fancy*s child, and Folly is its father ; 
Wrought of such stuff as dreams are, and as 

baseless 
As the fiaintastic visions of the evening. 
But soft, my friend— arrest the present mo- 
ment ; 
For be assur*d they all are arrant tell-tales ; 
And though their night be silent, and their path 
Trackless, as the wing'd couriers of the air. 
They post to heaven, and there record thy folly. 
Because, though stationM on th* im|X>rtant 

watch. 
Thou, like a sleeping, faithless sentinel^ ^ 
Didst let them pass unnouc'd, uniinprov*d. 
And know, for that thou slumb*rest on the 

guard. 
Thou shalt be made to answer at t}^ bar 
For every fi:^tive ; and when thou thus 
Sh^t stand impleaded at the high tribunal 
Of hood-wink d Justice, who shall tell thy 

audit? 
Then stay the present instant, dear Horatio, 
Imprint the marks of wisdom on its wings. 
*T'\$ of more worth than kingdoms ! far more 

Grecious 
the crimson treasures of life's fountain. 
1 let it not elude thy grasp ; but, like 
The good old patriarch upon record. 
Hold the fleet angel fast until he bless thee. 

$ 1 89. On Lord Cobham*s Gwrdem, Cottov. 

It puzzles much the sages* brains. 

Where Eden stood oTyore : 
Some place it in Arabia's plains y 

Some say, it is no more. 
But Cobharo can these tales confute. 

As all the curious know ; 
For he has prov*d beyond dispute 

That Paradise is Slowe. 

$ 190. To a Child Jme Years old. Cotton. 

Faxubst flowV, all flow*rs excelling 

Which in Eden*s garden new. 
Flowers of £ve*s embowerea dwelling 

Are, my ftir one, types of you. 
Mark, my P6lly, how the roses 

Emulate thy damask cheek i 



How the bud its sweets discknes ; 

Buds thy opening bloom bespeak. 
Lilies are, by plain direction. 

Emblems or a double kind ; 
Emblems of thy fair complexion. 

Emblems of thy fairer mind. 
But, dear girl, both flow*rs and beauty. 

Blossom, fade, and die away : 
Then pursue good sense and outy. 

Evergreens that ne*er decay. 

§19]. To Miss Lucy Foriesate. Ltttbitov. 

Oncb by the Muse alone inipifd, 

I sung my am'rous strains ; 
No serious (ove my bosom (ir*d ; 
Yet every tender maid, deoeiv'd. 
The idly mournful tale belkv'd. 

And wept my fancied paioa. 

But Venus now, to ppnish me. 

For having feignM so well. 
Has made my heart so fond of thee. 
That not the whole Aooian ^uire 
Can accents soft enough inspire 

Its real name to t^ll. 



;§ 192. To Mr. TVesf, at fFickkamf. 1740-- 

Ltttbltox* 

Fair Nature*s sweet simplicity. 

With elegance refin*d. 
Well in thy seat, my friend, I see. 

But better in thy mind. 

To both from courts aad all their atit(i 

Eager I fly, to prove 
Joys tar above a courtier's fate. 

Tranquillity and love* 

§ 1 93 . The Temple of the Muses. To the Cmnh 

iets Temple. 

The Muses and Graces to Phoebus oogi- 

plaind. 
That no more on the earth a Sappho remain'd: 
That their empire of wit was qow at an end. 
And on beauty alone the sex must depend : 
To the men he had given all his fancy and fire. 
Art of healing to Armstrong t, as well as his 

lyre: 
When Apollo replied, " To make you aaaends. 
In one Fair you shall see wit and virtue^ good 

friends ; 
The Grecian high-spirit and sweetness 1*11 join 
With a true Roman virtue, to make it divine : 
Your pride and my boast, thus fbrm*dj woukt 

you know. 
You must visit the earthly El)*sium of Stowcu** 

§ 194. To a Lady who sung in too low a Voice. 

When beauteous Laura's gentle voice 
, Divides the yielding air, ' 
|Fiz*d on her Jips, thelalt*ring sounds 
Excess of joy declare. 



• Gilbert W«st, Esq. the author^s cooiiii. f Near Croydoni 

X Dr. John AnnttioDgt amhor of Um Art of Pkeserving Hadth, ftc. 
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gering round the rosy gate, 
ew their fragrant cell ; 
; to depart that mouth 
all the Graces dwell. 

sful accents strike the sense 
)(t imperfect sound ; 
Misaml others die within, 
* own honey drown'd. 

gh this cloud, distinct and clear, 
ense directs its dart $ 
le it seems to shun the ear, 
full upon the heart. 

^« Miss JFilkes, on her birth-day, 
l6ik, I76T. Written in France, 

WiLKBS. 

' I tone the rocal lay 
Maria's natal day. 
jiy day I 'H not deplore 
from my native snore. 
f mine lo-day shall flow 
'd England^s cruel woe, 
yus womids to Freedom given, 
most saered gift of Heaven, 
c with joy shall prOne her wing ; 
ipen*d graces sing : 
eventeen, with truth shall oWn 
of heauty's feirly blown. 
lod sweetest innocence 
d their gentle infldence ^ 
lesty comes in their train, 
her sister virtue's reign, 
give spirit, taste, and ease, 
reign art, the art to please ; 
mouf^d wit, and fancy gay, 
ow cheerful a^ to-day, 
•shme of a mind serene, 
U IS peace within, are seen. 
D the mteful Muse ask more? 
I Inve lavished all their store, 
lines their darlins care ; 
ip her. Heaven, from every snare : 
I oDspotted be her fame, 
remain through life the same, 
|*d in all — except in name 1 



To Miss Wilhes on her Birth-day, 
. l6ih. 1768. ffritten in Prison. 

Wilkes. 

shall the Muse in prison sing, 
line her drooping ruffled wing ? 
I the potent spell, 
these walls, all grief to ^nell -, 
T the heart, rapture inspire, 
Iw to notes of joy the lyre, 
lute verse again to pay 
anspicioos festive day. 
loom*d to quit the patriot band, 
ird (took my native land, 
rM my sore reKef ; 

baaish'd eveiy grief. 



Pleasure came smiling in her tratii. 
And chas*d the family of IHun. 
Let lovers every charm admire. 
The easy shape, the heav'nly fire 
That from those modest beamixig eyes 
The captive heart at once surprise. 
A fathers is another part ; 
I praise the virtues of the heart. 
And wit so elegant and free, 
Attemper*d sweet with modesty. 
And may kind Heaven a lover send 
Of sense, of honor, and a friend. 
Those virtoes always to protebt. 
Those beautiea— 4iever to ne^ect ! 

§ 197. Jn Ode in imitation rf Akmus. 

Sir William JoHis. 

What constitutes a sute ? 
Not high-rais*d battlements or lat>oir*d toasm. 

Thick wall or moated gate j 
Not cities proud, with spires and turrets crovrll d; 

Not bays ind broad-arm'd ports. 
Where, laushing at the storm, rich naviei rid«; 

Not sUrrM and spangled codrts. 
Where low-brow*d basenesi wafb perfbnM to 
pride. 

No— MEN, high-minded MBlf, \ 

With Dowers as far above dull bmfes endtfd 

In forest, bratte, oi den, ^ . .^. . . 
As bbasu ex6el cold rocks and MaAbls rofaM : 

Men who their dtitiet know. 
But know their rights, aitid, kivtkWfn^ dae 
maintahi ; 

Prevent the fong-aim*d blow. 
And crush the tyrant while 0iey Mttd the cHUH : 

These constitute a state ; 

And Sovereign Law, that State's colktettfi will, 

0*cr throttes and globes elate 
Sits empress, cfowmns gotod", feptetiilig ill*: 

Smit by her sacred frown. 
The fiend Discretion* like a yapouir sinks. 

And e'en the all-daizling crown ^ 

Hides his faint rays, and at her bidding shnnlt. 

Such Was this heaven-lov*d isle. 
Than Lesbos fairer and the Cretan shore ! 

No more shall freedom smile ? 
Shall Britons languish, and be meA no more? 

Since all must life resimi. 
Those sweet rewards which dlceonte the brave 

Tis folly to decline. 
And stnd inglorioos to the silent grvre. 

& 108. The Choice qfa JV\f€ hf Ck^f. 

Captaiw TaoMf 80». 

There liv'd in York, an ace ago, 
A man whose name was Pimlico : 
He lov'd three sisters passing wdl. 
But which the best he could not tell. 
These sisters three, divinely fair, 
Show*d Pimlico their tenderest care: 
For each was elegantly bred. 
And all were much inclined to wed i 



* Suctttvnwnf or arbitrtty powdr* 
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And all made Pimlico their choice. 

And prais*d him with their sweetest Toice. 

Young Pini, the gallant and the gay. 

Like ass divided 'tween the hay. 

At last rc8olv*d to gain his ease. 

And choose his wife by eating cheese. 

He wrote his card, he seaPd it up, 

And said withthem that nieht he*d supj 

Desir d that there might only be 

Good Cheshire cheese, and but them three; 

He was resolv*d to crown his life. 

And by that means to fix his wife. 

The girls were pleas'd at his conceit; 

Each dress*d herself divinely neat; 

With faces full of peace ana plenty. 

Blooming with roses under twenty. 

For surely Nancy, Betsy, Sally, 

Were sweet as lilies of the valley : 

But singly surely Buxom Bet 

Was like new hay and mignionet; 

But each surpass'u a poet's fancy. 

For that, of truth, was said of Nancy : 

And as for Sal, she was a Donna, 

As fair as those of old Cretona, * 

Who to Apelles lent their faces 

To make up madam Helen's graces. 

To those the say divided Pim 

Came elesantly smart and trim : 

When ev ry smiling maiden, certain. 

Cut of the cheese to try her fortune. 

Nancy, at once, not fearing — caring 

To show her savins ate the paring ; 

And Bet, to show ner gen*rous mind. 

Cut, and then threw away the rind ; 

While prudent Sarah, sure to please. 

Like a clean maiden, scrap*d the cheese* 

This done, young Pimlico replied, 

*' Sally I now declare my bride : 

With Nan 1 can*t my welfare put. 

For she has proved a dirty slut : 

And Betsy, who has par d the rind. 

Would give my fortune to the wind. 

Sally the happy medium chose. 

And I with dally will repose ; 

She's prudent, cleanly : and the man 

Who fixes on a nuptial plan 

Can never err, if he wilt choose 

A wife by cheese— before he ties the noose." 



§ 199. The Choice. Pomfrbt. 

If Heaven the grateful liberty would give. 
That '1 might choose my methcxl how to live. 
And all those hours propitious fate should lend. 
In blibsful ease and satisfaction spend : 

Near some fair town 1 'd have a private seat. 
Built uniform, not little, nor too great : 
Better, if on a rising around it stood ; 
On this side fields, on that a neighbouring wood. 
It should within no other things contain. 
But what are useful, necessary, plain : 
Methinks 'tis nauseous, and 1 11 ne'er endure 
Hie needless pomp of sandy furniture. 
A little garden, grateful to the eye. 
Where a cool rivulet runs murmuring by ; 



On whose delicious banks a stately row 
Of shady limes, or sycamores, should grow. 
At th* end of which a silent study plac'd 
Should be with all the noblest authors grac'd ; 
Horace and Virgil, in whose mighty lines 
Immortal wit, and solid learning shuies ; 
Sharp Juvenal, and amorous Ovid too. 
Who all the turns of love's soft passion knew. 
He that with judgement reads his charming 

lines. 
In which strons art with stronger nature joins. 
Must grant his fancy does the best excel. 
His thoughts so tender, and expresa'd 10 wc]l: 
With all those moderns, men of steady seme, 
Esieem'd for learning and for eloquence. 
In some of these, as fancy should advtae, 
I'd always take my morning exerciae : 
For sure no minutes bring us more content. 
Than those in pleasins useful studies spent. 

I 'd have a clear and competent estate. 
That I might live mteelly, but not ffreat: 
As much as I could moderately tpenOx 
A little more sometimes t' oblige a friend. 
Nor should the sons of poverty repine 
Too much at fortune, they should taste of mine. 
And all that objects of true pity were. 
Should be reliev'd with what my wants ooold, 

spare: 
For that our Maker has too largely foxtu. 
Should be return'd in gratitude to Heaven. 
A frn^l plenty should my table spread ; 
My friends with no luxurious dishes ied: 
Enough to satbfy, and something more 
To feed the stranger and the neighbouring 

poor. - 
Strong meat indulges vice, and pampering food 
Creates diseases, and inflames tne blood. 
But what's sufficient to make nature strongs 
And the bright lamp of life continue long, 
I *d freely take ; ana, as I did possess. 
The bounteous Author of my plenty bless. 
I'd have a little vault, but always stor'd 
With the best wine each vinta^ could aflbid. 
Wine whets the wit, improves its native force. 
And gives a pleasant flavour to discourse : 
^By making all our spirits debonair. 
Throws off the lees, the sediment of care. 
But as the greatest hlessing Heaven lends 
May be debauch'd, and serve ignoble ends ; 
So, but too oft, the grape's refreshing juice 
Does many mischievous effects produce : 
My house should no such rude disorders know. 
As from hish drinking consequently flow; 
Nor would I use what was so kindly given. 
To the dishonour of indulgent Heaven. 
If any neighbour came, he should be firee, 
Us'd with respect, and not uneasy be. 
In my retreat, or to himself or me. 
What freedom, prudence, and right reason give. 
All men may, with impunity, receive: 
But the least swerving from their rule's too 

much; 
For what's forbidden us, 'tis death to toncli. 

That life may be more comfortable jet^ 
And all my joys refin'd, sincere, and grtat; 



^ Apeliesj firom five beiotifol Tirgina of Cretooa, drew the beautiful Helen. 
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Fd choose two friends, whose company would 

be 
A great adyance to my felicity : 
Well-born, of humors suited to my own. 
Discreet, and men as well as books have 

known t 
Brare, generous, witty, and exactly free 
From loose behaviour, or formality : 
Aiiy and prudent ; merry, but not light; 
Quick in discerning, and in judging right : 
SiEcrtt they should be, faithful to their trust ; 
In reasoning cool, strong, temperate, and 

just: 
ObKxing, open, without huffing, brave. 
Brisk in gay talking, iind in sober, grave : 
Close in dispite, but not tenacious ; try*d 
B|riolid reason, and let that decide: 
Not prone to lust, re\'en^e, or envious hate ; 
Nor busy meddlers with intrigues of state : 
Stnagers to slander, and sworn foes to spite ; 
Not aoarrebome, but stout enough to fight : 
Lojfal* and pious ; friends to Caesar, true 
is dybu; martyrs to their Maker too. 
In their society I could not miss 
AMnnaneot, sincere, substantial bliss. 
I'd be concern'd in no Utigious jar; 
Brk)T*d by all, not vainly popular. 
Whate*er assistance I had power to bring, 
T oblige my country, or to serve my king. 
Whene'er they call, i*d readily afford 
Myioo|:iie, my pen, my counsel, or my sword. 
Liw-«uits rd shun with as much studious* care 
A» 1 would dens where hungry lions are ; 
And rather put up injuries, than be 
A pbgue to nim, who*d be a plague to me. 
I filue quiet at a price too great. 
To give tor my revense so dear a rate : 
For what do vrt by all our bustle ^in. 
But counterfeit delight for real pam I 
If Heaven a date of many years would 

Thus I d in pleasure, ease, and plenty live. 
And as I near approached the verge of life, 
Some kind relation (for I*d have no wife) 
Should take upon him all my worldly care. 
Whilst I did tor a better state prepare. 
llieD rd not be with any trouble vex*d. 
Nor have the evening of my days perplexM ; 
Bat, by a silent and a peaceful death, 
Without a sigh resign my aged breath. 
And when committed to the dust, I*d have 
Few tears, hut friendly, dropt into my grave; 
Hien would my exit so propitious be, 
AU men would wish to live and die like me. 



{ SOO. To my Candle, Pbtbr Pindar. 

Trou lone companion of the spectred night, 
I wake amid thy friendly-watchful light. 

To steal a precious hour from lifeless sleep- 
Hark, the wild uproar of the winds ! and 

hark. 
Hell's genius roams the re^ons of the dark. 
And swells the thund*nng honors of the 
deep. 
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From cloud to cloud the pale moon hurrying 

flies ; 
Now blacken'd, and now flashing through her 

skies. 
But all is silence here— beneath thy beam. 

I own I labor for the voice of praise — 
For who would sink in dull oblivion's stream } 
Who would not live in songs of distant days } 

Thus while I wondering pause o*er Shakspeare's 

page*. . 
I mark, in visions of delight, the Sage, 

High o*er the wrecks of man, who stands 
sublime ; 

A column in the melaneholy waste 
(Its cities humbled, and its glories past). 

Majestic 'mid the solitude of time. 
Vet now to sadness let me yield the hour- 
Yes, let the tears of purest friendship showV. 

I view, alas ! what ne'er should die — 
A form that wakes my deepest sigh ; 

A form that feels of^death the leaden sleeps- 
Descending to the realms of shade, 
I view a pale-ey*d, panting maid, 

I see the Virtues o'er their fav'rite weep. 

Ah ! could the Muse's simple pray*r 

Command the envied trump of^faine. 
Oblivion should Eliza spare : 

A world should echo with her name. 
Art thou departing too, my trembling friend ? 
Ah ! draws thy little lustre to its end ? 

Yes, on thy frame Fate too shall fix her 
seal — 
O let me, pensive, watch thy pale decay ; 
How fast tnat frame, so tender, wears away ! 

How fast thy life the restless minutes steed 1 

How slender now, alas ! thy thread of fire ! 
Ah ! falling, falling, ready to expire I 

In vain uiy struggles— all will soon be o'er. 
At life thou snatchest with an eaeer leap : 
Now round I see thy flame so feeole creep. 

Faint, less'ning, quiv'ring, glim m'ring— now 
no more I 
Thus shall the sons of science sink away. 

And thus of beauty fade the fairest Aow'r-* 
For where's the giant who to Time shall say, 

*• Destructive tyrant, I arrest thy pow'r? * 



§ SO 1 . Presented together with a Knife by the 
Rev. Sami} EL Bishop, Head Master qfMer" 
chant Taylors School , to his Wife on her 
Wedding Day, which happened to he het 
Birth Day and New Year's Day. 

A KNIFE, dear girl, cuts love, they say- 
Mere modish love perhaps it may; 
For any tool of any kind 
Can Sep' rate what was never poin'd. 
The knife that cuts our love in two 
Will have much tougher work to do : ^ 
Must cut your softness, worth, and spirit 
Down to the vulgar size of merit ; 
To level yours with modem taste. 
Must cut a world of sense to waste ; 
And from your sin^e beauty's store. 
Clip what would dizen out a score. 
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The self-same blade from me must se\'er 

Sensation, judgement, sight for ever! 

All mcm'ry of endearments past. 

All ho)^ of comforts long to last. 

All that makes fourteen years with you 

A summer — and a short one too : 

All that affection feels and fears. 

When hours, without you, seem like years. — 

Till that be done (and I'd as soon 

Believe this knife will clip the moon) 

Accept my present undetcrr d. 

And leave tneir proverbs to the herd. 

If in a kiss— delicious treat! 

Your lips acknowledge the receipt ; 

Love, fond of such substantial fare, 

Ani proud to play the glutton there. 

All thoughts of cutting will disdain. 

Save only—" cut and come again.** 

§ 202. By the same, with a Ring, 



t€ 



Thee, Msny, with this ring I wed,'* 
So sixteen years age I said — 
Behold another ring ! •* For what?** 
To wed tlice o*cr again— why not ? 

With the first ring I married youth, 
Grace, beautv, innocence, and truth : 
Taste long a(imir*d, sense long rever'd : 
And all my Moll^ then appear*d. 

If she, by merit since aisclos*d, 
Prov'd twice the woman I supposed, 
I plead that double merit now. 
To justify a double vow. 

Here then to-<lay (with faith as sure. 
With ardour as intense and pure. 
As when amidst the rites divine 
I took thy troth, and plighted mine) 
To thee, sweet girl, my second ring, 
A token and a pledge I bring ; 
With this I wed, tul death us- part. 
Thy riper virtues to my heart ; 
These virtues, which, before aQtry*d, 
The wife has added to the bride ; 
Those virtues, whose progressive claim. 
Endearing wedlock's very name. 
My soul enjoys, my song approves. 
For conscience' sake, as well as love's. 

For why?— They show me hour by hour 
Honor's high thought, affection's pow'r. 
Discretion's deed, sound judgement's sentence ; 
And teach me all things— but repentance. 

§ 903. TJ^e Family Fireside, Bishop. 

" Home's home, howe^'er homely/* wisdom 

says. 
And certain u the fact, though coarse ^tlie 

phrase : 
To prove it, if it need a proof at all, 
Mark what a train attends the Muse's call ; 
And as she leads the ideal group along. 
Let vuur own feelings realize tne song. 

Clear then the stage! no scen'ry we re- 
quire. 
Save the snug circle round the parlour fir« ; 
And enter marshall'd in procession fair 
Each happier influeoce that predominates 
there. 



First love, by friendship niellow'd into hits 
Lights the glad glow, ana sanctifies the kiss ; 
Wnen fondly welcom'd to the accustom'd le 
In sweet complaisance wife and husbai 

meet. 
Look mutual pleasure, mutual purpose share; 
Repose from labors, but unite in care. 
Ambition! — does ambition there reside) 
Yes ! — when the boy in manly mood astridej 
Of headstrong prowess innocently vain. 
Canters, the jockey of his fathers cane. 
While emulation m the dau^ter's heart 
Bears a more mild, tho' not less powerful par 
With seal to shine her fluttering boiu 

warms. 
And in the romp the future housfwife ibnni 
Or both perchance to graver sport incHae» 
And art and genius in their pastime join, 
TJiis the cramp riddle's puzzling knot indent 
That rears alott the card-built tenements. 
Think how joy animates intense though nm 
The fading roses on the grandame cbeck. 
When proud the frolic progeny to survey* 
She feels and owns an interest in their play. 
Adopts each wish their wayward whims u 

fokl. 
And tells at every caU, the story te« tim 

told. • 

Good-humoured dignity endears naeaowkul 
The narrative grandstre's venerable style. 
If haply feats achiev'd in prime of youth. 
Or pristine anecdote, pr historic truth. 
Or maxim shrewd, or admonition bjaad. 
Affectionate attention's eai; commaQidU 
To such society, so form'd, so blest. 
Time, Thought, Remembrance, all imp 

a zest. 
And Expectation, day by day, more bright. 
Round every prospect throws increasing lig^ 
The simplest comforts act with stroogi 

force; 
Whate'er can give them, can improve, 

course. 
All this is common-place, you *11 tell me : 

True! 
What pity 'tis not common fasluon too. 
Roam as we will, plain sense at last will fin 
'Tis only seeking — what we l^ behind* 
U individual good engage our hope. 
Domestic virtues give tne largest scope; 
If plans of public eminence we trace. 
Domestic virtues are its surest base. 
Would great example make these truths u» 

clear, 
The greatest of examples shall ap|)ear. 

Is there a man whom general suffrage owi 
An honour to the majesty of thrones ? 
Is there a man whom general love's acclaim 
Greets with each noblest and each dear 

name? 
He, *midst the glare of state, and pomp 

power. 
Courts the soft sympathies of the family hoi 
Not less illustrious at his own fireside, 
Bvprivate merit's sterling standard tried, [mil 
Than when the cares from royal worth tl 
Call forth the people's father, and the king. 
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$ 904. Flowers. 

UvvQUAL to inT theme with desperate feet 

1 aoo^^t the Muse*8 bow*r ; 
Amdoos to see though all ashamM to meet 

Some bland inspiring power ; 
When fleet along the nsmg gale 

The queen fair Fancy past ; 
A*nd through her rainbow-tingfd veil 

k glance benignant cast ! 
Hieii beek*ning to a secret glade, 

" Come see, she cry'd, " the train, 
Wbo own beneath this mystic shade, 

Mf Tisionary reign !** 

PRMd to obey the glad command, 
I took with awe my stand ; 
Mcuwhile, in many a yarying vest 
Of rich expression aptly dressed, 
Idal myriads seem a to rove 
Prmdiscuous through the cultur'd grove : 
And cadi, as inbred impulse led, 
fbm every flow*r-embroider*d bed 
Soiae certain plant, whose blossoms rose 
S^gaifiouitfy pleasing, chose. 

With frank, firm look, and light though steady 
tread 

Came Courage first, and cropt a dew-charg'd 
Rose; 
For in the tender rose might best be read 

His very essence— bloom that gently glows 
lowird by gentk breath— prone to dispense 

To all, sweetness, yet alert to show. 
If nsh iovanon ruder deeds commence. 

That warn resentment points a thorn below. 

Hetiria^ from the public eye, 

Tlie maiden meek Humilitv 

Was seen to torn with mildest grace 

To heav*n her thoughts, to earth her face ; 

And aft mioonscious what fair fame 

Merit like hers might well assume, 
^nSfa'd to every juster claim 

The lowly Daisy's simple bloom. 

Some baoUe each moment arranging, 

Adniriog, exploding, or changing. 

The ooqnet Afiectation skimmd wantonly 

On her breait a Narcissus she bore. 
As if with Narcissus of yore-. 

Heedless of the scomer*s joke, 
Souling at the ruffian's stroke, 
Beisevering Patience stood, 
Conqu*ring evil still with good I 
Bioding for her brow the while 
ArtlcM wreaths of Camomile, 
Hardy plant whose vigorous shoot 
Sprioi^ beneath the trampler's foot. 

IW coQslant Love (whose hallowed fires 
Time still exalts, and truth inspires. 

In spile of absence, mt(, or pain) 
Approv*d the fiuthfiil Marigold, 
Wboae leaves their saffron blaze unfold. 

When first the sun asserts his reign. 
Hail hia dbd prosress through the day, 
Ckise graaoal with his parting ray^ 
Nor open, tUl he shbes again. 
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Bishop. I Superstition came telling her steps and her 

beads. 
Like Jack-in-a-Bush hung all over with 
green, 
Agnus Castus by wholesale she cuU*d from the 
meads. 
And stuck with due care Holy Thistle be» 
tween : 
A chaplet of Monkshood she pluck*d for her 

head. 
And Rosemary sprigs for the graveaof the dead. 



Tiptoe o'er the level plain. 

Ardent Hope all panting flew ; 
Prompt her eager eye to strain 

Far beyond the present view ; 
Quick from hint to hint to stray. 

She the Primrose held most dear ; 
First-born of returning May, 

Promise of the future year. 

Ill-nature to a corner stole. 

And taught her bloodshot tyes to roll. 

As if she long*d to blight 
Each flower of happier scent and hue. 
For none she chose of all that grew. 

Save poisonous Aconite. 

Hand in hand, for they never asunder are seen. 
All cheerful their features, all easy their mien> 
Contentment and Innocence tript it along; 
By the soft virgin Snow-drop was Innocence 

known : 
Contentment took Heart-ease, and caird it her 

own ; 
Nor envied the great, nor the gay in the 

throng. 

The throng! — just hint to wild conceit like 

mine J 
Why, what a wreath had I begun to twine I 
Indulgent as she was, methinks I hear 
E'en Fancy's self now whisper in my ear, 
" Quit ere *tis tedious, quit the flowmg road. 
Nor what was meant a nosegay, make a load.*' 

§ 205. To a Young Lady, with a Copy of 
Moore*s Fables, Bishop. 

Books, my dear girl, when well design*d. 
Are moral maps of human kind ; 
Where, sketch'd before judicious eyes. 
The road to worth and wisdom lies. 
Serene Philosophy portrays 
The steep, the rou^n, the thorny ways : 
Cross woods and wilds, the learned tribe, 
A dark and doubtful path describe : 
But Poesy her votaries leads 
Oer level lawns, and verdant meads; 
And if, perchance, in s|x>rtful vein. 
Through Fable's scenes she guides her train, 
Jbll is at once enchanted ground. 
All Fancy's garden glitters round. 

I, Sally ! (who shall long to see. 
In you, how good your sex can be,) 
Before you range with curious speed. 
Where er that garden^s beauties lead ; 
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And mark how Moore could once display 
A scene so varied, and so gay ! 
Beg you, for introduction's sake, 
A snort excursive trip to take, 
0*er one poor plat, unlike the rest, 
Which my more humble care hath drest ; 
Where if a little flowret blows. 
From pure affection's root it grows. 

A virgin rose, in all the pride 
Of sprins's luxuriant blushes dy*d. 
Above the vulgar flow'rs was rais'd. 
And with excess of lustre blaz'd. 
In full career of heedless play. 
Chance brought a Butterfly that way; 
She stopp'd at once her giddy flight, 
Proud on so sweet a spot to light ; 
Spread wide her plumage to the sun. 
And ihus in fancy-strain begun : 
*• Why but to soften my rejK)se, 
Could nature rear so brieht a rose ? 
Why but on roses to recline, 
Make forms so delicate as mine ? 
Fate destin d by the same decree, 
Me for the rose — the rose for me I" 

A tiny Bug, who close between 
Th' unfolding bloom had lurk'd unseen. 
Heard, and in angry tone addressed 
This rude invader of his rest : 
** For thee, consummate fool, the rose ! 
No— to a nobler end it blows :*— 
The velvet o'er its foliage spread. 
Secures to me a downy bea : 
So thick its crowding leaves ascend 
To hide, to warm me, and defend. 
For me those odours they exhale. 
Which scent at second-iiand the gale ; 
And give such things as thee to snare 
What my superior claim can spare !'* 

While thus the quarrel they pnrsu d, 
A Bee the petty triflcrs view'd ; 
For once reluctant rais'd her head 
A moment from her toil, and said, 
*' Cease, abject an'mals, to contest ! 
They claim things most who use them best. 
Would nature finish works like these. 
That butterflies nii^ht bask at ease ? 
Or bugs intrench'd in splendor lie. 
Born but to crawl, and dose, and die? 
The rose you vainly rnmble o'er. 
Breathes balmy dews from cv*ry pore ; 
Which yield their treasur'd sweets alone 
To skill and labor like my own : 
With sense as keen as yours, I trace 
The expanding: blossom's glossy grace ; 
Its shape, it3 fragrance, and its hue. 
But while T trace, improve them too : 
Still taste ; but still from hour to hour 
Bear home new honey from the flow'r." 

Conceit may read for mere pretence^ 
For mere amusement, indolence; 
True spirit deems no study right, 
Till profit dignify delight. 



§ S06. The Library. Bishop. 

Hail ! Contemplation ! grave majestic dame. 
In thee glad Science greets a parent's name : 
Thine is each art of speech, each rapc'rous 

strain. 
The Graces lead, the Virtues fill thy train ! 
From all of evil, life or dreads or Knows, 
Its real trifles, and its fancied woes, 
O lead thy votary ! pensive, yet serene. 
To some lone seat, tny favorite, haUow*d scene. 
Where liis calm breast may every pow'r cm- 
ploy. 
Feel self-born peace and independent joy. 
And see ! the Library my ste|» invites ; 
Fraught with true profit and with pare de* 

lights : 
Calls to a feast, whose elegance and lore. 
The man must rrlish, and the heart approve. 

How awful is the spot !— -each honor a nam^ 
Each theme of modern praise, and early fiuooes 
Bards, statesmen, sages, lov'd, reverd, ad- 
mi r'd. 
Whom sense enlightcn'd and whom ^ory 

fir'd, 
Rise to my view, still sweet, still 0tat, still 

bold. 
Alive in pow'r, and active, as of old. 
Yes! wasteful time! here, here, thy nige ii 

vain ! 
Away! fond boaster I Genius soomi thy reign. 
The poet here, whom gcn*roii8 transport 
rais*d. 
Survives coeval with the worth he prais*d. 
If deeds exalted gave his breast to gioiv. 
Or pity bade him sympathize with woe; 
If sweetly soft he chose the lover's part. 
Or truth to satire urg'd his honest heart; 
His verse still lives, his sentiment still warms. 
His lyre still warbles, and his wit still channs. 

Here by the past to form the rising age. 
The grave historian spreads his ampfe page; 
Whose faithful care preserves the heroes lame. 
Or damns to infamy the traitors name ; 
Whose records bid fair virtue ever live. 
And share immortal in the life they give. 
Here the firm patriot, on whose winning 
tongue 
The snow-soflt dews of mild persuasion hung. 
Who knew to lead in spirit, and control 
The ductile passions, and usurp the soul ; 
Still pleads, still rules; now lively, now se- 
vere. 
Exalts the purpose, or commands the tear. 

Here the firm friends of science, and of man. 
Who taught new arts, or opened nature's plan; 
Who each improved, or drew from both com- 
bined. 
Health to the body, vigor to the mind ; 
Who bade mankind to nobler aims arise. 
More good, more just, more happy, or more 

wise ; 
Shine, deathless, as the bliss their toil pro* 

cur*d. 
While meorry pays the debt desert ensured. 
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In such lov*d sport (if fortune deign'd to 

smik), 
Cxlm let me tive, and ev*ry care b^uile ; 
Hold converse with the great of every time, 
The leam*d of ev*ry c laflo the good of ev*iy 

clinie. 
There better still, as wiser grow : and there 
(Tbiiist ambition, though tis hopeless pray*r) 
SuU roand, like them, ou real worth my claim. 
And cstch their merit to partake their fame. 

$ toy. Water. Bishop. 

If right Siptmp Sit0p Pindar sing9, 
Tlat iimple Water is the best of things. 
Would Water-poets were the best of bards 1 
But, Oh ! that chance is not upoi^ the cards ! 
Vain were th* attempt such logic to apply; 
My verse would give my arguments ttie lie- 
Yet what I can f will : — not he whose lyre 
LcKk on the Aonian mount the sister choir, 
(Thooi^ all the insuiring potions he explore, 
Fioan Water up to Necur) can no more. 
From dirth*s deep wound—for earth their store 

supplier- 
Through countless pores the moist effluvia rise, 
Disunci below, where oozing strata shed 
Diop after drop ; till from their humid bed 
Th* emergent vapors steam ; and as they go, 
Cooden^, incorporate, extend, and flow. 
—Thanks, kind Philosophy! whose lore pro- 
found 
Thus helps me brin^ my Water above ground. 
Henceforth to trace it, little will suffice, 
Obvioiis to common sense, and common eyes. 

If in the mental calm of joy serene, 
I seek, through fiincy'S aid, the sylvan scene. 
There Water meets me, by the pebbled side 
Of sedgy-frinoed brooks, expanaing wide 
In dimpled eddies— or with murmurs shrill. 
Running sweet unisons, where responsive still 
In cadence meet, impending aspens hail 
HoEvVs mildest breath, soft quiv*ring to the 
aale* 
Too charming visions of intense delight! 
Why? whither Tanish ye ? Her ea^le fljght 
Fancy renews ; and full athwart mme eye 
Throws an enormous cataract : — from on high. 
In awful stillness deep*ning Waters glide, 
Een to the mde rock s ridge abrupt, then slide 
Fond'fmis down, down the void; and pitch 

below 
Ib thmiders :— -Dash*d to foam, a while they 

know 
No certain current ; till again combined. 
In boiling tides along the waves they wind. 
Oh! bear me hence, where Water's force 

displays 
More osenil energy; where classic praise 
Adorns the names of chiefs long dead, who 

brooght 
Tbrough cfaAnnel'd rocks concentring streams, 

andtMisht 
One amiedoci diTided Unds to kve. 
And hostile ladms to drink one common 



But soft — methinks some horrid sounds I 
hear! 
What throbbing passion speaks ?-»>*Tis fear« 

*tis fear. 
Water where yonder spout to heav'n ascends^ 
Rides in tremendous triumphs ; Ocean bends ; 
And ruin raising high her baleful head. 
Broods o*er the waste, the bursting mass will 
spread. 

Enough of wat'ry wonders :— all dismay*d 
E'en Fancy starts at forms herself hath made. 
Let them whom terror can inspire, pursue 
Themes too terrific : I with humble view^ 
Retire unequal, nor will e*er again 
To Water's greater works devote my strain ; 
Content to praise it, when with gentle sway. 
Profuse of rich increase, it winds its way 
Through the parch'd glebe ; or fills with influ- 
ence bland 
The cup of temperance in the peasant's hand. 

§ 208. On Instruments of Music. Bishop. 

Where health and high spirits awaken the 
morn, 
And dash through the dews that impearl the 
rough thorn. 
To shouts and to cries 
Shrill Echo replies. 
While the horn prompts the shout, and the 
shout greets the norn. 

Loud across the upland ground. 
Sweetly mellowing down the vale. 

The changeful bells ring jocund round 
Where joy bestrides the gale j 

Herald eager to proclaim 

The lover s bliss, or hero's fame. 

Shall the fiddle's sprightly strain. 
In pleasure's realms our feet detain. 
Where youth and beauty, in the dance. 
Borrow new charms from elegance } 

Or shall we stray. 

Where stately through the public way. 
Amidst the trumpet's clangors, and th* acclaim 

Of civic zeal, m long procession move 
Nobles and chiefs of venerable fame ; 

Or haply sovereign majesty displays 

To puDlic view the lustre of its rays. 
And proves at once, and wins, a nation's love ? 

Hark ! how the solemn organ calls 

Attention's sober ears to halIow*d walb. 
Where meek, yet warm, beneath the temple's 

Devotion seeks, with stedfast eyes, [shade. 
The God whose glories every gloom pervade, 
"^ To whom for ever prayer is made. 

And daily praises nse. 

What notes, in swiftest cadence running. 

Through many a maze of varied measure. 
Minified oy the master s cunning, 

Give th* alarm to festive pleasure } 
Cambria, 'twas thy harps otold 

Each gallant heart's recess explor'd. 
Announcing feats of chieftains oold. 

To grace the hospitable board. 
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Mark how the soldier's m 

Looks proad defiance! How his heart beats 
hlg^ 

with glorious expectation ! What inspires^ 
What fans his martial fires i 
What but the power of sound ? 

The clam*rous drums bis anxious ardor raise. 
His blood flows quicker round ; 

At once he hears, he feels, enjoys, obeys. 

Where gathering storms incessant lower. 
And nigsard nature chills th* abortive grain, 

Fromner bleak heights see Scotlanopoor 
Blithe lads and lasses trim ; a hardy train, 

Down the eras;, and o'er the lea, 

FoUowin^ still with hearty glee. 

The bagpipe's mellow minstrelsy. 

Where cloudless suns, with glowing dies. 
Tinge Italy's serener skies. 
Soft the winding lawns along 

The lover s lute complains ; 
While lingering Echo learns the song. 
Gives it the woods ; and, loth to lose 
One accent of the impassion'd muse. 

Bids woods return it to the plains. 

Time was, when, stretch'd beneath tlie beechen 
shade. 
The simple shepherd warbled his sweet lay ', 
Lur*d to his rustio reed, the gentle maid 
Welcomed the morn, and caroU'd down the 
day. 
W^hy do our swains depart from ancient lore ? 
Why sounds no pastoral reed on Britain's shore ? 
*-lne innocence which tunM it is no more ! 



§ 209. The Art of Dancing. Inscribed to ike 
Hi. Honorable ihe Lady Fanny Fielding, 

Ik the smooth dance to move with graceful 
mien. 
Easy with care, and sprightly, though serene. 
To mark th' instructions echoing strains con- 
vey. 
And with just steps each tuneful note obey, 
I teach ; be present, all ye sacred choir. 
Blow the soft lute, and strike the sounding 

lyre ; 
When Fielding bids, your kind assistance bring. 
And at her feet the lowly tribute f!ing ; 
Oh, may her eyes (to her this verse is due) 
What first themselves inspir*d vouchsafe to view. 
Haily loftiest artl thou canst all hearts ensnare. 
And make the fairest'still appear more fair ; 
Beauty can little execution ao. 
Unless she borrows half her charms from you ! 
Few, like Pygmalion, doat •n lifeless charm^ 
Or care to clasp a statue in their arms \ 
But breasts of nint must melt with fierce desire, 
When art and motion wake the sleeping fire. 
A Venus drawn by great Apelles* hand 
May for a while our wondering eyes command ; 
But siill, tho* form*d with all the pow'rs of art. 
The lifeless piece can never warm the heart : 
So fair a nymph, perhaps, may please the eye. 
Whilst all her beauteous limbs unactive lie ; 
But when her charms are in the dance display'd. 
Then every hnrt adores the lofdy nudd ; 



This sets her beauty in the fiuitii li^tt 
And shows each grace in full nerfectiOD bright ; 
Then, as she turns around, from every part. 
Like porcupines, she sends a |Hercing dart: 
In vam, alas ! the fond spectator tries 
To shun the pleasing dangers of tlse ey«s, . 
For, Parthian-like, she Wouodsas suicbeliiiid 
With flowing curls, on ivory neck reclin'd. 
Whether her steps Uie minuet's mazes ti«oe» 
Or the slow Lodvre's more majestic pace; 
Whether the rigadoon employs her care. 
Or sprightly jig displays the nimble fair; 
At ev*ry step new beauties we explore. 
And worship now what we admir'd before. 
So when ^neas, in the Tyrian grove. 
Fair Venus met, the charming qoeCD oC love. 
The bnateons goddess, whilst umiitfv^d sht 

stood, 
Seem'd some &ir nymph, thegoardiftnof Um 

wood; 
But when she mov'd, aiodoe her heavenly Bied» 
And graceful step^ oonfess'd bright beaa^'t 

qneen : 
New dories o'er her form each momcflt rise. 
And all the goddess epena to his ejesi 

Now haste, my muse, pursue thy destin'd way; 
What dresses best become the dancer say ; 
The rules of dress forget not to impart, 
A lesson precious to tne dancing art. 

The soldier's scarlet glowins irom a£v. 
Shows that his bloody occup^oon's war ; 
Whilst ihehwn l>and, \yjoMh the doublediio. 
As plainly speaks divinUy within ; 
The milk-maid safe through driving raios atti 

snows, 
Wrapp'd in her cloak and propped on patteoi, 

goes; 
Whilst the soft belle, infmor'd in velvet chair. 
Needs but the silken shoe, and trusts her bosom 
bare. 
The woolly drab, and English broad-doth 
warm, rstorro ; 

Guard well the horseman from the beating 
But load the dancer with too great a wei^t. 
And call from every pore the dewy sweat. 
Rather let him his active limbs displiqr 
In camblets thin, or glossy padoasoy. 
Let no unwieldy pride his sfamilderB press, 
liut airy, light, and easy, be his dress ; 
Thin be his j^ielding sole, and lovr his bed. 
So shall he nimbly bound, and safely whed^ 

But let not precepts knovim my verse proloni^ 
Precepts which use will better teach than song; 
For whv should I the gsllant spark oomoMM 
With clean white gloves to fit nis read|y band I 
Or in his fob enlivening| spirits wear. 
And pungent salts to raise the ftinting fcir \ 
Or hint the sword that dangles at his dde. 
Should from its silken banoage be untied ? 

W hy should mv lays the youthful tribe advissb 
Lest snowy clouos from out their wigs arise? 
So shall their partners mourn their laoca spoil'df 
And shining silks with greasy powder soiTd. 
Nor need I, sure, bid prudent youths beware 
Lest with erected tongues their buckktitare:' 
The pointed sted sbul oft their stodriiiff rorft 
And oft the approaching petticoat ofiend* 
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And now, jt youthful fair, I sing to yoQ, 
With plcuin^ f mi let my useful labors view : 
For you the ailk-worms fine-wrought webs dis* 

And lab'nns spin their little lives away j 
For you brietit gems with radiant colors glow. 
Fair Si the dies that paint the heavenly bow ; 
For fou the sea resigns its pearly store, 
Aad^earth unlocks her mines of treasur d ore ; 
In rain yet nature thus her gifb bestows, 
UdIoi vonrselvea with art those gifh dispose. 
Yet tbink not, nymphs, that in the gUttViug 

ball. 
One form of dress picserib*d can suit with all ; 
OnebrMMMt ihinM when wdtlt and art com- 

bine 
To make the finish'd piece completely fine : 
When least adom*d, another steals our hearts. 
And, rich in native beauties, wants not arts, 
hnme are such resistless graces found, 
Uttt in all dresses thev are sure to wound ; 
IWir perfect forms all fordgn aids despise, 
Aod gems bat borrow lustre from their eyes. 
Let the &ir nymph, in whose plump cheek 



AeoDitanI blush, be clad in cheerful green ; 
la sueh a dresf the sportive sea-nymphs go, 
So ID their grassy beos fresh roses blow : 
Hie lass whose skin is like the hazel brown. 
With brigh^^y^Uow should o*ercome her own ; 
While maids grown pale with sickness or 

despair, 
Hk ttble*s mournful dye should choose to wea r : 
So the pale moon still shines with purest light, 
Qoth'd in the dusky mantle of the night. 

Bat fiir from yoa heall those treacherous arts. 
That wound with painted charms unwary 

hearts; 
Oucins *s a touchstone that true beauty tries. 
Nor so&rs charms that nature's hand denies : 
ThoQgh for a while we may with wonder view 
The rosy blush and skin of lovely hue. 
Yet sooD the dhmoe will cause the cheeks to 

And melt the wasen lips and neck of snow. 
So shine the fields in icy fetters bound. 
Whilst frown gems bespangle all the ground ; 
Thro* the clear crystal of the slitt'ring snow. 
With soviet die the blushing hawthorns glow ; 
O'er all the plains unoumberd glories rise, 
Aad a new bright creation charms our eyes. 
Till Zephjrr breathes, then all at once decay 
TIk splendid scenes, the glories fade away ; 
The fidkb resign the beauties not their own. 
And all their snowy charms run triekling 
down. 
Dare I in such momentous points advise, 
J should condemn the hoop's enormous size . 
Of iUs I speak by long ex|)erience found : 
Oh have i trod th' unmeasurable round. 
And moamM my shins bruis*d black with 

many a wound. 
Xor should the tlghten*d stays, too straitly 

lac*d 
la whalebone bondase, sail the slender waist ^ 
Nor wmving lappets should the dancing feir, 
Mor piffei edged with dangUng finoges^ wear ; 



Oft will the oobweb-omaments calch hold 
On the approaching button rough with ooU ; 
Nor force, nor art, can then thebnadaaivide. 
When once th' entangled Gordian knot ia tkd i 
So the unhappy pair, oy Hymen's pow*r 
Together join o in some ill-tated haar. 
The more they strive their freedom to ngaia. 
The faster binds th' indissoluble chain. 

Let each fair maid, who fears to be disgraced, 
£ver be sure to tie her garter fast. 
Lest the loose string, amidst the public ball, \ 
A wish'd-fbr prize to some proud fop should ^ 

fall. 
Who the rich treasure shall triumphant show. 
And with warm blushes cause her cheek to 
glow. 
But yet (as Fortune by the self«same ways 
She humbles many, some delights to raise) 
It happen'd once, a &ir illustnous dame 
By sucn neglect ac(|uired immortal Sxme t 
And thence the radiant star and garter blue, 
Britannia's noble grace, if fame says true ; 
Hence still, Plantagenet, thy beauties bloom. 
Though long since moulder'd in the dusky 

tomb; 
Still thy lost garter is thy sovereign's care. 
And what each royal breast is proud to wear. 

But let me now my lovely charge remind, 
[..est they fbrzetful leave their fans behind : 
Lay not, ye rair, the pretty toy aside, 
A toy at once display'o for nse and pride ; 
A wondrous engine, that by magic charms 
Cools your own breasts, and every other's 

warms. 
What daring hand shall e'er attempt to tell 
The powers that in this little weapon dwell ? 
What verse can e'er explain its various parts. 
Its numerous uses, motions, charms, and arts? 
Its painted folds, that oft, extended wide. 
Til' afflicted feir one's blubber'd beauties hide. 
When secret sorrows her sad bosom fill. 
If Strephon is unkind, or Shock is ill: 
Its sticks, on which her eves dejected pore. 
And pointing fin^rs number o'er and o'er. 
When the kind virgin bums with secret shame. 
Dies to consent, yet fears to own her flame ; 
Its shake triumphant, its victorious clap. 
Its angry flutter, and its wanton tap. 
For near, my muse, th' extensive theme to 
sing, 
Nor trust in such a flight thy tender wing; 
Rather do you in humble lines proclaim 
From whence this engine took its form and 



name 



Say from what cause it first deriv'd its birth. 
How form'd in heav'n, how thence deduced 

to earth. 
Once in Arcadia, that fam'd seat of love. 
There liv'd a nymph, the pride of all the 

grove, 
A lovely nymph, adom'd with every grace. 
An easy shape and sweetly-blooming race ; 
Fanny the uanisel's name, as chaste as fair. 
Each virgin's envy, and each swain*8 despair. 
To charm her ear the rival shepherds slna;, 
Blow the soft flute, aud wake the trembling 

string; 
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For her they kave the wandTring floclu to rore. 
Whilst Fanny's name resounds through every 

grove. 
And spreads on every tree, enclos'd in knots 

of love; 
As Fielding's now, her eyes all hearts.inflame, 
like her in bouity as alike in name. 
"Twas when the summer's sun, now mounted 

high. 
With fiercer heams had scoroh'd the glowing 
Beneath the covert of a cooling shade, F^kv, 
To shun die heat this lovely nymph was laid : 
The sultry weather o'er her cheeks had spread 
A blush that added to her native red. 
And her hit breast, as polish'd marble white. 
Was half conceal'd and half expos'd to sight : 
JEolus, mighty god whom winds obey, 
Observ'd the beauteous maid as thus she lay. 
O'er all her charms he gaz'd with fond delight. 
And suck'd in poison at the dangerous sight. 
He si^hs, he bums, at last declares his pain. 
But still he sighs, and still he wooes in vain ; 
The cruel nymph, regardless of his moan. 
Minds not his name, uneasy with her own. 
But still complains that he who rul'd the air. 
Would not command one zephyr to repair 
Around her face; nor gentle breeze to play 
Through the dark vale, to soothe the sultry day. 
By love incited, and the hopes of joy, 
Tn' ingenious god contriv'd this pretty toy. 
With ^es incessant to relieve her flame ; 
And call'd it Fan, from lovely Fanny's name. 

CANTO II. 

Now see, prepar'd to lead the sprightly dance. 
The lovely nymphs and well-dressa youths 

advance ; 
^^The spacious room receives its jovial guest. 
And the floor shakes with pleasing weight 

oppress'd ; 
Thick rang'd on every side, with various dies. 
The fair in glossy silks our sight surprise : 
So in a garoen bath'd with genial show'rs, 
A thousand sorts of variegated flow'rs. 
Jonquils, carnations, pinks, and tulips rise. 
And in a gay confusion charm our eyes. 
High o'er their heads with num'rous candles 

bright. 
Large sconces shed their sparkling beams of 

light. 
Their sparkling beams that still more brightly 

flow. 
Reflected back from gems and eyes below. 
Unnurober'd fans to cool the crowded fair. 
With breathing zephyrs, move the circling air. 
The sprightly fiddle, and the sounding Ijrre, 
Each youthtul breast with gen'ious warmth 

inspire ; 
Fraucht with all ioys, the blissful moments fly. 
Whilst music melts thdear, and beauty charms 

the eye. 
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Now let the youth to whose superior place ' 
It first belongs the splendid ball to grace. 
With humble bow, and ready hand prepare. 
Forth from the crowd to lead his ciMMen fair; 
The fair shall not his kind regard deny. 
But to the pleasing toil with ardor fly. 

But stay, rash pau*, nor yet untaught advance. 
First hear the muse ere you attempt to dance. 
* By art directed, o'er tne foaming tide 
Secure from rocks the painted vessels ^lide; 
By art the chariot scours the dusty plam, 
Springsat the whip, and hears the straight'ning 

rein f ; 
To art our bodies must obedient prove. 
If e'er we hope with graceful ease to move. 

Long was the dancing art unfix'd and free. 
Hence lost in error and uncertainty ; 
No precepts did it mind, or rules obey. 
But ev'ry master taught a different way : 
Hence, ere each new-born dance was fiiily triecS 
The lovely product, e*en in bloomins, died. 
Through various hands in wild confusion toss'd 
Its steps were alter d, and its beauties lost; 
Till Fuillet %, the pride of Gallia, rose. 
And did the dance in characters compose ; 
Each lovely grace by certain marks he taug^l 
And every step in lasting volumes wrote : 
Hence o'er the world Uiis pleasing art shall 

spread. 
And ev'ry dance in ev'ry clime be read ; 
By distant masters shall each step be seen, 
Tnough mountains rise, and oceans roar fc^ 

tween : 
Hence with her sister arts shall Dancing dsta 
An eoual right to universal &me; 
And Isaac's rigadoon shall live as long 
As Raphael's painting, or as Virgirt soiig. 

Wise Nature ever with a prudent hand 
Dispenses various gifts to ev ry land. 
To every nation frugally imparts 
A genius fit for some peculiar arCS. 
To trade the Dutch incline, the Swiss to arms. 
Music and verse are soft Italia's charms : 
Britannia justly glories to have found 
Land unexplor d, and sail'd the ^lobe aroond : 
But none will sure presume to rival France, ■ 
Whether she forms or executes the dance ; 
To her exalted ^nius 'tis we owe 
The sprightly Rigsdoon, and Louvre slow ; 
The Bor^e, andCourant, unpractb'd long, 
Th* immortal Minuet, and tne smooth Bre- 

tagne. 
With all the dances of illustrious fame, 
That from their native country take their name; 
With these let ev'ry ball be nrst begun. 
Nor country-dance intrude 'till these are done. 

Each cautious bard, ere he attempts to smg. 
First gently flutt'ring tries his tender wing. 
And if he finds that with uncommon fire 
The muses all his raptur'd soul inspire. 
At once to heaven he soars in lofiy odes. 
And sings alone of heroes and of gods: 



* Arte cite veloque rates remoque moventur. 

Arte leves currus. 
f Nee audit currus habenas. 

X Foillel wrote the Art of Dancing by Characters, in Frenchj since trandtled by Weayar. 
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Butrif he trembliog fears a flight so higli> 

He then descends to softer elegy ; 

And if in elegjr he can*t soccera. 

In pstt'ral he may tune the oaten reed. 

So diould the dancer ere he tries to move. 

With care his strength, and weight, and genins 

Frove; 
he finds kind nature's gifts impart 
Eodowments proper for the dancing art. 
If io himself he nnds together joined 
Ao sctire body and ambitious mind, 
la nimble Rigadoons he may advance. 
Or in the Lovrvre*s slow majestic dance : 
If these he fears to reach with easy pace. 
Let him the minuet's ctrclins mazes trace : 
Is this too hard, this too let nim forbear^ 
And to the country-dance confine his care. 
Would yoo in cfancing ev*ry fault avoid. 
To keep true time be first your thoughts em* 

ploy'd; 
AH other errors they in vain shall mend, 
V^ in this one important point ofiend ; 
Vor thu, when now united hand in hand. 
Eager to start the youthful couple stand. 
Let them a while their nimble feet restrain. 
And with soft taps beat time to every strain : 
So ht the race prepar'd two coursers stand/ 
And with impatient jpawings spurn the sand. 

In vain a master shall employ his care. 
Where natore once has fix*d a clumsy air ; 
Rtthcr let such, to country sports confined, 
httwat the flyinff hare, or tim'rous hind : 
Nor jet, while 1 the rural squire despise, 
A nicn effnoinate would I advise ; 
With CQoal soom I would the fop deride. 
Nor let him dance— 4)ut on the woman's side. 
Andjfoo, fiur nymphs, avoid with equal care 
A stnpid dolkiess, and a coouet air. 
Neither with eyes that ever love the ground, 
Ailcep, like spinnins top, run round and rounds 
Mor yet with giddy looks, and wanton pride, 
Scue all aroond, and skip from side to side. 

Thie dancing, like true wit, is best express'd 
% nature only, to advantage dress'd ', 
Tis not a nimble bound, or caper high, 
Tbai can pretend to please a curious eye -, 
Good Judfles no such tumbler's tricks regard. 
Or thmk tnem beautiful because they 're haid : 
Tis not enough that every stander-by 
No glaring errors in your steps can spy ; 
The dance and music must so nicely meet. 
Each note should seem an echo to your feet ; 
A namelen grace must in each movement 

dwell* 
Which words can ne'er express, or precepts 

tell; 
Not to be taught, but ever to be seen 
In Fhnria's air, and Chloe's easy mien : 
Tis such an air that makes her thousands fall, 
When Fielding dances at a birth-night ball: 
Smooth as Camilla she skims o*er the plain, 
Aod flies like her through clouds of heroes 
slain. ^ 

Now when the minuet, oh repeated o'er, 
(Like all terrestrial jm^) can please no more. 
And ev'ry nymph refusing to exnand 
net charms, declines the circulaiing h^id, 



Then let the jovial country-dance b^in. 
And the loud fiddles call each stras^Ier in ; 
But ere they come, permit me to disclose 
How first, as legends tell, this pastime rose ^-^ 
In ancient times (such times are now no 

more) 
When Albion's crown illustrious Arthur wore. 
In some fair opening glade each summer's niffht. 
Where the pale moon diffus'd her silver light. 
On the soft carpet of a grassy field. 
The sporting fairies their assemblies held : 
Some lightly tripping with their pigmy queen. 
In circling ringlets mark'd their level green ; 
Some with sof^ notes bade mellow pipes resound^ 
And music warbled through the groves around: 
Of^ lonely shepherds bv the forest side. 
Belated peasants oft, their revels spied. 
And home returning, o'er the nut-brown ale 
Their guest diverted with the wondrous tale. 
Instructed hence, throughout the British isle. 
And fond to imitate the pleasine toil. 
Round where the trembling May-pole*s fix*d 

on high. 
And bears its flow'ry honors to the sky. 
The ruddy maids and sun-burnt swains resort. 
And practise ev'ry night the lovely sport. 
On ev*ry side j£olian artists stand. 
Whose active elbows swelling winds command ; 
The swelling winds harmonious pipes inspire. 
And blow in ev'ry breast a gen'rous fire. 

Thus taught at first the country-dance began. 
And hence to cities and to courts it ran ; 
Succeeding ages did in time impart 
Various improvements to the lovely art : 
From fields and groves to palaces remov'd. 
Great ones the pleasing exercise approv'd : 
Hence the loud fiddle and shrill trumpet's 

sounds 
Are made companions of the dancer s bounda; 
Hence gems and silks, brocades and ribanda 

join. 
To make the ball with perfect lustre shine. 
So rude at first the tragic muse appeared* 
Her voice alone by rustic rabble neard ; 
Where twisting trees a cooling arbour made. 
The pleas'd spectators sat beneath the shade. 
The houicly stage with rushes green was strew'd. 
And in a cart tne strolling actors rode ; 
Till time at length improv'd the great design. 
And bade the scenes with painted landscapes 

shine : 
Then art did all the bright machines dispose. 
And theatres of Parian marble rose ; 
Then mimic thunder shook the canvas sky. 
And sods descended from their towers on ni^* 

With caution now let ev'ry youth prepare 
To choose a partner from the minglea fair : 
Vain would be hereth* instructing muse's voice. 
If she pretended to direct his choice : 
Beauty alone by fancy is expressed. 
And charms in difT'rent forms each diflTrent 

breast: 
A snowy skin this am'rous youth admires, 
Wh ilst n ut-brow n checks another's bosom fires : 
Small waist and slender limbs some hearts in- 

snare. 
While otliers love the more substantial fair. 



a3f 



ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 



Book IV. 



But ki not outward charms your judgement 

sway, 
Your reason rather than your eyes obey» 
And in the dance, as in the marriage noose. 
Rather for merit than for heauty choose': 
Be her your choice, who knows with perfect 

skill 
When she should mo\'e, and when she should 

be still : 
Who uninstructed can perform her share. 
And kindly half the pleasing burthen bear. 
Unhappy is that hopeless wretches fate 
Wlio, ietter*d in the matrimonial state. 
With a poor, simple, unexperienc d wife. 
Is forc*d to lead the tedious dance of life; 
And such is his, w^ith such a partner join*d^ 
A moving puppet, but without a mind ; 
Still must his hand be pointine out the way. 
Yet ne*er can teach so fast as she can stray ; 
Beneath her follies he must ever groan. 
And ever blush for errors not his own. 

But now beh(^, united hand in hand, 
Rang*d on each side the well-pair*d couple 

stand. 
Each youthful bosom beating with delight. 
Waits the brisk signal for the pleasing sight ; 
While lovely eyes that flash unusual rays. 
And snowy Dosoms seen above the stays. 
Quick busy hands and bridling heads declare 
The fond impatience of the starting fair. 
And see, the sprightly dance b now begun ! 
Now here, now there, the giddy maze they run ; 
Now with slow steps they pace the circling ring. 
Now all confus'd too swift for sight they spring : 
So in a wheel with rapid fury toss*d. 
The undistinguish'd spokes are in the motion 
lost. 
The dancer here no more requires a guide. 
To no strict steps his nimble feet are tied ; 
The muse's precepts here would useless be. 
Where all is fancied, unconfin d, and free. 
Let him but to the music's voice attend. 
By this instructed he can ne'er offend. 
It to his share it falls the dance to lead. 
In well-known paths he may be sure to tread ; 
If others lead let him their motions view. 
And in their steps the winding maze pursue. 

In every country-dance a serious mind 
Tum*d for reflection, can a moral find. 
In Hont-the-squirrel, thus the nymph we view. 
Seeks when we fly, but flies when we pursue : 
Thus in round dances, where our partners 

change. 
And unconnn'd from fair to fair we range. 
As soon as one from his own consort flies. 
Another seizes on the lovely prize ; 
A while the fav'ritc youth enjoys her charms. 
Till the next comer steals her from his arms ; 
New ones succeed, the last is still her care : 
How true an emblem of th' inconstant fair ! 
Where can philosophers and sages wise. 
Who read the curious volumes of the skies, 
A model more exact than dancing name. 
Of the creation's universal frame ? 
Where worlds unnumber'd o*cr th* ethereal 




w 



ray. 
In a bright regtilar confusion stray ; 



Now here, now there, they whirl along the sky, 
Now near approach, and now far dbtant fly : 
Now meet in the same order they besun. 
And then the great celestial dance is done. 

Where can ttie moralbt find a juster plan 
Of the vain labors of the life of man ? 
A while through justling crowds we toil and 

sweat. 
And eagerly pursue we know not what ; 
Then, when our trifling short-liv'd race b run. 
Quite tir'd, sit down just where we have ' 
Thoush to your arms kind fiite's indi 
Has giv n a partner exquisitely fair. 
Let not her charms so much engage your Heart, 
That you neglect the skilful dancer s part ; 
Be not, when you the tuneful notes should hear. 
Still whispering idle prattle in her ear ; 
When you should be employ'd be not at play. 
Nor for your joys all others steps delay : 
But when the finished dance you onoehiR'edaM, 
And with applause through every couple run. 
There rest a while : there snatch the fleetiiig 

bliss. 
The tender whisper, and the balmy kiss; 
Each secret wish, each softer hope coBfcss, 
And her moist palm with easy fingers press: 
With smiles the fair shall hear your warm de- 
sires. 
When music melts her soul, and dancing fiicib 
Thus mix d with love, the pleasing toil punas 
Till the unwelcome morn appears m view ; 
Then when approaching day its beams dispbji^ 
And the dull candle shmes with fainter rays. 
Then when the sun just rises o*er the deep. 
And each bright eye is almost set in sleep. 
With ready hands, obsequious youths^nrepare. 
Safe to her coach to lead each chosen fidr. 
And guard her from the room's inclement ak: 
Let a warm hood enwrap her lovely head. 
And o'er her neck a handkerchief be spTud; 
Around her shoulders let this arm be cast. 
Whilst that from cold defends her slender waist; 
With kisses warm her balmy lips shall gjbw, 
Unchiird by nightly damps or wintry snow. 
While gen'rous white wine mull'd with giuiger 

warm. 
Safely protects her inward frame from harm* 

But ever let my lovely pupils fear 
To chill their mantling blood with cdd smdl- 

beer; 
Ah, thoughtless fair ! the tempting drangjkt fa- 
fuse. 
When thus forewarn'd by my experiencM muse; 
Let the sad consequence your thougjhts employ. 
Nor hazard future pains, for present joy ; 
Destruction lurks within the pois'noos doae, 
A fatal fever, or a pimpled nose. 
Thus through each precept of the dancing 
art. 
The muse has play'd the kind instructor's part; 
Through ev'ry maze her pupil she has lead. 
And pointed out the surest paths to tread : 
No more remains ; no more the ffoddess sings. 
But drops her pinions and unfurU ber wings* 
On downy beds the weary dancers lie. 
And sleep's silk cords tie down each drowsy 
eye; 
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fill dreams their pleasing sports restore, 
a in sleep they seem to dance once more. 
DOW the work completely finished lies» 
the devouring teeth of time defies, 
lirds in air, or fish in streams we find, 
leb fret with aged partners join'd, 
as nymphs shall with attentive ear 
rather than a sermon hear, 
the brightest eyes shall oft peruse 
ful lines of my instructive muse, 
lie shall wear them wrote upon her fan, 
:h bright beau shall read them — if he 
an. 

fUdtnttaide. Jfniien at Winchester 
le. Off the immediaie Approach qf the 
lye. 

IB* tboa fur-clad Winter, fly $ 
hivering poverty ! 

( tbou creep*st with chilblains lame 
•niwded charcoal flame, 
Atterins teeth and ague cold, 
ly shaking sidt^ canst hold 
koQ draw st the deep cough out : 
bol-haU*s noisy rout, 
load and boisterous plav, 
gffous slide, the snow- ball fray. 
Nne, thou genial son of Spring, 
ilide, and with thee bring 

nimble boy and light, 
ft red and drawers white ; 
r the nicely-measHT*d land 
xouod his comely band, 
intercept each blow, 
>tioo or the wary foe. 
lent take thy quiet stand, 
le trembling in thy hand, 
'k, with penetrative eye, 
lie wa%*e, the frequent fly : 
he tfoot with eager spring 
le many-circled ring, 
ping from the silver tide, 

the sun his speckled side, 
d where health, a Naiad fair, 
ly cheek and dropping hair, 
K sultry noon-tide oeani, "^ 

Ilchin*s crystal stream. 

ries, rane'din order due, 

9W*s wisVd- for dawn shall view, 

the radiant star of light 
icin hymn and early kite : 
r, these halIow*d Kaunts among, 
we raise the choral song ; 
11 with echoins minstrelsy 
n of joy and liberty. 
sures such as these await 
enial reign, with heart elate 
ce 1 throw my gown aside, 
ail thy coming, Whitsuntide. 

811. Christmoi. Roberts. 

E, Summer, indolently laid 
beneath the cooling shade 1 
)tuck with sultry heat, 
id frint (atigue^ retreat ( 



Come, Christmas, father tliou of mirth^ 
Patron of the festive hearth, 
Around whose social evening flame 
The jovial song, the winter game^ 
The chase renew*d in merry tale^ 
The season's carols, never fail : 
Who, though the winter chill the skieti 
Canst catch the glow of exercise. 
Following swift the foot^balfs course } 
Or with unresisted force. 
Where frost arrests the harden'd tide. 
Shooting *crpss the rapid slide ; 
Who, ere the misty mom is gray^ 
To some high covert hark*st away, 
Whil<i Sport, on lofty courser bome^ 
In concert winds his echoing horn 
With the deeply thund*ring nounds. 
Whose clangor wild, and joyful sounds^ 
While echo swells the doubling ciy^ 
Shake the woods with harmony. 
How does my eager bosom glow 
To give the well-known tal^ho ! 
Or snow, with cap inverted, where 
Stole away the cautious hare. 
Or, if the blast of winter keen 
Spangles o*er the silvery green, 
Boot^ high thou lov*st to tread. 
Marking, through the sedsy mead. 
Where the creepine moor-hen lies* 
Or snipes with sudden twittering rise ; 
Or joy St the early walk to take 
W*here throush tne pheasant-haunted brakei 
Oft as the weTl-aiin*a gun resounds. 
The eager-dashins spaniel bounds. 

For thee of buck my breeches tight. 
Clanging whip, and rowels bright. 
The huntefs cap my brows to guard. 
And suit of sportive green s prepared ; 
For since these delignts are thine, 
Christmas, with thy bands j join. 

§ SI2. An Elegy on the Death of a mad Dog* 

GoLDSMiTn. 

Good people all, of every sort. 

Give ear unto my song, 
And if you find it wondrous short. 

It cannot hold you long. 

In Islington there was a man. 

Of whom the world might say^ 
That still a gpdly race he ran. 

Whene'er he went to pray. 

A kind and gentle heart he had. 

To comfort friends and foes ; 
The naked every day he clad. 

When he put on his clothes. 

And in that town a doe was found. 

As many dogs there oe. 
Both mongrel, puppy, whelp, and hound. 

And curs of low degree. 

This dog and man at first were friends ; 

But, when a pique began. 
The dog, to gain his private ends. 

Went mad and bit the man. 

du 
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Around from all the neighbouring streets 
The wondering neighhours ran^ 

And swore the dog had lost his wits. 
To bite so good a man. 

The wound it seem*d both sore and sad 

To ev*ry Christian eye ; 
And while they swore the dog was mad. 

They swore the man would die. 

But soon a wonder came to light. 
That shbw*d the rogues they lied ; 

The man recover'd of the bite. 
The dog it was that died. 



§ «13. V Allegro 5 or Fuir, * Parody. 

HUDDBRSFIELD. 

Off, blubbering Melancholy! 
Of the blue devils and book-learning born. 
In dusty schools forlorn ; 
Amongst black-gowns, square caps, and books 

unjolly. 
Hunt out some college cell. 
Where muzzing quizzes mutter monkish 

schemes. 
And the old proctor dreams ; 
There, in thy smutty walls o'errun with dock, 
As rai^ged as thy smock. 
With rusty, fusty fellows ever dwell. 

But come, thou ba^age, fat and free. 
By eentles caird Festivity, 
Ana by us rolling kiddles, Fuv, 
Whom mother Sntpton, one by one. 
With two Wapping wenches mpre. 
To skipping Harlequino bore : 
Or whether, as some deeper say. 
Jack Pudding on a holiday 
Along with Jenny Diver romping. 
As he met her once a pumping. 
There on heaps of dirt and mortar. 
And ciqders wash*d in cabbage-water, 
Fiird her with thee a strapping lassife. 
So spunky, brazen, bold, and saucy. 
Hip 1 here jade, and bring with the« 
Jokes and sniggering jollity, 
Christmas gambols, waggish tricks. 
Winks, wrv faces, licks and kicks. 
Such as fall from Moggy*s knuckles. 
And love to live about her buckles ; 
Spunk, that hobbling watchmen boxes. 
And Horse-laugh hugging both his doxies ; 
Come, and kick it as you go. 
On the stumping hornpipe-toe; 
And in thy nght-hand haul with thee, 
Tyic Mountain brim French Liberty. 
And if I give thee puffing due. 
Fun, admit me of thv crcwt 
To pig with her, and pig with thee. 
In everlasting frolics free ; 
To hear the sweep begin his beat. 
And squalling startle the dull street. 
From his watf^h-box in the alley 
TiH the watch at six doth sally ; 
Then to go, in snite of sleep. 
And at the winaow cry, ** Sweep I aweep T 



Through the street-door, or the area. 
Or, in the country, through the dairy j 
While the dustman, with his din. 
Bawls and rings to be let in. 
And at the fore, or the back-door. 
Slowly plods his jades before. 
Oft Hearing the sow-geldet's horn 
Harshly rouse the snoring mom. 
From the side of a large square* 
Through the long street grunting (ar. 
Sometimes walking V\\ be seen 
By Tower-hill, or MoorBelds*-greea, 
Right against Old Bedlam-jgate, 
Where the mock king begins his state, 
Crown*d with straw and rob*d with rags. 
Covered o er with jags and tags. 
While the keeper near at hand 
Bullies those who leave their stand : 
And milk maids' screams go through 

cars. 
And grinders sharpen nisty sheers. 
And every crier squalls his cry 
Under each window he goes by. 

Straight mine eye hath caught newgtm 
While round and round this town it ram 
Sloppy streets and foggy day. 
Where the blundering folks do stray; 
Pavements, on whose 8lipi>ery flags 
Swearing coachmen drive their nags ; 
Barbers jostled 'gainst your side. 
Narrow streets, and^tters wide. 
Grub-street garrets now it sees, 
To the muse open and the breeze. 
Where, perhaps, some scribbler hungers. 
The hack of neighbouring newsmong^. 
Hard by, a tinker's furnace smokes. 
From betwixt two pastry-cooks. 
Where Dingy Dick and Peggy, met. 
Are at their scurvy dinner set. 
Of cow-heel, and such cellar messes. 
Which the splay-foot Rachael dresses I 
And then in haste the shop she leaves. 
And with the bov the bellows heaves; 
Or if 'tis late and shop is shot. 
Scrubs at the pump her face from smut. 

Sometimes, all tor sights agog. 
To t' other end of the town I jog. 
When St. James's bells ring round. 
And the royal fiddles sound ; 
When every lord and lady's bum 
Jigs it in the drawing-room ; 
And young and old dance down the XxxHt 
In honor of the fourth of June ; 
I'ill candles fail and e)'es are sore. 
Then home we hie to talk it o'er. 
With stories told of many a treat, ' 
How Lady Swab the sweetmeats eat ; 
She was pinch'd and something worse. 
And she was fohb*d and lost her purse: 
Tell how the drudging Weltjec sweM, 
To bake his custards duly set. 
When in one nig;ht ere clock went seven, 
His *prentioe laahad robb'd the oven 
Of more than twenty handful:) put in ; 
Then lies him down, a little elutton, 
Stretch'd lumb'ring 'fore the fire, they td 
And bakes the-oiMtardi in his btlly.; 
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p-«ick down the stairs he flings, 
I masters bell vet rings, 
e the tales, to oed they creep, 
and wheels soon lull'd to sleep, 
s city takes me then, 
\ums of busy men, 
rongs of train-band captains bold 
f peace fierce meetings hold, 
e^ of stock-jobbers, whose lies 
mge of stocks and bankruptcies; 
ills and bears alike contend 
t cash they dare not spend, 
aldermen appear, 
robes, with chandelier, 
leasts and gluttony, 
la upon the lord-mayor*s day; 
t youn^ *prentices remember, 
)r wakmg, all November. ' 
» the play-houses anon, 
or Bannister be one ; 
* Parsons, child of Drury, 
; his damns with comic fury, 
against hum-drum cares, 
ome of Dibdiu^9 airs, 
9 his own queer wit, 
v^ shaking sides may split, 
vitb many a jolly bout, 
afort Buildings oft roar*d out, 
Iging curls and smirk so cunning, 
1 many a booby running, 
all the ways and-phizzes 
I, and oddities, and quizzes ;'* 
ter's self might heave his head 
nken snoozes, on a bed 
use benches sprawl'd, and hear 
liing sonp as won the ear 
town, his slip to cover, 
' he met *em half-seas over. 
cs like these if thou canst give, 
with thee I wish to live. 



The Picture, Cunningham. 

ntAiT, at my lord*s command 
i by a curious hand, 
ers ih the nice virtii 
lip set the piece to view, 
leir coonoisseurships tell 
this work was finisn'd well : 
I tbe loudest, on my word, 
likmtetif good my lord ; 
i plain, for •P^adc I must, 
Qouoce one feature just, 
fibrt straight was made, 
lortraiture essayed ; 
!S were again besought 
diver whiat he thought. 
m the first, the critics bawl ; 
I mouth 1 how monstrous small 1 



Look at the cheeks — how lank and thia 1 
See, what a most preposterous chin 1 
After remonstrance made in vain, 
I '11, says the painter, once again 
(If my good lord vouchsafes to sit) 
Try for a more successful hit : 
If youMI to-morrow deign to call, 
NfVe'll have a piece to please you all. 
To-morrow comes — a picture's plac*d 
Before those spurious sons of taste- 
In their opinions all agree. 
This is the vilest of all three. 
*' Know — to confute your envious pride*' 
(His lordship from the canvass crifd;, 
** Know — that it is my real face. 
Where you could no resemblance trace : 
I've triei you by a lucky trick. 
And prov d jour genius to the quick ; 
Void of all judgement, goodness, sense. 
Out, ve pretending varlets, — hence !" 
The connoisseurs depart in haste, 
Despis'd, neglected, and disgrac'd. 



§215. The Modem Fine Gentleman. Written 
in the Year 1746. 

SoAME Jemths. 

f)ua1e portentum neque militaris 
)aunia in latis alit esculetis. 
Nee Jubx tellus generat, leonum 
Arida nutrix. 

Just broke from school, pert, impudent, and 

raw. 
Expert in Latin, more expert in taw. 
His honor posts o'er Italy and France, 
Measures St. Peter's dome, and leams to dance; 
Thence, having quick through various countries 

flown, 
Glean'd all their follies and expos*d his own. 
He back returns, a thing so strange all o'er. 
As never ages past produc'd before ; 
A monster of such complicated worth. 
As no one single clime could e'er bring forth ; 
Half atheist, papist, gamester, bubble, rook. 
Half fiddler, coachman, dancer, groom, and 

cook. 
Next, because business is now all the vogne. 
And who'd be quite polite must be a rogue. 
In parliament he purchases a seat, 
To make th' accomplished ^,entleman complete. 
There safe in self-sufficient impudence. 
Without experience, honesty, or sense. 
Unknowing in her interest, trade, or laws. 
He vainly undertakes his country's cause: 
Forth from his lips, prepar'd at all to rail. 
Torrents of nonsense burst like bottled ale, 
* Though shallow, muddy; brisk, though 

mighty dull ; 
Fierce, without strength ; o*erflowing, though 

not full. 



* Parody on these lines of Sir Jobiv Denham : 

Though deep yet clear, though gentle yet not dull, 
Stroof without rage, wiibout o'eiflowmg full. 
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Now quite a Frenchman in his garb and air. 
His neck yok'd down with bag and solitaire. 
The liberties of Britain he supports, 
And storms at placemen, ministers, and courts ; 
Now in cropt greasy hair, and leather breeches, 
He loudly bellows out his patriot speeches ; 
Kings, lords, and commons ventures to abuse. 
Yet dares to show those ears he ought to lose. 
From hence to White's our virtuous Cato flies. 
There sits with countenance erect and wise. 
And talks of games of whist, and pig-tail pies ; 
Plays all the night, nor doubts each law to break 
Himself unknowingly has help'd to make ; 
Tremblinzand anxious, stakes his utmost groat. 
Peeps o*er his cards, and looks as if he thought; 
Next morn disowns the losses of the night. 
Because the fool would fain be thought a bite. 

Devoted thus to politics and canU, 
Nor mirth, nor wine, nor women he regards ; 
So far is ev'ry virtue from his heart. 
That not a gen*rous vice can claim a part ; 
Nay, lest one human passion e*er should move 
His soul to friendship, tenderness, or love, - 
To Figg and Broughton* he commits his 

breast. 
To steel it to the fashionable test. 

Thus, poor in wealth, he labors to no end, 
Wretched alone, in crowds without a friend ; 
Insensible to all that *s sood or kind, 
l>eaf to all merit, to all beauty blind ; 
For love too busy, and for wit too grave, 
A hardcn*d, sober, proud, luxuriant knave ; 
By little actions striving to be great. 
And proud to be, and to be thought, a cheat. 

And yet in this, so bad is his success. 
That, as his fame improves, his rents grow less. 
On parchment wings his acres take their flight, 
Andf his unpeopVd gnnes admit the light ; 
With his estate his interest too is done. 
His honest borough seeks a warmer sun ; 
For him now cash and liquor flows no more. 
His independent voters cease to roar ; 
And Britons soon must want the great defence. 
Of all his honesty and eloquence; , ' 
But that the generous yoCith, more anxious 

grown 
lie liberty than for his own. 
Marries some jointured, antiquated crone ; 
And boldly, when his country is at stake. 
Braves the deep yawning gulf, like Curtius, 
for its sake. 
Quickly again distressed for want of coin. 
He digs no longer in th* exhausted mine. 
But seeks preferment as the last resort. 
Cringes each mom at levees, bows at court. 
And from the hand he hales, implores support. 
The minister, well pleased at small expense 
To silence so much rude impertinence. 
With squeeze and whisper yields to hb de- 
mands. 
And on the venal list emolFd he stands : 
A riband and a pension bu]^ the slave ; 
This bribes the fix>Vabout him, that the knave. 
And now arriv*d at his meridian glory, 
lie sinks apace, despisM by Whig and Tory j 



Of independence now he talks no more« 
Nor shakes the senate with his patriot roar : 
But silent votes, and. with court timppinipi 

hung. 
Eyes his own glitt*ring star, and hoUt hii 

tongue. 
In craft political a bankrapt made. 
He sticks to gaming, as a surer trside ; 
Turns downright sharper, lives by snckiiig 

blood. 
And grows, in short, the very thing he wooU: 
Hunts out young heirs who nave their foitniMi 

spent. 
And lends them ready cash at cent, ner cent; 
Lays wagers on his own and others' lives, 
Fights uncles, fathers, grandmothers, and 

wives. 
Till Death at length, indignant to be made 
The daily subject of his sport and trade. 
Veils with his sable hancl the wretch's eyes. 
And, groaning for the betu he loses by t, he 

dies. 



§ 3 1 6. An Epiitle, wriiten in ike Counin, U 
the Right Honorable the Lard LerSutr 
then inTown^ September 1736* Jevtvs* 

In days, my lord, when mother Tiine, 
Though now grown old, was in lier princ, 
When Saturn first began to rule. 
And Jove was hardly come from school. 
How happy was a country life ! 
How free from wickedness and strife I 
Then each man liv*d upon his fiurm. 
And thought and did no mortal harm $ 
On mossy banks fair virgins slept. 
As harmless as the flocks they kept; 
Then love was all they had to do. 
And nymphs were chaste, and twatnt WW 
true. 

But now, whatever poets write, 
*Tis sure, the case is alter*d quite : 
Virtue no more in rural plains. 
Or innocence, or peace remains ; 
But vice is in the cottage found. 
And country girls are oh unsound ; 
Fierce party rage each village (iret. 
With wars of justices and squires; 
Attorneys for a barley straw. 
Whole ages hamper folks in law; 
And every neightxmr *s in a flame 
About their rates, or tithes, or game : 
Some quarrel for their hares and pigeons, 
And some for diflerence in religions : 
Some hold their parson the best p r ea ch er. 
The tinker some a better teacher; 
These, to the church they fight for stiangBl^ 
Have faith in nothing but her dangers ; 
While those, a more believing people. 
Can swallow all things-^ut a steeple. 

But I, my lord, who, as you know. 
Care little how these matters go^ 
And equally detest the strife 
And usual joys of country Ufe, 



One, a celebrated prise-fighter ; the other, a no less (amoos bogDcr. 
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good foitune little share 
versions, or its care : 
300 I with squires unite, 
iDt all day and drink all night, 
ion wonderful inviting, 
^•sfcftkions, or cock-fighting : 
I oo farm 1 occupy, 
eep to rot, and cows to die ; 
it murh, or much despair, 
in my hedge I find a snare ; 
V 1, with due admiration, 
ligh honors here in fashion ; 
It commissions of the quorum, 
to all who come before *em j 
carlet eds'd with gold, 
rhite staff high-sherifis hold ; 
'esenutive*s caressmg, 

r's boM', the bishops blessing; 
for my soul delient 
iiU feast of neigh b ring knight, 
you send three days before, 
: gloves ineete you at the door, 
perfluity of breeding 
kcs you bick, and then with feeding : 
ith crremouy cloy*d, 
lid next time such plagues avoid, 
t without previous notice, 
John, a coach !-— I cant think who 

»», 

cries, who spies your coach 

the avenae approach : 

how unlucky I— washing-day 1 

he men are m the hay !'* 

; to gain is something hard, 

I all JMirk, the gates are barr'd ; 

Ts with lines of linen cross'd, , 

-door's locked, the key is lost : 

fficuhii'S all o*ercome, 

ti at length the drawing-room ; 

!re*s such trampling over-head, 

fOU*d swear was brought to-bed : 

I hurry bursts her lock, 

can sleeves to hide her smock ; 

ants run, the pewter clatters, 

dresses, calls, and chatters ; 

L-maid raves for want of butter, 

cak, fowls scream, and green geese 

utter. 

rr three hours* tedious waiting, 

or neij^bours* faults debating, 

ng nme times view*d the garden, 

I there*s nothing worth a farthing, 

i my lady and the pudding ; 

ill ejicuse, sir, on a sudden"— 

at we may have four and four, 

wi, fowls, and cauliflower 

cient unity divide, 

xie graces, one each side ; 

md by the second course 

ffiing like a distanced horse ; 

then to church and king, 

er sweats, the glasses ring : 

n removed, the toasts go round, 

nd pelitici abound ; 



And, as the knight more tipsy waxes. 

We daum all ministers and taxes. 

At last the ruddy sun ouite sunk. 

The coachman tolerably drunk. 

Whirling o'er hillocks, ruts, and stones, 

Enough to dislocate one*8 bones. 

We home return, a wondrous token 

Of Heaven's kind care, with limbs unbroken. 

Afflict us not, ye gods, though sinners, 

With many days like this, or dinners ! 

But if civilities thus tease me. 
Nor business nor diversions please me ; 
You'll ask, my lord, how time I spend } 
I answer, witn a book or friend ; 
Tlie circulating hours dividing 
'Twixt reading, walking, eating, riding : 
But books are still my highest joy. 
These earliest please, and latest cloy. 
Sometimes o'er distant climes I stray, 
By guides experienc'd taught the way ; 
The wonder of each region view. 
From frozen Lapland to Peru ; 
Bound o'er rough seas, and mountains bar*. 
Yet ne'er forsake my elbow chair. 
Sometimes some fam*d historian's pen 
Recalls past ages back again ; 
Where all I see, through every page. 
Is but how men, with senseless rage. 
Each other rob, destroy, and bum. 
To serve a priest's, a statesman's iuni : 
Though loaded with a different aim. 
Yet always asses much the same. 
Sometimes I view with much delight. 
Divines their holy game-cocks fight : 
Here faith and works, at variance set. 
Strive hard who shall the vict'ry get; 
Presbytery and episcopacy. 
They fight so long, it would amaze ye : 
Here free-will holds a fierce dispute 
With reprobation absolute; 
There sense kicks transuhstantiation. 
And reason pecks at revelation. 
With learned Newton now 1 fly 
O'er all the rolling orbs on high. 
Visit new worlds, and for a minute 
This old one scorn, and all that *s in it : 
And now with lab' ring Boyle I trace 
Nature through every winding maze ; 
The latent qualities admire 
Of vapors, water, air, and fire ; 
With pleasing admiration see 
Matter's surprising subtilty ; 
As how the smallest lamp displays. 
For miles around, its scatter'a rays ; 
Or how (the case more to exnlain) 
A fart *, that wei^s not half a grain. 
The atmosphere will oft |)erfome 
Of a whole spacious drawing-room. 

Sometimes I pass a whole long day 
In happy indolence away. 
In fondly meditating o'er 
Past pleasures, and in hoping more ; 
Or wander through the fields and vroodi. 
And gardens baUi d in dxding floods^ 
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There blooming flow'rs with rapture view. 
The sparkling gems of morning dew. 
Whence in my mind ideas rise 
Of Celiacs cheeks, and Ctiloe*s eyes. 

'Tis thus, my Lord, I, free from strife. 
Spend an inglorious country life : 
These arethe joyt I still pursue. 
When absent from the town and you; 
Thus pass long summer suns away. 
Busily idle, ciumly gay ; 
Nor great, nor mean, nor rich, nor poor. 
Not having much, nor wishing more ; 
Except that you, when weary growA 
Of all the follies of the town. 
And seeing in all public places 
The same vain fope and )>ainted faces. 
Would sometimes kindly condescend 
To vi.^it a dull country friend : 
Here you'll be ever sure to meet 
A hearty welcome, though no treat ; 
Ose who has nothinjg; eUe to do. 
But to divert himself and you : 
A house, where quiet guards the door. 
No rural wits smoke, drink, and roar; 
Choice books, safe horses, wholesome liquor, 
Billianls, backgammon, and the vicar. 



§ SI7. Horaet. Book IL Ode 10. 

CoWPER. 

Rbceive, dear friend, the truths I teach. 
So shalt thou live beyond the reach 

Of ad\ erse fortune's pow*r t 
Not always tempt the distant deep. 
Nor always timorously creep 

Along the treach rous shore. 

He that hoMs fast the golden mean. 
And li\es contentedly between 

The lit lie and the great. 
Feels not the waot^ that pinch the poor. 
Nor nlai^ues that haunt tnc rich man's door, 

Imbiit'riug all his state. 

The tallest pines feel most the pow'r 
Of wintry blast ; the loftiest tow'r 

Comes heaviest to the ground : 
The l>ohs that spare the inounuin't sidt 
His cloud-capt euitnence divide. 

And spread the ruin round. 

The well-in form'd philosopher 
Rejoices with a wholesome fear. 

And houes in tpite of pain ; 
If winter bellow from the north. 
Soon the sweet spring comes dancing forth. 

And nature iaugns again. 

What if thine lieaveo be overcast ? 
The dark appearance will not last; 

Expect a brij^hter sky : 
The God that strings the silver bow 
Awakes sometimes the muses too. 

And lays bis anows by. 



If hindrances obstruct thy way. 
Thy magnanimity display. 

And let thy strength be seen : 
But, oh ! if fortune fill thy sail 
With more than a propitious gale. 

Take half thy canvass in. 



§ 218. A Reflection on ihejortroing Oc 

Cowni 

And is this all ? Can reason do no moR 
Than bid me shun the deep, and dread 

shore ? 
Sweet moralist ! afloat on life's rough sea. 
The Christian has an art unknown to thet 
He holds no parley with unmanly fean. 
Where duty bids he confidently steers ; 
Faces a thousand dangers at her call. 
And trusting in his God surmounts ibem 1 



§t\g. The Shrubbery. fFiritten in a Tm 
AfflicHon. CowFii 

O HAPPY shades I to me unblest. 
Friendly to peace, but not to me ; 

How ill the scene that offers rest. 
And heart that cannot rest, agree I 

This glassy stream, that spreading pine, 
Those alders quiv'ring to the brcese, 

Might soothe a soul less hurt than mine, 
And please, if any thing could please. 

But fix'd unalterable care 

Foregoes not what she feels within \ 
Shows the same sadness every where, 

And slights the season and the scene. 

For all that pleas'd in wood or lavtm. 
While peace possess'd these silent bow'n, 

Her animating smile withdrawn. 
Has lost it beauties and its pow*rs. 

The saint or moralist should tread 
This moss-grown alley, musing slow; 

They seek, like me, the secret shade. 
But not, like me, to nourish woe. 

Me fruitful scenes and prospects vrasie 
Alike admonish not to roam : 

Thfse tell me of enjoyments past. 
And those of sorrows yet to come. 



§ 220. Mutual Forbearance necestarjf to 
Happiness of the Married State. Cowi 

Tme Lady thus addrcss'd her spouse— 
What a mere dungeon is this house! 
By no means large enough ; and, was it, 
\ et this dull room, and that dark closet. 
Those hangings with their worn-oat Giao 
Long l>eard^, long noses, and pale fiiccs. 
Are such an antiquated scene. 
They overwhelm roe with the spleen. 

Sir Humphrey, shooting in the dark. 
Makes answer quite beside the mark ; 
No doubt, my dear ; I bade him come, 
£iig|ig*d aijielf to be at home. 
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lull expect him at the door 
j|y when the clock strikes four. 
are so deaf, the lady cried, 
ati*d her voice, and frown'd beside,) 
e so ftadly deaf, my dear, 
iball 1 do to make you hear? 
niss poor Harry ! he replies, 
Mople arc more nice than wise ; 
i slifl^ht tresfiass all this stir ! 
if he did ride whip and spur ? 
bot a mile — ^your fa v' rite horse 
ever look one hair the worse.-— 
[ protest, tis past all beariiigl — 
I am rather hard of hearing ! 
truly— one must scream and bawl ; 
Ml, yoQ can*t hear at all. 
rith a voice exceeding low. 
Iter if you hear or no. 
! and is domestic strife, 
rest ill of human life, 
le so little to be fear*d, 
e wantonly incurr'd ; ^ 

ify a fretful passion, 
y trivial provocation ? 
idest and the happiest pair 
id occasion to fornear, 
nething ev*ry day they live 
, and |)erha))s forgive. 
nfirroities that fall 
Qoon to the lot of all, 
tsb» or a sense iin|)air'd, 
aes so little to he s))ar*d, 
rewell all that must create 
nfort of the wedded state, 
of harmony, *tis jar, 
Qult, and intestine war. 
i that cheers life's lau»st stage, 
;ainst sickness and old a;;^e, 
I by virtue from declension, 
I not weary of attention ; 
I when that extei'ior grace 
irst inspir'd the flame, decays. 
lie, delicate, and kind, 
I compassionate or blind, 
1 with sympathy endure 
lb it woula gladly cure: 
•y, coarse, and harsh expression, 
nve to be a mere profession, 
lat the heart is none of his, 
expels him if it is. 



The ffinier Nosegay, Cowper. 

atnre, alas ! has denied 
; delicate growth of our isle, 
n a measure supplied, 
inter is deck VI with a smile. 
y, what beauties 1 bring 
ihe shelter of that sunny shed, 
he flowers have the charms of the 
rinc, 

h abroad they are frozen and dead. 
wr of Arcadian sweets. 
Flora is still in her prime, 
) to which she retreats 
he cruel assaults of the clime. 



1 



While earth wears a mantle of snow. 

The pinks are as fresh and as gay 
As the fairest and sweetest that blow 

On the beautiful bosom of May. 
See how they have safely surviv'cl 

The frowns of a sky so sevctre ; 
Such Mary's true love, that has liv'd 

Through many a turbulent year. 
The charms of the late-blowing rose 

Seem graced with a livelier hue. 
And the winter of sorrow best shows 

The truth of a friend such as you. 



§ 222. Boadicea, an Ode. Gowpkr. 

When the British warrior queen. 
Bleeding from the Roman rods. 
Sought, with an indignant mien. 
Counsel of her country's gods 5 
Sage, beneath a spreadins oak. 

Sat the Druid, hoary cnief, 
Ev'ry burning word he S|X>ke 

Full of raee, and full of grief : 
Princess ! if our aged eyes 

Weep ujx)n thy matchless wrongs, 
'Tjs because resentment ties 

All the terrors of our tongues. 
Rome shall perish — write that word 

In the blood that she has spilt; 
Perish hopeless and abhorr*d. 

Deep in ruin as in guilt. 
Rome, for empire (ax renown'd 

Tramples on a thousand states. 
Soon her pride shall kiss the ground-— 

Hark I the Gaul is at her g^tes. 
Other Romans shall arise. 

Heedless of a soldier's name ; 
Sounds, not arms, shall win the prize. 

Harmony the path to fame. 
Then the progeny that springs 
From the forests of our land, 
Arm*d with thunder, clad with wiDfs, 

Shall a wider world command. 
Regions Csesar never knew 
Thy posterity shall sway. 
Where his eagles never flew. 

None invincible as they. 
Such the bard*s prophetic words. 

Pregnant with celestial fire. 
Bending as he swept the chorda 

Of his sweet but awful lyre. 
She, with all a monarch's pride. 
Felt them in her bosom fflow, 
Riish'd to battle, fought and died. 

Dying burl'd them at the foe. 
Ruffians, pitiless as proud. 

Heaven awards the vengeance due i 
Empire is on us bestow'd, 
shame and ruin wait for you. 

$ 893. Heroism. Cowper. 

Thbie was a time when .£tna*s silent fire 
Slept unpercciv'd, the mountain yet entire ; 
When, conscious of no danger from below. 
She tower d a cloud-capt pyramid of snow ; 
No thunders shook with deep intestine sound 
The blooming groves that girdled her around ; 
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Her unetixnis olives and her purple vines 
(Unfelt the fiiry of those bursting mines) 
The peasant's hopes, and not in vain, assured. 
In peace upon her sloping sides matur d. 
When on a day, like that of the last doom, 
A conflagration lahVing in her womb. 
She teenrd and heav'd v?ith an infernal birth. 
That shook the circling seas and solid earth. 
Dark and voluminous tne vapors rise. 
And han^ -their horrors in the neighb'ring 

skies ; [day. 

While through the Stygian veil that blots the 
In dazzling streaks the vivid lightningB play: 
But O! vvhat muse, and in what pow'rs of 

song. 
Can trace the torrent as it bums along ? 
Havoc and devastation in the van. 
It marches o*er the prostrate work of man ; 
Vines, olives, herbage, forests disappear. 
And sdl the charms of a Sicilian year. 

Revolving seasons, fruitless as they pass. 
See it an unformed and an idle mass. 
Without a soil to invite the tiller's care. 
Or blade that might redeem it from despair. 
Yet time at length (what will not time 

achie\'e ?) [live : 

Clothes it with earth, and bids the produce 
Once ipore the spiry myrtle crowns the glade. 
And ruminating flocks enjoy the shade. 
-O bliss precarious, and unsafe retreats ! 
O charming paradise of short-liv'd sweets I 
The 8elf*same gale that wafts the fragrance 

round. 
Brings to the distant ear a sullen sound : 
Again the mountain feels th' imprisoned foe. 
Again pours ruin on the vale below ; 
Ten thousand swains the veasted scene deplore. 
That only future ages can restore. 
Ye monarchs, whom the lure of honor 

draws. 
Who write in blood the merit of your cause. 
Who strike the blow, then plead your own de- 

lenoe. 
Glory your aim, but justice jour pretence ; 
Behold in JEtna's emblematic fires 
The mischiefs your ambitious pride inspires. 
Fast by the stream that bounds your just do- 
main. 
And tells you where ye hate a right to reign, 
A nation dwells, not envious of your throne. 
Studious of peace, their neighbours' and their 



Ill-fated race 1 how deeply must they rue 
Thiir only crime, vicinity to you I 
The trumpet sounds, your legionsswarm abroad. 
Through the ripe harvest lies their destin'd 

road. 
At tw*rf step beneath their feet they tread 
The line of multitudes, a nation's bread ; 
Earth seems a garden in its loveliest dress 
Before them, and behind a wilderness ; 
Famine and Pestilence, her first-bom son. 
Attend to finish what the sword begun ; 
And echoing praises such as fiends might earn. 
And fblly pays, resound at your return. 
A oalm soooeads i "but Plenty, with her train 
Of b/earufelt jojs^ succeeds not soon again i 



And years of pining indigence must show 
What scourges are the gods that rule bdow. 

Yet man, laborious man, by slow degrees 
(Such is his thirst of opulence and ease) 
Plies all the sinews of industrious toil. 
Gleans up the refuse of the gcnVal spoil ; 
Rebuilds the tow* rs that smord upon the plair 
And the sun gilds the shining spires agsin. 

Increasing commerce and reviving art 
Renew the quarrel on the conqu'ror s part ; 
And the sad lesson must be learnd once mon 
That wealth within is ruin at the door. 

What are ye, monarchs, laurel'd heroes, sa; 
But ^tnas of the sufiTring world ye sway? 
Sweet nature, stripped of her embroider'd rob 
Deplores the wasted regions of her globe. 
And stands a witness at uuth*s awful bar» 
To prove you there destroyers as ye are. 

O place me in some heav*n-procected isle. 
Where peace, and equity, and freedom smile 
Where no volcano pours his fieiy flood. 
No crested warrior dips his plume in blood ; 
Where pow*r secures what industry has woo, 
Where to succeed is not to be uiulone; 
A land that distant tyrants hate in vain. 
In Britain's isle, beneath a George's reign. 

§ 224. Jri above Nature. PaTBR PivoAi 

Nature's a coarse, vile, daubing jade— 

I've said it often, and repeat it— > 
She doth not understand her trade- 
Artists, ne'er mind her work i I hope you' 
b^t it. 
Look now, for Heav'n's sake, at her skies ! 

What are they ?<— Smoke, for certain^, 
know; 
From chimney-tops, behold! they rise. 

Made by some sweating cooks below. 
Look at her dirt in lanes, from whence 

comes— 
From hogs, and ducks, and geese, and horsi 

bums-** 
Then tell me. Decency, I must request. 
Who'd copy such a devlish nasty beast) 
Paint by the yard — your canvass spread. 

Broad as the mftipsail of a man of wari>» 
Your whale shall eat up ev'ry other head. 

E'en as the sun licks up each sneaking sta 
1 do assure you, bulk is no bad tcick— 

By bulky things botli men and maids t 
taken— 
Mind, too, to lay the paints like mortar thic 

And make your pictures look as red as baoc 
All folks love size, believe mv rhime ; 
Burke says, 'tis part of the suolime. 
A Dutchman, I forget his name,— Van Groi 

Van Slabberchops, Van Stink, Van Swal 
No matter, though I cannot make it out— - 

At calling names I never was a dal>— 
This Dutchman, then, a man of taste. 

Holding a cheese that wcigh'd a hundi 
pound. 
Thus, like a burgomaster, spoke with jud( 



ment vast : 



i€ 



No poet like my broder step de groundj 
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icimooihaigU 
Thai every lop 
peulejudgei 






" H« he dc bnust nncE, lixik ! 

" Dm all the vortd must ntesK ^ 
" Vor h( beb vrile ton book, 

"So big a» all ilm cheat!" 
IFiladiiuncc jroii would paint a pig. 

Let DM th« caxon a disliilclneis lack ; 
EW ill the lady crriiin will *o aiare. 
And msnr vow. ■' Tis nol a bii like hair !" 
'like Denncr, finish higll 

: only by the eye, 
it by their Rnser ends [ 
lele bristle on nis back, 
ibject be a wig. 
Ay noaing, o er the picture dwell, 
'nby the goodness by the smell. 
Cbude'i distances are too confus'd — 
Uneflnaiina scene — nothing made out — 

Km (rhicn he ought to be ahus'd. 
Whose works have been so cried about. 
tiite me the pencil, whose amazing style 
)Ukei a bird i beak appear at twenty mile ; 
And to my view, eyes, legs, and claws wi 
K'iih even (iatherofhislairaad wing, [bring, 

Uakeall youi treetalike. Tor Nature's i '' 
Fandodariety — a wayward child — [^ 
T« blime yotic taste some blockheads may pre- 
Bu mind, that ev'ry one be like a hiuom. 

Of Meel add pumt silver form vour waters, 

Aod inahe youi cloudi like rocks and alliga- 

ton. [wilhng 

Whene'er you paint the moon, ii* you arf 

Ttpin appUusc — why, paim her like a ihil- 

tmgt 
OlSoTs brighl orb — be sure to make him glow 
pMcady like a guinea or a jo * . 
IiiIMiR. U) get your pictures prais'd and sold, 
Caown, like Mi>las, ev'ry thing to gold. 

1 Me, at cxCelleBce you'll eoiiie at last — 
Yawdmid* ale nude of veiy brilliant slufT; 

Tit UiK> on china mugs are now lurpass'd, 
Twrion-MU yields not to brick -walls nor buff 
II atHOM of Uecs your art so finely thrives, 
Tbj redly look like golden-hafted knives I 
Com, iDt Uda, leave Nature's dismal hue, 
'bd the etc long will con 
fits. Tkt Crooked Sixpi 
" Stng. Maiden Muse, 
Sixpence, Hoop- peiiicoai, and Church on fire. 
■ItrrT the maid, who, from green sickness free, 
•n canvass or in Holland pocket bears 
'J cruaked Sixpence. She envieth not 
K«ir>iiutrried folks, nor sighs at others' banns. 
■At ete, when Sol this hemisphere forsakes, 
^c to her needle or her wheel repairs: 
ntci, not unmindful of the man, dear man, 
Whose faith, by protuiiea and am'rous oaths. 
And crooked Sixpence, was to her betroth'd, 
n illiini or Thooiat ; at her woik she cries, 
Rii year next March is up, and u> is mine. 
Meanwhile he shoe*, japans, or buckling wigs, 
%am Durfey's songs by Purcellini set. 
But I, who in my head bear pain, and draw 



le and copy you. 

net. BRAMSTOtif. 



With cinders, ot with moilar fiom the wall. 
Wretched repast ! my fading Aebh dbtain 1 
:hLmney corner close 1 poking tit. 
■ ev« stir spontaneous, »carce when call'd, 
1 loll, I stretch, I yawn, and from a tub 
(Like thai whence Burgess pteach'd) oatmeal 

put loin. 
Oatmeal, unsalulary food if raw I 
More wtiQlesome than yclep'd burgout, wbiek 

feeds 
North-British lad, full famoui in records 
Of England's chronicle for selling kings. 
When he o'er hoary hitla, or cragjiv cuffs. 
Or lugged rocks, wliere eagles build their nest. 
Rides on a galloway, though snial^ yet strong, 
Voy'gin^ from Dungbuy Head through ihe- 

ntldnms 
Barren and bleak, with chequrr'd plaid luperb. 
Intent with clipp'd Jacobuses to buy 
Freneh wine in Lusitanian disks ynent. 
Which well-paid perjurers vouch all forfiorC, 
Though they perhaps the growth of Bourdeanx 

be, 
Cliatteau, Matgout, or the renown'd Ponlack. 
Thus while in qualms my heavy moment* 

A wight, in habit velvet all and gold. 
Formal and fine, dread monster 1 doctor highl. 
With solemn face into the kitchen stalks. 
His bony fingers thrice my pulse assay j 
I'hrice secrets deep he asks ; surprised, 1 dread 
The voice obscene, and hale the sickly sound, 
What sliall Idoi Aoiai'd, confounded, dumb 
1 statid, nor answer give to hii demdndi. 
Nauseous to virgin can; my friitled hair 
Stands upright, to its roof my tongue sticks lilT, 
iteteiitive facuiiy my bowels lose. 
So horrible he seems. — His hotie-hair wig 
Stiffen'd with angry curls, hit agate cane 
And gilded sword (loo oh by cowards worn) 
Disastrous deeds forbode ; in his right-hand 
Thcdespetaie pen he ukes, which, tinged with 



Sitange chara< 



and figures dire inscribes. 



ible to maid, 
CJ}], may such plagues averted ever be 
Prom modest spinsters! Lo 1 behind him ancalu 
Another mortal, not unlike himself. 
Of jargon full, witli terms obscure o'erchaig'd, 
Apotliecary call'd, whose foetid hands 
W ith power mechanic, and with c harms a rcatic, 
A polio, god of medicine, ha* endued. 
If he gill pills, powder, or bolut brown, 
Haply into the open moulh convey 
OfpHiienti straight his body to the dose 
Obsequious (as erst La Mancha's knight) 
Is to 3 feather bed well-warm 'd convey 'd : 
Sheets never lo be chang'd, and watchful ntiDC 
The captive wretch incarcerate, till Time, 
The best physician, set the patient free, 
"^ware, ye virgins, of your health beware; 
Be circumspect to rump or run ; ascend 
The mountain's airy top ; the empiric crew 
Will else oft visit your abode, by iees 
Of gold allur'd, and dangerous lymploms find ; 



A Portnpietc Johannes. -f Author of the Man of Taste, tke An of Poliiici, See. 
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Prompt to torment tome ptie un thriving wench 
With griping buckthorn^ or with lancet sharp 
To pierce the shivering arm. So, |K)ets sing, 
Sow-gelder erst, to calves, pigs, colts, and lamns 
Sworn e\'erlasting foe, with goggling e}'es 
To stables, sties, or cow-pens, early cooies 
Protending his fell knife, to thoughtless bulls 
Sure ruin. So, in undiscerntng nisht. 
Myriads of fairies, by their monarch led. 
To infants* cradles, or to nursery rooms. 
In serried files march on. Meanwhile the Ixibe, 
Secure in innocence, sleeps :iOund and smiles. 
The peers and peeresses, with Oberon's self. 
Great Oberon, of fairy realms supreme. 
Within one circle all^ in dance and song. 
And midnight music^ move their tiny feet. 
Nurse hears, or thinks she hears, *iwixt sleep 

and wake. 
Loud sounds, unseen, delightful to the ear : 
But fairy fiddles lull again to sleep. 
Eftsoons king Oberon and twelve chosen men. 
With scaling ladders of Dutch thread compact. 
The cradle mount, collecting all their might : 
The burthen of the ponderous child they raise. 
Inexorable ; iior will aught avail, [well : 

Bright eyes, loud tears, or limbs proportion d 
For pigmy brat they change the bouncing boy. 
And to their own abodes, wherever they be. 
The harmless babe with to Paeans drag. 

So pass my days. But when a wake or fair 
Comes on, and calls the joyous damsels forth 5 
When swains, in leathern galligaskins clad. 
Treat nymphs with cider, sparkling drink, and 
In melancholy hall or kitchen wide, [sweet ; 
I cough deserted ; partner for the dance 
None chooses me ; none on the beechen bark 
My name inscribe ; no brawny bachelor 
Hangs over me etiamour'd. Singly sad. 
My woe through three times six revolving years 
I count; no jolly Joe, nor sober Sam, 
The matrimonial question e*cr propos'd. 
Or crooked Sixpence ofTcr'd to divide. 
Amidst the horrors of long wintry nights 
I sigh, my heart into my white-rann*d shoes 
With |)alpitation oinks. I ponder now 
Where rats-bane's sold, and now again the well 
I view irresolute, and oft the strength 
Of my own garters try. Peevish I pine. 
And tret, and rare, and wifth ; my roving mind 
Finds no relief, my rolling eyes no sleep. 

But, if the stranger Morpncos does invade 



My painful limbs, my fency, still 
Thoughtful of man, and eager, ic 
Imaginary blisses gives and takes 
In vain ! Awake, I find myself al 
Unbless'd, alas ! and curse the ba 
Thus do 1 live, from pleasure qui) 
Fairing to me no generous carter 
No pears, no gingerbread, thougl 

sweet ; 
No filberts 1, nor walnuts crack. 
The china orange through its taw 
Troubles imuiensc, though mig 

main. 
My whale- bone hoop, that has sole 
Pails, pots, and doors, and with c 

wide 
Mv virtuous limbs enclos'd, by fn 
()t fire's dcstroy'd (whal will not f 
The splinter'd ribs crack, break 

amain 
My wounded skin. In rag? the ca 
The seven-fold circlets of ihe flutt 
Uplifted, yield to every blast of wi 
Soutliern, or Western, or the bleal 
North-east, that sinks the heart 

souls; 
Till whale-bone, twitcher, pettic< 
Descend with clangor to the raitli 
So when of some great church the 
Or minster of renown'd metropoli 
York, Canterbury, or the heignt c 
Resisting long the jaws of ravenov 
The summer's thunder, and the w: 
Fam'd many centuries for its state 
Upon some fatal, unexpected daVr 
Smit by the rapid lightniu^'s forlti 
Admits the flame : tne melted leac 
Their own destruction sapless beai 
The neighbours with astonish men 
They stare, they scream, they helj 

they run. 
Endeavours vain ! Unconquer'd, \ 
Flames domineer aloft : far off rest 
The wreck of chancels, and the cm 
High turrets hasten to the vaults b 
And proud cathedrals tumble to th 

§226. The Copper Farthing, Pek: 

Happy the boy, who dwells r 
school. 
Whose pocket, or whose rattling b 



• This lady died in the year 1 7^, aged «5 . The following character of her, by M r. D 
extracted from that gentleman's Poem, called •* The Femincad," vol. iv. Pearch't C 
Poems,, p. 184. 

." Nor shall thy much-lov'd Pennington remain 

Unsung, unhonor'd in my votive strain. 

See where the soft enchantress, wandering o'er 

The fairy ground that Philips trod before. 

Exalts her chemic wand, and'swift behold 

The basest metal ripen into gold ! 

Beneath her magic touch, with wondering eye. 

We view vile cop|jcr with pure sterling \ ie ; 

Nor shall the Farthing, sung by her, forbear 

To chim the praises of the smiltng Fair ; 

Till chuck and marble shall no more employ 

The thoaghtlesi leisure of tlie truant boy." 
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Acopner Farthing! He nor grieving hears 
UoC oieese-cakta cried, nor tovoury mutton- 

Ses; 
hu plav-niates, in the dusk of eve. 
To well-known olacksoiith's shop, or church- 
yard, hies; 
Where, mindful of the sport that joys his heart, 
Marblo, or chuck, he instantly begins. 
With undissembled pleasure in his face. 
To draw the circle, or to pitch the dump : 
While 1, con fin d within the hated walls 
Of school, resounding with a clamorous din, 
%HiU more bated books environ*d, I, 
With tedious lesbons, and long task to get, 
Mydisinat thoughts employ : or wield my pen 
To mark dire characters on paper white : 
Not biuDter pen or stronger character 
Um the sage, a chiromancer hight. 
Sprung from Egyptian kinp;, and swarthy race, 
Ameoophis, or rtolenw, when he. 
In search of stolen calf, or money lost, . 
For wondering ploughman does his art employ; 
Or for the wi&h d return of sweet-heart dear. 
Or apron fine, purloin*d from hawthorn-hedge. 
For eoimtiT-aiaid consults directing stars, 
Gemini, Taurus, or chill Capricorn. 
Thus while my lingering hours I joyless 
spend. 
With magisterial look, and solemn step. 
Appears my schoolmaster, tremendous wight ! 
Dreaded by truant boys ; how can I 'scnpe 
Th* eapected piinithment for task ungot i 
Aghatt 1 stand, nor fly to covert bench. 
Or eomtr dark, to hide my hapless head ; 
So|reat my terror, that it quite bereaves 
My limbs the power to fly. Slow he ascends 
Ti* appointed seat* and on his right hand lies 
Tne bushy rod, coinpos'd of numerous twigs 
Torn frooi the birchen tree, or bending willow ; 
Which to the flesh of idle boys portends, 
For the neglected task, a poignant smaU ; 
Aad with him couies another mighty elf, 
Yelfp*d an usher ; ah ! terrific name 
To lever wiglita ! who if tliey hapless place 
lo station wrong pronoun or fjorticiple^ 
^niuht, b)' the magic of his voice, are rais'd 
Id attitude abo«c tlieir lov*d compeers, 
Where they, reluctant, various torments bear ; 
XU by their dolorous plaints, that pierce the 

skies, 
Theydraw kind Pity, moist-ey*d goddess, down. 
To hcsU with balm of sympatliy, their woe. 
\e urchins, uke, ah 1 take peculiar care, 
♦or when ye wot not, much he marks your 

ways, 
^Aod in his mind revolves disastrous deeds 
^^init th* unwary wretch. So story tells, 
That chanticleer, on dunghill's top elate, 
^'ith haughty step, atuJ watchful eye askance, 
ftach tiny prominenoe he views, where hap> 

less he 
Hiy find conceal'd delicious ffrub or worm, 
10 which his maw insatiate forebodes 
Certain deitniction, while, behind or bush» 
Or pale eneompasaiDg the farmer's yard, 
%lb Reynard, fraught with many a craAy 
wilt 



V ensnare the feather*d race, who, if they stray 
Beyond the precincts of their moUier*s ken. 
He straight purloins them from her caraful 

wmg. 
With his sharp teeth torments their tender 

frame. 
And with the crimson gore distains their sides. 
Relentless ; nor can all the piercing cries 
Of duckling, chick, or turkey, yet unfledged. 
His heart obdurate move ; instant he tears 
Each trembling limb, devours the quivering 

flesh. 
Nor leaves a remnant of the bloody feast. 
Save a few flutteriu^ feathers scattered round 
(That with their varied plumage whilom deck*d 
The slaughtered prey) to tell tlie iiapless tale. 
Thus joyless do 1 spend those hours the sun 
Illuminates; and when the silver moon 
Her gentle ray dispenses, and invites 
The swains and maids to mix in jovial dance 
Around the towering may-poles of the green. 
Where each gay ploughman does his partner 

choose 
As love or fate directs ; or o*er the lawn 
The needle thread, or toss the bounding ball ; 
All cheerless I, nor dance, nor pleasing sport. 
Nor social mirth, nor bowl of nappy ale. 
Partake : but on her drooping raven wing. 
Sad Melancholy hovers o'er my head, 
Pale Envy rankles deeo within my breast. 
And baneful venom sneds. Grim Horror too 
Attends my thoughts, and fills my gloomy mind 
With tales of gliding sprites, ni milk-white 

shrouds 
Array'd, and rattling chaiiis, and yelling ghosts 
Irascible! or Fancy, mimic queen. 
To swiu imagination's eye presents 
A p;roup of liny elves, in circling dance 
Of luscious fbist employ d ; such elves as danc d 
When Oberoii did lair Tiuuia wed ; 
While I, in wishes impotent and vain. 
For Lil>erty, dear object of my hopes. 
The tedious moments spend ; or if perchance, 
Morpheus invok'd, my heavy eye-lids close. 
Dear Liberty still haunts uiy sleeping thoughts. 
And in a short-liv'd dream those jo)'s I taste. 
Which, waking, are denied; and beat the 

hoop 
With dexterous hand, or run with feet as swift 
As feathcrd arrow flies from archer's bow : 
Till, from my slumber wak'd, loo soon I find 
It was illusion all, and mockery vain. 

Thus, comfortless, appall'd, forlorn I pass 
The tardy hours, nor of those viands taste. 
Which are on oilier boys full oft bestow'd 
In plenteous manner by the liberal hand 
Of friend indulgent; appk*-pie, or Urt, 
Or trembling custard of delicious ffo&t. 
Or frothy syllabub in copious Uml. 
Hard fate for me ! Yet harder still betides 
Me, hapless youth I My faithful top, that oft 
Has cheer'd my drooping spirits, and reviv'd 
My saddening thoughts, when o'er the pave- 
ment smooth 
It spins, and sleeps, and to its master's hand 
13oeB ample justice, now, alas ! become 
To all the rutk inckmencict of weather* 
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To (tme aiid de8tiny*8 relentless doom 
A miserable ▼ictim, quite decayed 
With many sen'icefi, and cleft throughout. 
All useless lies : ah ! sight of saddest woe 
To wretched niel of ev*ry hope bereft. 
Of every gleam of comfort. So the wretch. 
Who near or ^tna or Vesuvius dwells, 
Beh(»lds the $uIph'rous flames, the molten rocks, 
And feels the ground trembling beneath his 

fcot ; 
Till with a horrid yawn it opens wide 
Before his eyes, allglaring with af&ight; 
Swallows his cultur d vines, his gardens, house. 
With all his soul held dear, his lovely wife. 
And prattling babes, the hopes of years to come ; 
All, all are lost, in ruin terrible I 



§227. The School-Boy. By the Rev, Mr. Mau- 
rice, Author of the Indian Antiquities, Writ- 
ten by him at a very early Age. 

Multa tulit, fecitque puer. HoR. 

Thrtcb happy he, whose hours the cheering 
smiles 
Of freedom bless ; who wantons uncoatroird 
Where Ease invites, or Pleasure's syren voice: 
Him the stern tyrant with his iron scouree 
Annoys not, nor the dire oppressive weignt 
Of galling chain : but when the blushing mom 
Purples tne east, with eaeer transport wild, 
0*er hill, o>r valley, on nis panting steed 
He bounds exulting, as in full career 
With horns, and hounds, and thund*ring shouts 

he drives 
The flying stag ; or when the dusky shades 
Of eve, advancing, veil the darken*d sky. 
To neighb'ring tavern, blithsome, he resorts 
With boon companion, where they drown their 

cares 
In sprightly bumpers, and the mantling bowl. 

Far otherwise within these darksome walls. 
Whose gates, with rows of triple steel secur'd. 
And many a bolt, prohibit all egress, 
I spend my joyless days ; ere dawn appean, 
Roiis'd from my peaceful slumbers by the 

sound 
Of awe inspiring bell, whose every stroke 
Chills my heart-blood, all trembling, I descend 
From dreary garret, round whose ancient roof. 
Gaping with hideous chinks, the wh'istlin^ blast 
Perpetual raves, and fierce descendins rains 
Discharge their fury— dire lethargic dews 
Oppress my drowsy sense ; still fancy teems 
With fond ideal joys, and, fir*d with what 
Or poets sing, or fable tale records. 
Presents transporting visions, goblets crown*d 
With iuice of nectar, or the food divine 
Of rich ambrosia, tempting to the sight I 
While in the shade of some embowering grove, 
I lie reclinM, or through Elysian plains 
Enraptur'd stray; where e^ery plant and flow*r 
Send forth an odorous smell, and all the air 
With songs of love and melody resounds. 
Meanwhile benumbing cold invades my joints. 
To wkere^ of antique mouldy a lofly dome 



As with slow Altering footsteps I resort^ 
Rears its tremendous front \ here all at oooi 
From thousand diflerent tongues & mighty hi 
Assaults my ear j loud as the distant roar 
Of tumbling torrents ; or as in some mart 
Of public note, for traffic fiir renowned. 
Where Jew with Grecian, Turk with Africa 
Assembled, in one general peal unite 
Of dreadful jargon .---Straij^nt on wooden ben 
I take my seat, and con w^th studious care 
Th'appomted tasks } o'er many a puzzling paj 
Poring intent, and sage Athenian bard. 
With dialect, and mood, and tense perplex* 
And conjugations varied without end. 
When lol with haughty stride (in size li 

him 
Whf erst, extended on the burning lake, 
" I^y floating many a rood**) his sullen bro 
With low*ring frowns and fearful glooms o*< 

cast. 
Enters the Pedagogue \ terrific sight ; 
An ample ninefold peruke, spread immense. 
Luxuriant waving, down his^bouldera playi 
His right hand fiercely grasps an oaken staff 
His left a bunch of limber twigs sostains, 
Caird by the vulgar birch, Tartarean root. 
Whose rankling points, in blackest poison di| 
Inflict a mortal pain ; and, where thcj li§^1 
A ghastly furrow leave.— >A solltn pause e 

sues: 
As when, of old, the monarch of the floods, 
*Midst raging hurricanes and battling waves, 
Shaking tne dreadful tridjcnt, rear*d aloft 
His awful brow, sudden the furious winds 
Were hush*d in peace, the billows ceaa'd tb 

rage: 
Or when (if migh W themes like these allow 
An humble metapfior) the sportive race 
Of nibbling heroes, bent on wanton pl>T* 
Beneath the shelter of some well»tlord oam 
In many an airy circle wheel around 4 
Some eye, perchance, in private nook coocetT 
Beholds Grimalkin ; instant they diaperse 
In headlong flight, each to his secret cell* 
If haply he may *scape impending fate. 



Thus ceas*d tlie general clamor; all 
In silent terror wrapt, and thought profound 

Meanwhile, the Pedagogue througlioat t 

dome 
His fiery eye-balls, like two biasing stars. 
Portentous rolls, on some unthinking wr^ 
To shed their baleful influence; whilst 1 

voice. 
Like thunder, or the cannon's sudden burst, 
Three times is heard, and thrice the rooft 1 

sound 1 
A sudden paleness gathers in my face ; 
Through all my limbsastiffeninghorrorspreai 
Cold as the dews of death ; nor heed my cyi 
Their wonted function, but in stupid gaze 
Ken the fell monster; from my trembli 

hands 
Tha time-worn volume drops ; oh, dire ipnm 
Of instant woel for now the mighty sound. 
Pregnant with dbmal tidings, once again 
Strikes my astonished ean : tran8fix*d with a« 
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And lenfleless for a time, I stand ; but soon, 
Bt friendly jog or neighbouring whisper rous'd, 
(racy the dire injunction j straight I loose 
Depending brogues, and mount the lofty throne 
loilignant, or the back oblique ascend 
Of torrowfol compeer : nor long delays 
The monarch, from his palace stalking down. 
With visase all inflamed ; his sable robe 
Sweeping m lengthening folds along the ground : 
He itiakes his sceptre, and th impending 

scourp 
Bnndlshes high ; nor tears nor shrieks avail ; 
But with impetooos fury it descends, 
IniDrinting horrid wounds with fatal flow 
Of bkM)d attended, and convulsive pangs. 

Con d be the wretch, for ever doom*a to bear 
laferoal whippings ; he, whose savage hands 
Fim grasp'd these barbarous weapons, bitter 



Of fool disgrace and many a dolorous groan 
To haplcai school-boy1— ^uld it not suffice 
I groan'd andioird beneath the merciless weight 
Bf Mem relentlest tyranny impos'd ; 
Bat scoufget, too, and cudgels were reserv*d. 
To ioad inj harrow*d sides : this wretched life 
L4iuiDc with heavier ills ? a life expos*d 
To all mt woes of hunger, toil, distress ; 
Cot off from ererv genial source of bliss ; 
Fram every bUna amusement, wont to soothe 
Tbejfoothtbl breast; except when father Time, 
la joyful change, rolls round the festive hour, 
lot gives this meagre, pining figure back 
To pneot fondness, and its native roofs ! 
Fir*dwith the thought, then, then, my tower- 
ing aoul 
BiKs sanerior to its load, and spurns 
In pfoud opprcMon -, frantia with delight, 
Mr fancy nots in successive scenes 
0| bliss and pleasures : pbns and schemes are 

laid 
How Uest the fleeting moments to improve. 
Nor kiie one portion of so rare a boon. 
But soon, too soon, the glorious scenes are 
ilcd, [state 

Sevee one short moon enjoy*d ; (oh ! transient 
Of soblunary bliss!) by bitter chanee. 
And other scenes succeeded. \V hat neroe pangs 
Hmq racks my soul 1 what ceaseless floods of 

grief 
Kuril down my cheeks, while strong convulsive 

throba 
Heave all my frame, and choke the power of 

apeech! 
Forlorn f sigh, nor heed the gentle voice 
Of friend or stranger, who, with soothing words 
And slender gift, would fain beguile my woes : 
In vain, for what can aught avail to soothe 
Such raging anguish ? Oft with sudden glance 
Befoie mj eyes in all its horror slares 
That well-known form, and oft I seem to hear 
The thundering scourge — ah mc 1 e en now I 
Its deadly venom, rasing as the )>angs [feel 
Hiat tore Alcides, when the burninc vest 
Prey'd on his wasted sides.— At length, return*d 
Within these hated walb, a^in I mourn 
A lullen prisoner, till the wish*d approach 
Of joyoitt holiday or festive play 



Releases me : ah ! freedom that must end 
With thee, declining Sol I All hail, ye sires 
For sanctity renowned, whose glorious names 
In large conspicuous characters portray *d. 
Adorn the annual chronologic page 
Of Wing or Partridge ; oft, when sore oppress'd 
W^ith dire calamities, the glad return 
Of your triumphant festivals hath cheer*d 
My drooping soul. Nor be thy name forgot. 
Illustrious George! for much to thee I owe 
Of heart-felt rapture, as with loyal zeal 
Glowing, I pile the crackling bonBre high. 
Or hurl the mountain rocket through the air. 
Or fiery whizzing serpent : thus thy name 
Shall still be honor d, as through future years 
The circling seasons roll their festive round. 

Sometimes, b^ dire compulsive hunger presa'd, 
I spring the neighbouring fence, and scale the 

trunk 
Of apple-tree ; or wide, o*er flowery lawns 
By hedge or thicket, bend my hasty steps. 
Intent, with secret ambush, to surprise 
The straw-built nest and unsuspecting brood 
Of thrush or bull-finch ; oft with watchful keo 
Eyeing the backward lawns, lest hostile glance 
Observe my footsteps, while each rustling leaf 
Stirr*d by the eentle gale alarms my fears : 
Then, parch a beneath the burning heats of 

noon, 
I plunee into the limpid stream that laves 
Tne silent vale ; or, on its j^ssy banks. 
Beneath some oak's majestic shade recline. 
Envying the vasrant fishes, as they pass. 
Their toou of freedom, till the distant sound 
Of tolling curfew warns me to depart. 

Thus under tyrant pow*r I groan, oppress*d 
With worse than slavery; yet my free-bom soul 
Her native warmth forgets not, nor will brook. 
Menace, or taunt, from proud insulting peer : 
But summons to the field the doughty R>e 
In single combat, *midst th* impartial throng, 
There to decide our fate ; oft too, inflam'd 
With mutual rage, two rival armies meet 
Of youthful warriors ; kindling at the sight. 
My soul is fill'd with vast heroic thoughts. 
Trusting in qiartial glor^ to surpass 
Kon)an or Grecian chicf*^: instant, with shouts. 
The mingling squadrons join the horrid fray; 
No need of cannon, or the murderous steel. 
Wide wasting; nature : rage our arms supplies. 
Fragments of rock are hurFd, and showers of 

stones 
Obscure the day ; nor less the brawny arm 
Or knotted club avail , high in the midst 
Are seen the mighty chiefs, throiish ho«<sof foes 
Mowing their way: and now witn tenfold rage 
The combat burns, full many a sanguine stream 
Distains the field, and many a veteran brave 
Lies prostrate ; loud triumphant shouts ascend 
By turns from either host ; each claims the palm 
Of glorious conquest; nor till nighrs dun shades 
Involve the sky, the doubtful conflict ends. 
Thus, when rebellion shook the thrones of 

heaven. 
And all th* eternal powers in battle mer. 
High o'er the rest, with v^t pi;;aniic stride^' 
The godlike leaders on th' embattled phitn 
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Came towenng, ^reathin^ forth revenge and 
Nor less terrific join'd the inferior hosts ffate : 
Of angel warriors, when encountering hnls 
Tore the rent conclave ; flashing with the blaze 
Of fiery arms, and lightningn not of Jove ; 
All heai en resounded, and tne astonished deep 
Of chaos bellow*d with the monstrous roar. 



$ S28. Written in a Lady*$ Ivory Table Book, 

i6l9- SwiPT. 

Peruse my leaves through every part. 
And think thou seest my owner's heart, 
Scrawrd o*er with trifles thus, and quite 
As hardy as senseless, and as light j 
Expos'd to every caxcoirib*s eyes, 
But hid with caution from the wise. 
Here you may read, ** Dear charmins saint T* 
Beneath, ** A new receipt for paint: 



ti 



»» 
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Here, io beau-spelling, " Tru tel deth ; 
There, in her own, " For an el breth :* 
Here, " Lovely nymph, pronounce my doom! 
There, " A safe way to use perfume : ' 
Here, a page filfd with billet-doux. 
On t* other side, '* Laid out for shoes. 
" Madam, I die without your grace.** 
** Item, for half a yard of lace. 

Who that had wit would place it here. 
For every peeping fop to jeer ? 
In pow'r of spittle and a cJout^ 
Whene'er he please to blot it oiU : 
And then, to fieighten the disgraoe. 
Clap his own nonsense in the place. 
Whoe'er expects to hold bis part 
In such a book, and such a heart. 
If he be wealthy, and a fool. 
Is in all poinu tke fittest tool ; 
Of whom it may be justly said* 
He's a gold pencil tipp'd with lead. 



§ esg. JIfft. Harris' t Petition. 1699. 

To their Excellencies the Lords Justices of 
Ifeland * , the humble petition of Frances Harris, 
(W*ho must starve, and die a maid, if it mis^ 

carries). 

Humbly showeth. 
That I went to warm myself in Lady Betty'sf 

chamber, because I was cold ; 
And I had in a purse seven pounds four shillings 

and six-pence, besides farthings, in mo- 
ney and gold : 
So, hecause I had been buying things for my 

Lady last night, v [fright. 

I was resolv'd to tell my money to see if it was 
Now you must know, oecause my trunk has a 

very bad lock. 
Therefore all the money I have, which, God 

knows, is a very small stock. 



I keep in my pocket, tied about my middle, next 

to my smock. 
So when I went to put up my purse, as God 

would have it, my smock was unripp'd. 
And, instead of putting it into my pocket, oown 

it slipp'd ! 
Then the bell runs* and I went down to put 

my Lady to bed ; 
And, God knows, 1 thought my money was wm 

safe as my maidenhead- 
So, when I came up again, I found my pocke - 

feel very light : 
But when 1 search'd, and miss'd my pofse,Ix>nl 

I thoujB^ht I should have sunk outright 
Lord ! madam, says Mary, how d'ye do? Iir: 

deed, says I, never worse : 
But pray, Mary, can you tell what I have doc^ 

with my purse ? 
Lord help me ! siiid Mary, I never stirr'd out » 

this plaoe. 
Nay, said I, I had it in Lady Bettj*s chamb^ 

that's a plain case. 
So Mary got me to bed , and cover'd me up wan^ 
Howe\'er, she stole away my garters, thaL^ 

might do myself no ham. 
So I tumbled and toss'd all night, as you «»— 

very well think, [wiris 

But hardly ever set my eyes to^qetlier, or slep — ; 
So I was a-dream'd, metnought, that we w«^ 

and search'd the folks round, 

And in a corner of Mrs. Duke's^ box, tied ^m 

rag, the money was found. 
So next morning we told W^hittle, H and be 

a-swearing : 
Then my dame Wadgar§ came ; and she, 

know, is thick of hearing. 
Dame, said I, as loud as I could bawl, do 

know what a loss I have had i 
Nay, jaid she, my Lord Colway's^ folks. - 

all very sad ; 
For my Lord Dromedary ** comes o' Tve^vd 

without fail. f" 

Pugb ! said I, but that's not the business tK j w 
Says Caryf t» says he, I have been a servant fliJ 

five-and- twenty years come springs 
And in all the places 1 liv'd I oerer heart/ ^ 

such a thing. 
Yes, says theH steward, I icmember, wbeo 

was at my Lady Shrewsbury's, 
Such a thing as this nappen'd just about tln^ 

- time of gooseberries. 
So I went to %\\e party suspected, and I foua^ 

her full of grief: 
(Now you must know, of all things in th^ 

world, I hate a U>ief.) 
However, I was resolv'd to bring the discount 

slily about: 
I Mrs. Dukes, said I, here's an ugly accident haP 

happen'd out : 
'Tis not that I value the money three skips of^ 

louse nil ; 



* The Eark of Berkeley and of Galway. f Lady Betty Berkeley, afterwards Germain^ 

X Wife to one of the footmen. || The Earl of Berkeley's valet. 

tThe old deaf housekeeper. % palway. 

* The Earl of Drogheoa, who^ with the Primate, was to succeed the two Eark. 
ttCkik oi the kitchen. XI ^«rri<* III! An usual saying of hc». 
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But the thing I stand upon is the cradit of the 

house. 
Tis true, seven pounds, four shillings, and six- 
pence, makes a great hole in m^ wages : 
Besides, as they say, serrice is no inheritance in 

these ages. 
Now, Mrs. Dukes, yon know, and every body 

understands 
That, though 'tis hard to judge, yet money can't 

go without hands. 
Tbe devil take me! said she (blessing herself) 

if e'er I saw't. 
So she roAf'd like a bedlam, as though I had 

call'd her all to nought. 
So^u know, what could I say to her any more ? 
1 eeo left her, and came away as wise as I was 

before. 
^Tell ; but then they would have had me gone 

to the cunning man ! 
^>o, said I, 'tis the same thing, the chaplain will 

be here anon. 
So the chaplain * came in : now the servants 

lav he is my sweetheart, 
Because ne is alwa^rs in my chamber, and I al- 
ways take his part. 
So, as the devil would have it, before I was 

aware, out I blunder'd, 
I^irson, said I, can you cast a nativity when a 

body's plunder'd ? 
(Now you must know he hates to be call'd par- 

son like the devil ! ) 
Truly, says be, Mrs. Nab, it might become you 

to be more civil ! 
'f^ ^oor OKMiey be gone, as a learned divine says, 

d'yesee, 
^ oa are no text for my handling, so tal^ that 
^ from me: 

never taken for a conjurer before, I'd have 
you to know. 

said I, don't be angry, I'm sure I never 
thoiKht you so ; 
<n know Ihonor the cloth ; I design to be a 

parson's wife ; 
never took one in your coat for a conjurer in 

all my life. 
1th that he tnuttd his girdle at me like a rope, 

as who should say, 
ow you may go hang 3^urself for me ! and so 
went away. 
1, 1 thouj^ht 1 should have swoon'd: Lord ! 
said I, what shuU I do? 
have lost my money, and shall lose my true- 
love too! 

my Liml call'd me: Harry, f said my 
Lord, don't cry I 
Xll ^ve someihing tov^dtfi thy loss ; and, says 

my Lady, so will I. 
^! but, said I, what if, after all, the chaplain 

won't come to ? 
^orthai he said (an't-please your Excellencies) 

1 must petition you. 
TV prmiise? tenderly consider'd, I desire your 

Excellencies' protection, 
Aod that I may have a share in next Sunday's 
collection ; 



And, over and above, that I may hare yonr £s» 
cellencies letter. 

With an order for the chaplain aforesaid, or, in- 
stead of him, a better : 

And then your poor petitioner, both night and 
day. 

Or the chaplain (for 'tis his trade), as in duty 
bound, shall ever pray. 

§ 230. Ji Deicription of the Mnming, ITOQ. 
Now hardly here and there a hackney-coach 
Appearing, show'd the ruddy morn's approach. 
Now Betty from her master's bed had nown^ 
And softlv stole to discompose her own. 
The slipshod 'prentice from his master's door 
Had par'd theairt, and sprinkled round the floor. 
Now Moll had whirl'd her mop with dext'rout 
Prepar'd to scrub the entry and the stairs, [airs. 
The youth with broomy stumps began to tract 
The Kennel's edge, where wheels had worn the 
place. [deep. 

The small-coal man was heard with cadence 
Tilldrown'd in shriller notes of chimney-sweep. 
Duns at his Lordship s gate began to meet. 
And brick -dust Moll had screain d through half 

the street. 
The turnkey now his flock returning sees. 
Duly let out a-nights to steal for fees. 
The watchful bailiff take their silent stands. 
And schooI-bo}'s lag with satchels in their hands. 

§ 231. A Description qfa City Shower. In 
Imitation ofVtrpCt Georgia. 1710. 
Careful observers may forctel the hour. 
By sure prognostics, when to dread a show'r. 
While rain depends, the pensive cat gives o'er 
Her frolics, and pursues her tail no more. 
Returning home at night, you'll find the sink 
Strike your offended sense with double stink. 
If you be wise, then go not far to dine ; 
You'll spend in coach-hire more than save in 

wine. 
A coming show'r your shooting corns presage. 
Old acheswill throb, yourhoUowtoothwill rage; 
Sauntering in coffee-house is Dulman seen ; 
He damns theclimatc, and complainsof spleen. 
Meanwhile the south, rising with oabbled 

wings, 
A sable cloud athwart the welkin flings. 
That swill'd more liquor than it could contain. 
And, like a drunkard, gives it up again. 
Bribk Susan whips her linen from the rope. 
While the firstdriaaiingsliower is borne aslope) 
Such is that sprinkling which some carelesa 

quean 

Flirts on ^ou from her mop, hut not to cleaa» 

You fly, mvoke the gods ; then, turning, stop 

To rail; she, singing, still whirls on her mop. 

Not yet the dust had shuun'd th' uneoual strifo. 

But, aided by the wind, sought still tor life ; 

And, wafted with its foe by violent gust, 

'Twas doubtful which was rain, and which nras 

dust. 
Ah ! where must needy poet seek for aid. 
When dust and rain at once his coat invade F 



• Dr. Swift 
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Sole coat 1 where dust cemented by the rain 
Erects the nap» and leaves a cloudy stain ! 
Now in contiguous drops the flood comes down, 
llireatening with deluge this devoted town. 
To shops in crowds the daggled females fly 
Pretena to cheapen goods, out nothing buy. 
The Templar spruce, while every spout's 

abroach. 
Stays till *tis fair, yet seems to call a coach. 
The tuck*d-up sempstress walks with hasty 

strides, 
While streams run down her oiVd umbrella's 

sides. 
Here various kinds, by various fortunes led. 
Commence acquaintance underneath a shed. 
Triumphant I ories and desponding Whigs 
Forget their feuds, and join to save their wigs. 
Box d in a chair, the beau impatient sits. 
While spouts run clattering o'er the roof by fits. 
And ever and anon with frightful din 
llie leather sounds, he trembles from within. 
So when Troy chairmen bore the wooden steed. 
Pregnant with Greeks impatient to be freed, 
(Those bully Greeks, who, as the modems do. 
Instead of payingchairmen, ran them through,) 
Laocoon sttuck the outside with hi? spear. 
And each imprison*d hero quak'd for fear. 

Now from all parts theswelling kennels flow. 
And bear their trophies with them as they go : 
Filth of all hues and odours seem to tell 
What street they sail'd from, by their sight 

and smell 
They, as each torrent drives, with rapid force 
From Smith field or St. Pulchre's shape their 

course ; 
And, in huge confluence joind at Snow-hill 

ridffc. 
Fall from tht- conduit prone to Holbom-bridge. 
Sweepings from botcners* stalls, dung, guts, 

and blood, 
Drown*d puppies, stinking sprats, all drench'd 

in mud, [down the flood. 

Dead cats, and turnip-tops, come tumbling 



& 232. On the Utile House by the Church-yard 
qfCatllenock. 1710. 

Whobvbr pleaseth to inquire 
Why yonder steeple wanu a spire. 
The gray old fellow Poet Joe • 
The philosophic cause will show. 
Once on a time a western blast 
At least twelve inches overcast. 
Reckoning roof, weathercock, and all. 
Which came with a prodigious fall ( 
And, tumbling topsy-turvy round. 
Lit with its bottom on the pound ; 
For, by the bws of gravitation. 
It fell into iu proper station. 

This is a little strutting pile 
You see ittst by the church-yard stile ; 
The walls in tumbling gave a knock. 
And thus the steeple got a shock ; 



From whence the neighbouring fp-mer calk 
The steeple. Knock ; the vicar, Walls f. 

The vicar once a week creeps in. 
Sits with his knee up to his cnin ; 
Here cons his notes and takes a whet. 
Till the small ragged flock is met. 

A traveller, who by did pass, 
Observ'd the roof behmd the erass ; 
On tip-toe stood, and rear'd his snout, 
A nd saw the parson creeping out ; 
Was much surprised to see a crow 
Venture to build his nest so low. 
A school-boy ran unto*t and thoucht 
The crib was down, tbe blackbird caught. 

A third, who lost his way by night. 
Was forc'd for safety to alight ; ' 
And, stepping o'er the fabric-roof. 
His horse had like to spoil his hoof. 

Warburton % took it in his noddle. 
This building was design'd a model 
Or of a pigeon-house or oven. 
To bake one loaf, and keep one do\-e in. 

Then Mrs. Johnson || gave her verdict. 
And every one was pleas'd that heard it: 
" All tliat vou make this stir about. 
Is but a still which wants a spout." 

The Reverend Dr. Raymond § guess'd 
More probably than all tne rest ; 
He said, but that it wanted room. 
It might have been a pigmy's tomb. 

The doctor's family came by. 
And little miss began to cry : 
Cvive me that house in my own hand ! ' 
Then madam bade the chariot stand ; 
Call'd to the clerk in manner mild. 
Pray, reach that thing here to the child s 
That thing, 1 mean, among the kale j 
And here s to buy a pot of ale. 

The clerk said to her, in a heat. 
What! sell my master's country-seat. 
Where he comes every week from town ! 
He would not sell it (or a crown. 
Poh ! fellow, keep not such a pother $ 
In half an hour thou 'It make another. 

Says Nancy ^, I can make for miss 
A finer house ten limes than this ; 
The Dean will give me willow-slicks. 
And Joe, uiy apron- full of bricks. 



§233. The Fable of MidoM. 17 IK 

Midas, we are I'oMpsy told, 
Turn'd every thing hVrouch'd to gold. 
He chipp'd nis bread, the pieces round 
Glitter'd like spangles on tne ground : 
A codling, ere it went his lip in. 
Would straight become a golden pippin i. 
He call'd for drink \ you saw him sup 
Potable gold in golden cup : 
His empty paunch that he might fill. 
He suck a his victuals through a quill ; 



^ Mr. Beaumoat of ^riin. f Archdeacon Wall, a correspondent of SwiflV 

\ l}f. Swid^s curate at Laracgr. B Stella. § Minister of Trim. % The waiting-woiBi 
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UntoQch'd it paas*d between hu grinders, 
Or*t had been happy for gold-finders : 
He cock*d his hat, you wouJd have said 
Mambrino's helm adorn'd his head. 
Whene'er he chanc'd his hands to Jay 
On magazines of corn or hay. 
Gold ready-coin*d appear'd instead 
Of paltry provender and bread ; 
Hence bv wise farmers we arc told. 
Old hay is equal to old gold $ 
And hence a critic deep maintains. 
We learn d to weigh our gold by grains. 

Tills fool had ^t a lucky hit. 
And people fancied he had wit. 
Two Kods their skill in music tried. 
And both chose Midus to decide : 
He against Phcebus* harp decreed. 
And gai-e it for Pan's oaten reed. 
The god of wit, to show his grudge, 
CUpp'd ass*s ears upon the judge ; 
A Boodlv pair, erect and wide, 
^Vhich tie could neither gild nor hide. 

.\nd now the virtue of his hands 
Was bit among Pactolus* sands, 
Aeainst whose torrent while he swims, 
Tne golden scurf peels off his limbs : 
Fame spreads the news, and people travel 
Frooi far to gather golden gravel ; 
I Midas, exposal to all their jeers. 

Had lost his art, and kept his ears. 
I This tale inclines the sentle reader 
I To think upon a certain leader ; 
I To «hom from Midas down descends 
That virtue in the fingers' ends. 
What else by pcr4uisitcs are meant, 
% pensions, bribes, and three per cent. 
% ubces and commissions sold. 
Ana turning dung itself to sold ; 
%itanring in the midst ofstore. 
As t'other Midas did before? 

None e*er did modern Midas choose 
^bject or patron of his muse, 
j^t found nim thus their merit scan, 
J^i Phoebus must give place to P^ : 
^c values not the poet's praise, 
^or will exchawe his plums for bays: 
-M) Pan alone rich misers call ; 
^nd there's the jest, for Pan is all. 
•icrc English wits will be to seek ; 
■■^owe'er, 'tis all one in the Greek. 
Besides, it plainly now ap|)ears 
v^ur Midas too hath ass's ears ; 
^Vhcre e\ery fool his mouth applies, 
"^od whispers-in a thouoMl lies ; 
^och gross delusions cd^B^t pass 
^lirough any ears but oHIKms. 
^.^But gold aefilcs with frequent touch : 
^Vre's nothing fouls the hands so much : 
'And scholars jgive it for the cause 
^)f British Midas* dirty paws ; 
^liich while the senate strove to scour, 
"Xhey wash'd away the chymic pow'r 

\vhile he his utmost strength applied. 
To twim against this popular tide, 
J^ golden spoils flew on apace : 
'^ fell a pension, thefe a place : 



I The torrent merciless imbibes 
Commissions, pcrouisites, and bribes, 
Hv their own weight sunk to the bottom ; 
^luch ^ood may do them that have caught 'em! 
And Midas now neglected stands. 
With ass's ears and dirty hands. 

• 
§ 234. A Dialogue hehccen a Member of Par" 
liamenl and his Servant. In Imitation qf 
Horace, Sat. II. vii. First printed in 1758. 

Serv. Long have I heardyourfav*ritetheiiie9 
A general reformation scheme. 
To keep the poor from every sin. 
From ^miug, murder, and from gin. 
And now 1 have no less an itch 
To venture to reform the rich. 

Memb. What, John 1 are you too tum*d 
projector \ 
Come then, for once 1 11 hear your lecture. 
For since a member, as *tis said. 
His projects to his servants read. 
And of a favourite speech a book made 
With which he tir'J each night a cook-maid» 
And so it hapt that every morning 
The tasteless creatures gave him warning; 
Since thus we use them, 'tis but reason 
We hear our servants in their season. 
Begin. Smv. Like gamblers, half mankind 
Persist in constant vice coiubin'd ; 
In races, routs, the stews, and White's, 
Pass all their days and all their nights. 
Others again like Lady Prue, 
Who gives the morning church its due ; 
At noon is jxainted, dress'd, and curl'd. 
And one amongst the wicked world ; 
Keeps her account exactly even. 
As tnus: " Prue creditor to heaven: 
To scrnions heard on extra days. 
Debtor: To masrjuerade and plays. 
Item: to W^hitfield, half an nour. 
Per contra : To the colonel, four." 

Others, I say, pass half their tinie 
In folly, idleness, or crime : 
Then all at once their zeal grows warm. 
And every throat rcbounds reform. 

A lord his youth in every vice 
Indulg*d, but chief in drabs and dice. 
Till worn by age, disease, and gout. 
Then nature modestly gave out. 
Not so my Lord— who still, by proxy, 
Play'd with his darling dice and doxy. 

1 laud this constant wretch's state. 
And pity all who fluctuate^ 
Pri'fer this slave to dear backeammon. 
To tho^e who serve both God and mammon $ 
To those who take such pains to awe 
The nation's vices by the law. 
Vet, while they draw their bill so ample. 
Neglect the influence of example. 

Slemb. To whom d *ye preach this senseless 
sermon ? 

5ert;. To you, good Sir. Memb. To me, 
ye vermin? 

Serv. To you, who every day profess 
T admire the times of gooJ Queen Bess, 

3 I 
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But let your heaft siiimer )>taisik 
Bestow 6f& these m Ch^Aes's dan : 
You still aippmvte tome absent placb*^ 
(The present's ever in cKsgrac^ !) 
And, such vnut kp^kl ittcOnsistenee, 
Make the chief meth in llie distatice. 

If e*er you miss a supper-card ^ 
(Xhough ail the while you thinC it bard J 
Ypu *re all for solitude and ^ uiet. 
Good hours and vc^table diet. 
Reflection, air, and elbow-room : 
9lb priscm lik^ k iirowded ^htrtti 1 
But, should you (heet heir trace's ifumniOns 
In full committee of Xht Comfttxonft, 
Though weHl you know her ctDw^Aed heu^e 
Will scarce contain anothet liioose. 
You quit the business of the Yiatiota, 
Atid bittfaren of the reformatio^ ; 
Though — —— begs you *ll sfiay atod vote, 
Anfl utolotn ■ ■" ■«> tears yoor eoat. 
You damn your coadhftian, storm and *8tart. 
And tear your Ihrosft to caH a chair. 
May, never frblvn, aiid ^ood-now hold 
Your hand a whife ; I *Ve tjieen so hold 
To paint your foVlile^ ; tvo^ I *m in, 
LetS have a woitl or two bn sin. 

Last tiight t heard a Teamed pOnltVer 
Lay down the hiw against th* adulUsrct ; 
And let tne tell you. Sir, that few 
Hear better doctrine in a pew. 
Well ! you may laugh at Robin Hood, 
I wish yoi^ studied were as good. 
From Manderille you take your morals ; 
Your fiiith froU) controveirBial 'tj^uarreh ; 
But ef cit lean to those who seribhle 
Their crudities asarnst 'the Bible ; 
Yet tell me I shall crack thy brain 
With hearitag Henley * or Romaine. 

Deserves that critic most rebuke 
In iudsingt>n the Pentat\euch, 
Who deems it; with some wild fanatics, 
The only school of mrathematics ; 
Or he, who, making grave profbssion 
To la^ aside all prepossession. 
Calls ft a bookseltetSeditiOA 
Of maim*d records and va^ tradition ? 

You covet. Sir, your neighbour's goods ; 
I take a -pbtde at Ptttr WoodS t : 
And when I *ve turn*d my hack upon her, 
^ Unwounded in ihy heart or honor, 
I feel nor in'folnons, nor jeatous 
Of richer culls, or prettier fellows. 
But you, the grave and sage reformer, 
Must go by stealth to meet vbur charmier ; 
Must change your star, yttii etiefy note 
Of honor. Tor a bear-skin doat : 
That legishtive hiMrtl'so wise 
Must stoop to bateimd mean disguiae. 
Some Abinil must then recite you, 
Brib*d by the husband to decteiVe ybu. 



She sptei Cornwto on the stejts ; 
Wakes you ; thfti, mdted by your pnyers. 
Yields, if with greater bribe you ask it. 
To pack your worship in the basket. 
Laid neck and heels, true FalstafT-faahion, 
There form new schemes of Tefbrmation. 

Thus *scap*d the murdering hushand^s iury, 
Or thumping fine of cuckold jury ; 
Henceforth, in memory of your datigpr. 
You'll live to all intrijroes a stranger f 
No f ere yon *ve titiae for thn ttXflecAion, 
Some new debauch is in prcgecttOn ; 
And, for the next approaching di^t. 
Contrivance for another fright. 
This makes you, though so great, togrtre, 
(Nay ! wonder not) an abyeet Have ; 
As much a slave as I j nay, more : 
I serve one mast^, you a score. 
And, as yoqir various ^Mftsiofn rale. 
By turns are twerrty tints' foot. 

Memh Who thcti is free? Snit* The w^ 
alone. 
Who only bows to reason's throtie; 
Whom neither want, nor death, iMf ^chaha 
Nor subtle persecutors* pains. 
Nor honors, weahh, nor lust, can mw^ 
From virtue and his coantty*s love. 
Self-gnarded like a globe ofsted. 
External insulu can he feet. 
Or e'er present tme weaker part 
To Fortune's most insidious dart ? 
Much-honor d master, may you find 
These wholesome sjrmptoms in your mind ! 
Can you be free while passions rule you ; 
While women -et-ery moment fool youj 
While forty mad capiicious whores 
Invite, then turn you out of doors; 
Of every doit contrive to trick you. 
Then bid their happier footman kick yoo! 

Convinc*d by every trew disaster 
You serve a new despotic master ; 
Say, can your pride and folly ^ec 
Such difference *twixt yourself and me? 

Shall you be struck with Titian s rims, 
And mayn 1 1 stop to stare at prints? 
Dispos'd along the extensive mass. 
They catch and hold me ere i pass. 
Where Slack is made to box with Broogh 

ton, 
I see the very stage they fought on : 
The bruisers live, and move, and bleed. 



As if they fought in ^-ery^deed. 
Yet I *m a loiterer, to be «ure ; 



You a great jud&)B^|kconnoiss'eur I 

Shall you proy^Hb midni^t ball 
With costly bBn<(MK Vanxhall j 
And ^ prohibit earlier auppers 
AtKifboum, SadlerVweYis, orCuper'sJ? 
Are these less hmocent in fact. 
Or only made so by the act ? 



^ The celebrated Orator of Clare Market. 

t This worthy a few vcan before fell under the displeasure of the mob, who broke into 
htmte, near St'Clemenrs, and burnt all his furniture, which th^ threw into the street. 
I Places of entertainmeot Ut'dxat tiut. Two of them have been since shut up. 
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Those who contribute to the tax. 
On tea, and ohooolate, and wax*. 
With high ragouts their blood inflame. 
And nauseate what they eat for fame ; 
Of these the Houses take.no knowledge, 
BQt leave them feirty to the College. 
0! e?er prosper their endeavours 

Toud jrour dropsies, gouts, and fevers! 
Can It be deem'd a shame or sin 

To pawn my livery for gin ; 

While bonds and mortgages at White's 

Shall raise your fame with Arthur's knights ? 

Those worthi^ seem to sec no shame in. 

Nor strive to pAss a slur ou, ^mtog ; 

Bat rather to devise each session 

Seme law in honor o* the profession ; 

Lest sordid hands or vulear place 

The noble mystery ^ouui debase ; 

Lestngeed scoundreb, in an ale-house. 

Should oialk their cheatings on the bellows ; 

Or boys the stored rites protane 
M'ith oraoge4Murrows in a lane. 
Where lies the merit of your labors 
To curb the folKes of your neighbours $ 
Deter the gambler, and prevent his 
Confederate arts to gull tne 'prentice; 
UnlcM you could yourself desist 
From hazard, faro, brag, and whist ; 
Unless your philosophic mind 
Cin from within amusement find. 
And give at once to use and pleasure 
Ihat truly procious time, your leisure? 

^ In Tab your busy thoughts prepare 
Deceitfol sepulchres of care : 
The downy couch, the sparkling bowl. 
And all diat lulls or soothes the soul — 
Mmb. Where is my cauc, my whip, my 
hanger i 
111 teach you to provoke my anger. 

SfiT. Heyday! my master's brain is crack'd, 
^ die he 's making some new act. 

<tfr8i(. To set such rogues as you to work, 
i^rhaps, or tcAd you to the TurKf. 



1 235. The Intruder, In Imitation of Horace, 
Sat.Lix, First printed in 175'^. 

A CBiTAiv free, familiar spark, 
ftrtlj accosts me in the Park : 
' /Tis lo\-ely weather, sure ! how ny 



^ tun I— I give you yjgg, good-^y . 
^ servant. Sir. TJ^jf^ the same-^ 
^^^give me leatje to crmfe your name, 
* My name ? Why sure you've seen my 
Ahout in every public j^ace. 
1^ known to ailmost all your frieiKls 
(No one e'er names you but commends)— 
1"^ some I plant ; for some I build ; 
^n every taste and fashion skill'd — - 



foce 



Were there the least regard for mentl— 
The rich in purse arc poor in spirit. 
You know Sir Pagode (here, I 11 give ye 
A front I've drawn him for a privy)— 
This winter. Sir, as I 'm a sinner. 
He has not ask'd me once to dinner." 

Quite overpowered with this intrusion, 
I stood in silence and confusion. 

He tooh the advantage, and pursued : 
" Perhaps, Sir, you may think me mde^ 
But sure I ma^ suppose my talk 
Will less disturb you while you walk. 
And yet I now may spoil a thought. 
But that 's indeed a venial fault : — 
I only mean to such, d \e see, 
VVho write with ease, like you and me. 
I write a sonnet in a minute : 
Upon my soul, there's nothing in it. 
But you to all your friends are partial : 
You reckon ♦•• another Martial— 
He'd think a fortnight well bestow'd 
To write an epigram or ode. 
••••'s no poet, to mv knowledge; 
I knew him very well at college: 
I 've writ more verses in an hour. 
Than he could ever do in four. 
You'll find me better worth your knowipg-* 
But tell me, which way are you going?" 

What various tumults swefl'd my breast. 
With passion, shame, disgust, opprest 1 
This co\^rtship from my Brother Poet, 
Sure no similitude can show it : 
Not young Adonis when pursued 
By amorous antiquated prude ; 
Nor Gulliver's distressful face. 
When in the Yahoo's loath'd embract. 

In rage, confusion and dismay. 
Not knowing what to do or say ; 
And having no resource but lying— 
A friend at Lambeth lies a-dying^^ 
** Lambeth !" (he re-assumes his talk) 
" Across the bridge — the finest walk— 
Don't you admire the Chinese bridges. 
That wave in furrows and in ridges ! 
They've finish'd such a one at Hampton: 
'Faith, 'twas a plan I never dreamt on— 
The prettiest thing that e'er was seei^— 
'Tis printed in the Magazine" 

This wild farrago who could bear? 
Sometimes I run ; then stop and stare: 
Vex'd and tormented to the (^uick. 
By turns grow choleric and sick ; 
And glare my eye, and show the white. 
Like vicious horses when they bite. 

Regardless of my eye or ear. 
His jargon he renews. — ** D'ye hear 
Who 'twas compos'd the tailor's dance? 
I practis'd fifteen months in France : 
I wrote a play — 'twas done in haste-^ 
I know the present want of taste. 
And dare not trust it on the town- 
No tragt^y will e'er go down j 
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The new burletta now's the things 
Pray did voii ever hear mc sing ?" 
Never iniee.d — ** Next time we meet— 
We*re just now coniing to the street. — 
Bless me ! I had almost forgot : 
There's poor Jack Stiles will go to pot. 
Sir Scrutmy has press'd me daily 
To be this hour at the Old Bailey, 
To witness to his good behaviour : 
My uncle's voter, under favor — 
Egad, I 'm puzeled what to do. 
To save him will be losing you : 
Yet we must save him if we can. 
For he's a staunch one, a Dead Max *.'* 
By your account he*t so indeed. 
Unless you make some better fpeed. 
This moment fly to save your friendr^ 
Or else prepare him for his end. 
*' Hang him, he's but a single i-ote; 
I wish the halter round his throat. 
To Lambeth I attend you. Sir." 
Upon my soul! you shall not stir. 
Preserve your voter from the gallows h 
Can human nature be so callous. 
So negligent when life*s at staked 
•* I *d nang a hundred for your sake." 
Itbish you*d do as much by me — 
Or any thi^g to »et me free. 

Deaf to my words, he talks along. 
Still louder than the buzzing throng. 

" Are you," he cries, " as well as ever 
With Lady Grace ? she's vastly clever l" 
Her merit all the world declare : 
Few, very few, her friendship share, 

** If you'd contrive to introduce 
Your fnend here, you might find an use — 

Sir, in that house there- s no such doing. 
And the attempt would be ones ruin. 
No art, no project, no designing. 
No rivalship, and no outshining. 

" Indeed ! you make me long the more 
To get admittance. Is the door 
Kept by so rude, so hard a clown. 
As will not melt at half-a-crown ? 
Can't I cajole the female tribe. 
And sain her woman with a bribe? 
Hefus d to-day, suck up my sorrow. 
And take my chance again to-morrow ? 
Is there no shell-work to be seen. 
Or Chinese chair, or Indian screen ; 
No cockatoo nor marmozet, 
Lapdog, gold-fish, nor paror|uet ? 
No French embroidery on a quilt? 
And no bow-window to be built ? 
Can't I contrive, at times, to meet 
My lady in the park or street ? 
At opera, play, or morning prayer. 
To hand her to her coach or chair?" 

But now his voice, though late so loud. 
Was lost in the contentious crowd 
Of iish-wives newly corporate, 
A colony from Billingsgate f. 

That mstant on the bridge I spied 
Ix>rd Truewit coming from his nde. 



My Lord — Sir fFUliam (I beg^n) 
Has given me power to state a plan. 
To settle every thing between you ; 
And so — *tis lucky that Vve seen you. 
This morning — *• Hold," replies the peer 
And tips me a malicious leer, 
" Agamst good-breeding to offend. 
And rudely take you from your Friekd ! 
(His lordsnip, by the way, can spy 
How matters go, with half an eye ; 
And loves in proper time and ptace. 
To laugh behmd the gravest face.) 
*' 'Tis Saturday— I should not choose 
To break the Sabbath of the JEWS." 
The Jews, my lord /—"Why, since this poi 
I own I'm grown a younger brother ; 
Faith, persecution is no joke; 
I once was going to have spoke.-^ 
Bus'ness may stay till Monday night : 
'Tis prudent, to be sure you *re right.** 

He went his way. I rav'd and fum*d : 
To what ill fortune am I doomed ! 
But fortune had, it seems, decreed 
That moment for my being freed. 
Our talk, which had been somewhat Ioim 
Insensibly the market-crowd 
Around my persecutor drew. 
And made them take him for a Jew. 
To me the caitiff now appeals ; 
But I took fairly to my neels ; 
And, pitiless of his condition. 
On brmk of Thames and Inquisition, 
Left him to take his turn, and listen 
To each uncircumcis'd Philistine. 

O Phoebus ! happy he whose trust is 
In thee, and ihy poetic justi€e ! 



§ 236. Horace, Book L Ep. VIL Addr 
to the Earl of Oxford. 1713. 

Harley, the nation's great support. 
Returning home one day from court, 
(His mind with public cares possest. 
All Europe's busmess in his breast,) 
Observ'd a parson near Whitehall 
Cheap* ning old authors on a stall. 
The priest was pretty well in case. 
And show'd some humour in his face; 
Look'd with an easy, careless mien, 
A perfect stranger to the spleen ; 
Of size that migbft a pulpit fill. 
But more inclininojU) sit still. 
My lord (who, if ftlten may say't. 
Loves mischief better than his meat) 
Was now dispos'd to crack a jest ; 
And bid friend Lewis J go in quest— 
(This Lewis is a cunning shaver. 
And very much in Harley*« favor) 
In quest who might this parson be. 
What was his name, of what degree ; 
If possible, to learn his story. 
And whether he were Whig or Tory. 



• A cant term for a sure vote. f The fish-market at Westminster, just thca opci 

I Erasmus Lewis, Esq. the treasurer's secretary. 
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Leivis hb patron's humor knows, 

.4 fray upon nis errand goes. 

And aaickly did the matter sift, 

Founu out that it was Doctor Dwifl ; 

A cl(r{cyman of special note 

For shunning those of his own coat ; 

Which made his brethren of the gown 

Take care at times to run him down : 

No libertine, nor over-nice. 

Addicted to no sort of vice. 

Went where he pleased, said what he thought, 

Not rich, but owed no man a groat ; 

In state opinions h-la^mode. 

He hated Wharton like a toad ; 

Had n?en the faction many a wound, 

Aodlibeird all the junto round ; 

Kent company with men of wit, 

^Do often father'd what he writ. 

His works were hawk*d in every street, 

^ sekbm rose above a sheet : 

Of late indeed the paper-stamp 

DM very much his genius cramp ; 

Aad, since he could not spend his fire. 

He now intended to retire. 
Said Harley, " I desire to know 

Pram his own mouth if this be so ; 

^ to the Doctor straight, and say, 

'^have him dine with me to-day." 
^Hft saem'd to wonder what he meant, 
^or would believe my lord had sent : 
2* never ofler*d once to stir ; 
^^tcoWIy said, " Your servant. Sir!" 
J* iDoes he refuse me ?" Harley cried. 

* He does, with insolence ana pride.** 
py^^^Some few days after, Harley spies 
j*»^e Doctor fasten*d by the eyes 
^ ^ Charing-cross among the rout, 
^yiicre painted monsters are hunfl; out : 
^^^ Mirid the string, and stopp d nis coach, 

loning the Doctor to approach. 
Swift, who could neither tly nor hide, 
^oie sneaking to the chariot-side, 
^vidofier*d many a lame excuse : 
J^< never meant the least abuse-— 

* .My lord — the honor you design*d — 
^^tremely proud — but 1 had din'd. 
"^* m sure 1 never should neglect— 
"^^oman alive has mgre respect." 

* * Well, I shall think of that no more 

* ^you'll be sure to come at four." 

The Doctor now obeys the summons, 
^^JikQ both his company and commons ; 
^itplays his talents, siu till ten ; 
^ezt day invited, comes again ; 
^<)on grown domestic, seldom fails 
Hither at morning or at meals : 

^^Aone early, and departed late ; 

^Q short the sudgeon took the bait. 

Wy lord would carry on the jest. 

And down to Windsor take his guest. 

owirt much admires the place and air, 

And longs to be a canon there ; 

Jn summer round the park to ride, 

in winter never to reside. 

'A canon ! that's a nlace too mean ; 
"^^Dootor, you shall be a Dean ; 



Two dozen canons round your stall. 
And you the tyrant o*er them all : 
You need but cross the Iri^h seas. 
To live in plenty, pow*r, and ease.'* 
Poor Swift departs ; and, what is worse. 
With borrow'd money in his purse ; 
Travels at least a hundred leagues. 
And suffers numberless fatigues. 

Suppose him now a Dean complete. 
Demurely lolling in his seat ; 
The silver verge, with decent pride. 
Stuck underneath his cushion-side ; 
Suppose him gone through all vexations. 
Patents, instalments, abjurations. 
First-fruits, and tenths, and chapter-treats ; 
Dues, payments, fees, demands, and cheats— 
(The wicked laity*s contriving. 
To hinder clersymen from thriving). 
Now, all the Doctor's monejr spent. 
His tenants wrong him in his rent; 
The farmers, spitefully combin'd. 
Force him to take his tithes in kind : 
A<id Parvisol * discounts arrears 
By bills for taxes and repairs. 

Poor Swift, with all his losses vex*d. 
Not knowing where to turn him next. 
Above a thousand pounds in debt. 
Takes horse, and in a mighty fret. 
Rides day and night at such a rate. 
He soon arrives at Harley*s gate ; 
fiut was so dirty, pale, and thin. 
Old Read f would hardly let him in. 

Said Harley, '* Welcome, Reverend Dean! 
W^hat makes your worship look so lean ? 
Why, sore you won't appear in town 
In that old wig and rusty gown ? 
I doubt your heart is set on pelf. 
So much that you neglect yourself. 
What 1 I suppose, now stocks are hi^. 
You've some good purchase in your eye ? 
Or is your money out at use ?" 

** Truce, ^ooa my lord, I beg a truce,** 
The Doctor in a passion cried, 
'* Your raillery is misapplied ; 
Experience I have dearly bought ; 
You know 1 am not worth a groat; 
But you resolv'd to have your jest. 
And 'twas a folly to contest. 
Then, since you now have done your worst. 
Pray leave me where you found me first. 



§ 237. Horace, Book If. SaL VI. 

I've often wish'd that I had clear. 
For life, six hundred pounds a year, 
A handsome house to lodge a friend, 
A river at my garden's end, 
A terrace-walk, and half a rood 
Of land set out to plant a wood. 

Well, now I have all tliis and more, 
I ask not to increase my store ; 

* The Dean's agent, a Frenchman, 
t The Lord Treasurer*s porter. 
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But here a grierance seems to lie. 

All this is mine but till I die ; 

I can t but think 'twould sound more clever, 

*' To me and to my heirs for ever." 

If I ne* er got or. lost a groat. 
By any trick or any fauhj 
And if i pray by reason's roles. 
And not like forty other fools : 
As thus : " Vouchsafe, O gracious Maker ! 
To^grant me this and t'other acre: 
Or, if it be thy will and pleasuro^ 
Direct my plough to fina a treasure T* 
But only wnat my station fits, 
And to be kept in niv right wits. 
Preserve, Almighty Providence ! 
Just what you gave me, -competence : 
And let me in these shades compose 
Something in verse as true as prose ; 
Remov'd from all th* ambitious scene. 
Nor pufi*d by pride, nor sunk by spleen. 

In short, 1 *m perfectly content. 
Let me but live on this sidi Trent; 
Nor cross the Channel twice a year. 
To spend six months with statesmen here. 

I must by all means come to town, 
*Tis for the service of the crown. 
" Lewis, the Dean will be of use ; 
Send for him up, take no excuse.*' 
The toil, the danger of the seas — 
Great ministers ne'er think of these; 
Or let it cost five hundred pound. 
No matter where the money's found ; 
It is but so much more In oebt, 
And that they ne'er consider'd yet. 

" Good >lr. Dean, mp change your gown ; 
Let my lord know you re come to town.^ 
I hurry nie in haste away. 
Not thinking it is levee-day; 
And find his Honor in a pound, 
Hemm'd by a triple circle round, 
Chequer d with ribands blue and green : 
How should I thrust myself between ? 
Some wag observes me thus perplex'd. 
And, smiling, whispers to the next : 
'< I thought the Dean had been toQ proud 
To jostle here amons the crowd I" 
Another, in a surly nt. 
Tells me 1 have more zeal than wit: 
•' So eager to express your love. 
You ne'er consider whom you shove. 
But rudely press before a duke.** 
I own I'm pleased with this rebuke. 
And take it kindly meant to show 
What I desire the world should know. 

I get a whisper, and withdraw ; 
When twenty fools I never saW 
Come with petitions fairly penn'd. 
Desiring I would stand their friend. 

'This numbly offers me his case ; 
That begs my mterest for a place : 
A hundred other men's afiairs. 
Like b«es, are humming in my ears. 
*' To-morrow my appeal comes on : 
Without your help the cause is gone." 
*' The duke expects ray lord and yoa> 
About some great aflGur> st two : 



Put my Lord Bolingbroke in in mind 
To get my warrant quickly sign'd : 
Consider, 'tis my first request." 
Be satisfied, 1 '11 do my best. 
Then presently he falls to tease : 
** You may for certain if^ou please: 
I doubt not, if his lordship knew — 
And, Mr. l^n, one word from yoo-^" 

'Tis (let me see) three years and moie 
(October next it will be four) 
Since Harley bid me first attend. 
And chose me for an humble friend ; 
Would take me in his coach to chat. 
And question me of this and that: [wii 
As, "What's o clock r and "Howe's 
** Whose chariot's that we left behiiKl ?' 
Or ^vely try to read the lines 
Writ underneath the country signs : 
Or, *' Have you nothiue new to-day 
From Pope, from Pamell, or from Gay?'* 
Such tattle often entertains 
My lord and me as far as Staines, 
As once a week we travel down 
To Windsor and again to town. 
Where all that passes inifr nos 
Might be proclaim'd at Channg-crois. 

Yet some I know with envy swell. 
Because they see me used so well. 
** How think you of our friend the Dean? 
I wonder whnt some ))eople mean ! 
My lord and he are grown so great. 
Always together, ieie^a-iite: 
What! they admire him for his jokes) 
See but the fortune of some Jolks I" 

There flies about a strange report 
Of some express arriv'd at court. 
I'm stopp'd by all the fools I meet. 
And catechis'd in ev'ry street. 
'' You, Mr. Dean, frequent tho great; 
Inform us, will the emperor treat. 
Or do the prints aiid papers lie ?** 
Faith, Sir, you know as much as I. 
" Ah, Doctor, how you love to jest I 
*Tis now no secret." — 1 protest 
'Tis one to me. — ** Then tell us, pray. 
When are the troops to have their pay?" 
And though I solemnly declare 
I know no more than my lord-mayor. 
They stand amaz d, and think me grown 
The closest mortal ever known. 

Thus, in a sea of folly tost. 
My choicest hours of life are lost ; 
Yet always wistiing to retreat, 
O could 1 see my country-seat ! 
There, leaning near a gentle brook. 
Sleep, or peruse some ancient book ; 
And there in sweet oblivion drown 
Those cares that haunt the court and Sown 

§ 238. A true and faithful Inventory oj 
Goods helonginf^ to Dr. Swift, Vicmr of 
racor, upon tending his house to the Bi 
of Meat h tilt his Palace was rebuilt. 

An oaken broken elbow-chair ; 
A caudle-cup without an car ; 
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A bitter*d shaUer*«l ash bedsteid i 

A box of deal^ without a ltd ; 

A piir of tociflt, but out of joint ; 

A Mck-sword poker, without point ; 

A jpot that's crack*d acroat, around 

With an old knotted garter bouod ; 

Aa ifon locdt, without a key ; 

A wig, with hanging quite grown grey ; 

A cartain worn to half a stripe ; 

A nir of bellows, without pipe ; 

Am which might good meat aibid «ncc ; 

Aa Orid, and aa old Concordance ; 
Abottle-bouom, wooden planer. 
Oat it for meal and oae for water ; 
Hiae likewiat is a copper skillet, 
HVkich runs as fittt out as you fill it ; 
A candlestick, sndMish, and save-all : 
hi dios bis household goods you have all. 
TW to vour Lordship, as a friend. 
Tin yoQ nave buih, I freely lend : 
Tkej'il serve your Lordship for a shift ; 
Why not, as well as Doctor Swift ? 



{ i3Q. Am Elegy on ike Death of Demar the 
Umer, who died the 6th qfJuly 1720. 

Kiow all men by these presents. Death the 
tamer 
^ mortgage hath secured the corpse of Demar : 
Nor can four hundred thousand sterling pound 
Beseem him from his prison under ground. 
Hii heirs might well, of all his wealth possest, 
Moir la bury him one iron chest. 
Platns, the god of wealth, will joy to know 
nil Uthfiil steward *s in the shades below. 
Hewalk'd the streets, and wore a threadbare 

doak, 
Htdia'd and supp*d at charae of other folk ; 
And by his looks, had he held out his palms. 
He QM^ be thoggbt an object fit for alnu. 
^ to the poor if he refused his pelf, 
Heus'd them full as kindly as himself. 

Where'er he went he never saw his betters ; 
I^Mdi, knights, and squires, were all his humble 

debtors ; 
^ aoder hand and seal the Irish nittion 
Wereibrc'd to own to him their obligation. 

He that could once have half a kingdom 

|Q half a mmute is not worih a groat. 
^* co^rs from the coffin could not save, 
^orall his interest keep him from the grave, 
^gpklcn monument could not be right, 
^aie we wish the earth upon him light. 
j^Umdon tavern * 1 thou nast lost a friend, 
'^'iH^ in thy walls he ncer did (artbing 

'^^ touch*d the pence, when others touch'd the 

TK.. pot; 

«ae iiand |i|^ tign'd the mortgage paid the 

shot. 
C>ld as he was, no vulgar known disease 
^ him could ever boast a pow*r lo seize i 



*' t But, as he weigh*d his gpldf grim IH^th 

in spite 
Cast in his dart, which made tbre« moid^rfp 

light } 
And as he saw his darling moxM^ ftiil* 
Blew his last breath to sink the lighter sp^** 
He who so long was current, *tvvoui4 be sir^njje 
If he should now be cried down unct )ui 

changie. 
The Strxton shall men sods on th^ beiiow; 
Alas, the sei^ton is wy banker qow 1 
A dismal banker must that baoki^ Ihu 
Who gives ni| biUa but of morality. 



§ S40. JSpi^h 911 a Aftl^r. 

Bbvbath this vevdani hillock liei 
Demar, the wealthy and the wise. 
His heirs, that* he misht safely rtit» 
Have put his carcase In a chest ^ 
The very chest in which, they say. 
His other self, his money, lay. 
And if his heirs continue kind 
To that dear self he left behind, 
I dare believe that four in five 
WiU think his better half aKve. 



§ 241. To Mrs, Houghton ofBormmmi, upon 
praising her Jfusband to Or, Ifwift, 

You always are making a god of your spouae. 
But this ncitner reason nor conscience i^ws : 
Perhaps you will say, 'tis in gratitude due. 
And you adore him because he adores you : 
Your argument*! weak, and so ypu wiU find ; 
For you, by this rule, must adore all man* 
kind. 



§ 242. JOr. JDebf^'s FtU^ 



Would you that DelvilU I <jl(ncril)e^ 
Believe me. Sir, 1 will m>l jibe; 
For who would be satirical 
Upon a thing so very small ? 

You scarce upon the bordeo enter^ 
Before you 're at the very centre. 
A single ^ruw c^n duke it night. 
When o'er your farm ih^ ta)tea her flight : 
Yet, in this narrow comp^as, we 
Observe a vast variety; 
Both walks, walls, meadows, and parterres, 
Windows, and doors, and rooms, and stairs. 
And hills, and dales, luid woods, and fields. 
And hay, and grass, and com, it yielda; 
All to your haggard brought so cheap is. 
Without the mowing or the reaping : 
A raror, though to say *t I *m loth. 
Would shave you and your mendows both. 



AtaveminDoblinwheneDcnvtf kepthisoffice. f The«ifo«rUiMssw«ircwrittaibyStelku 
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Though small's the farm, yet there's a house 
Full large to entertaiif a mouse ; 
But where a rat is dreaded more 
Than savage Calydonian boar ; 
Fbr, if it's enier'd by a rat. 
There is no room to bring a cat. 

A little riv'let seems to steal 
Down through a thing you call a vale, 
Cike tears auQwii a wrinkled cheek. 
Like rain along a blade of leek ; 
And this you call your sweet Meander, 
Which might be suck'd up by a gander. 
Could he but force his netner bill 
To scoop the channel of the rill : 
For sure you 'd make a mighty clutter. 
Were it as big as city-gutter. 

Next come I to your kitchen-garden. 
Where one poor mouse would fare but hard in ; 
And round this garden is a walk, 
Na longer than a tailor's chalk. 
Thus I compare what space is in it; 
A snail creeps round it m a minute. 
One lettuce makes a shift to squeeze 
Up through a tuft you call your trees : 
And, once a year, a single rose 
Peeps from the bud, but never blows ; 
In vain then you expect its bloom ! 
It cannot blow, from want of room. 

In short, in all your boasted scat. 
There's nothing but yourself that 's greai. 



§ 24J. Mary the Conk-maicTs Letter to Dr. 
Sheridan. 1723. 

Well, if ever I saw such another man sinoe 
my mother bound my head ! 

You a gentleman ! marry come up ! I wonder 
where you were bred. 

1 'm sure such words do not become a man of 

Jour cloth : 
not give such language to a dog, faith 

and troth. 
Yes, you call'd my master a knave : fie, Mr. 

Sheridan, 'tis a shame 
For a parson, who should know better things, 

to come out with such a name. 
Knave in your teeth, Mr. Sheridan I 'tis both 

a shame and a sin ; 
And the Dean, my master, h an honester man 

than you and all your kin ; 
He has more goodness in his little finger than 

you have in your whole body ; 
My master is a personable man, and not a spin- 

dle-shank'd hoddy>doddy. 
And now, whereby I find you would fain make 

an excuse. 
Because my master one day, in anger, calFd 

you goose ; 
Which, and I am sure I have bcea his servant 

four years since October, 
And he never call'd me worse than sweetheart, 

drunk or sol)cr : 
Not that I know his reverence was ever con- 

cera'd, to my knowledge. 
Though you and ^our come-rogues keep him 

out so late in your college* 



You say you will eat grass on his grav< 

Christian eat grass ! ^ 

Whereby you now confess yourself to I 

goose or an ass : 
But that's as much as to say, that my nu 

should die before ye , 
Well, well, that's as God pleases ; and I d 

believe that 's a true story : , 

And so say I told you so, and you may m 

my master, what care I ? [Mi 

A nd I don't care who knows it ; 'tis alloD 
Every body knows that I love to tell truth, 

shame the devil ; [should be d 

I am but a poor servant, but I think ^ntkfi 
Besides, you found fault with our victuals 

day that you was here ; [the ye 
I remember it was on a Tuesday, of all day 
And Saunders the man says you are alv 

jesting and mocking : 
** Mary," said he one day as 1 was mending 

master's stocking, 
" My master is so fond of that minister 

keeps the school — [makes him a fo 
I thought my master a wise man, but that i 
" Saunders, ' said I, ** I would rather tha 

quart of ale 
He would come into our kitchen, and I w< 

pin a dishclout to his tail." 
And now I must go and get Saunders to di 

this letter ; 
For I write but a sad scrawl, but my s 

Marget she writes better. 
Well, but 1 must run and make the bed, hi 

my master comes from pray*r8 : 
And see now, it strikes ten, and I hear 

coming up stairs: 
Wliereof I could say more to your verses, 

could write written hand : 
And so I remain, in a civil way, your ser 

to command, Mai 

§ 244 . Riddles, hy Dr. Swift and his JWf 
Written in or about the Year 1724. 

On a Pen. 

In youth exalted high in air. 
Or bathing in the waters fair. 
Nature to form nie took delieht. 
And clad my body all in w)iite. 
My person tall, and slender waist. 
On either side with fringes grac'd; 
Till me that tyrant man espied, 
And dragg'd me from my mother's side. 
No wonder now I look so thin ; 
The tyrant stripp'd me to the skin ; 
My skin he flay'd, my hair he cropp'd ; 
At head and foot my body lopp'd : 
And then, with heart more hard than ston« 
He pick'd my marrow from the bone. 
To vex me more, he took a freak 
To slit my tongue, and make me speak : 
But that which wonderful appears ; 
I speak to eyes, and not to ears. 
He oft employs me in disguise. 
And makes me tell a thousand lies : 
To me he chiefly gives in trust 
To please his malice or his lust ; 
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From me no secret he can hide, 
I see his %>ani^ and pride : 
And my delight is to expose 
His follies to his greatest foes. 

All languages I can command. 
Yet not a word I understand. 
Without my aid, the best divine 
Id learning would not know a line ; 
The bvtryer must forget his pleading ; 
The scholar could not show his reading. 

Nay, man, my master, is my stave : 
I give command to kill or save ; 
Cn grant ten thousand pounds a year, 
AimI make a besgar's brat a peer. 

Bat while I thus my life relate, 
I only hasten on my fate. 
My tongue is black, my mouth is furr*d, 
I hardly now can force a word. 
I die onpitied and forgot. 
And on some dunghill left to rot. 

§ 245. On Gold. 

All-ruling tyrant of the earth. 
To vilest slaves I owe my birth. 
How b the greatest monarch blest, 
V^Tjen in my gaudy Uv*ry drest ! 
No haughty nymph has pow'r to run 
From me, or my embraces shun. 
Slihb'd to the heart, condemned to flame. 
My constancy is still the same. 
The iarourite messenger of Jove, 
The Lemnian God, consulting strove 
To make me glorious to the sight 
Of oiortals, and the gods* delignt. 
^^ would their altars* flame expire 
in itfitt'd to lend them Are. 



$ 246. On a Corkscrew. 

Though I, alas ! a prisoner be, 
jy trade is, priboners to set free. 
I^p iltve his iord*s commands obeys 
^* ith such insinuating ways ; 
^y genius piercing, sharp, and bright, 
.^jHiercin the men of wit delight. 
J^e clcrg)' keep me for their ease; 
Y^ torn and wind me as they please. 
^ new and wondrous art I show 
Y^ raising spirits from below ; 
j^ scarlet some, and some in white : 
p^cy rise, walk round, yet never fright. 
|f\ at each mouth the spirits pass, 
^li^tinctly seen as through a glass ; 
^ cr head and body make a rout, 
^lui drive at last all secrets out : 
;J^J^ itill the more I show my art, 
^ n% more they open cv'ry heart. 
. -^^ greater cnennist none than I, 
^ ho from materials hard and dry 
j^avc tauc^ht men to extract with skill 
-■^re precious juice than from a still. 
J , -^'ihough I'm often out of case, 
Tk" ^^^ ashaui'd to show my face. 
* nough at the tables of the great 
^^^ the sideboard take my seat ; 



Yet the plain squire, when dinner's done. 
Is never pleasM till I make one : * 

He kindly bids me near him stand. 
And often takes me by the hand. 
I twice a day a hunting go. 
Nor ever fail to seize my foe ; 
And, when I have him by the pole, 
I drag him upwards from his hole; 
Though some are of so stubl)orn kind, 
I'm forced to leave a limb behind. 

I houHy wait some fatal end ; 
For 1 can break, but scorn to bend. 

§ 247. On a Circle. 

I*M op and down, and round about. 
Yet all tne world can't And me out. 
Though hundreds have employ*d their leisure^ 
They never yet could find my measure. 
I'm found almost in ev'ry garden. 
Nay, in the compass of a farthing. 
There's neither chariot, coach, nor mill. 
Can move an inch, except I will. 



§ ?48. On Ink. 

I AM jet-black, as you mav see. 
The son of Fitch and sfooniy Night : 

Yet all that know me will agree 
I'm dead, except I live in light. 

Sonietinies in panegyric high. 
Like lofty Pindar I can soar; 

And raise a virgin to the sky. 
Or sink her to a pocky whore. 

My blood this day is very sweet. 

To-morrow of a bitter juice ; 
Like milk, 'tis cried about the street. 

And so applied to difiereiit use. 

Most wondrous is my magic pow'r. 
For with one color I can paint; 

I'll make the devil a saint tnls hour. 
Next make a devil of a saint. 

Through distant regions I can fl^. 
Provide me with but paper wings ; 

And fairly show a reason why 
There should be quarrels among kings. 

And, after all, you'll think it odd, 
VV^hen learned doctors will disnute. 

That I should point the word ot God, 
And show where they can best confute. 

Let lawyers bawl and strain their throats ; 

Tis 1 that must their lands convey. 
And strip the clients to their coats ; * 

Nay, give their very souls away. 

§ 24g. On the Five Senses. 

All of us in one you '11 And, 
Brethren of a wondrous kind ; 
YelHimong us all no brother 
Knows one tittle of the other. 
We in frequent councils are. 
And our marks of things declare^ 
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Where to us unknown a ckrk 
Sits and takes uitm in the dark. 
He's the register of all 
In our keD> both great and small ; 
B7 us forms his laws and rules ; 
He's our master, we his U)ob> 
Yet we can, with greatest ease. 
Turn and wind him where we please. 

One of us alone can sleep. 
Yet no watch the rest will keep ; 
But the moment that he closes, 
Ev'r^ brother else leposes. 

It wine*s bought, or victuals drest. 
One enjbys them for the rest. 

Pierce us all with wounding steel. 
One for all of us will feel. 

Thouffh ten thousand cannons roar. 
Add to mem ten thousand more. 
Yet but one of us is found 
W)io regards the dreadful sound. 

Do what is not fit to tell. 
There's but one of us can smell. 

§ 250. On an Echo, 

Never sleeping, still awake, ^ 

Pleasing most when most I speak : . 
The deiisht of old and young, 
Thoush I speak without a tongue ; 
Nought but one thing can confound me. 
Many voices joining round me ; 
Then I fret and rave and gabble 
Like the labourers of Babel. 
Now I am a dog or cow, 
I can bark, or 1 can low ; 
I can bleat, or L can sing 
Like the warblers of the sprinj^. 
Let the love-sick bard complam. 
And I mourn the eruel pain ; 
Let the happy swaiii rejoice. 
And I join my helping voice ; 
Both are welcome, grief or jcgr, 
Itwich either sport and toy. 
Though a lady, I am stout. 
Drums and trumpets bring me out ; 
Then I clash, and roar and rattle. 
Join in all the din of battle. 
Jove, with all his loudest thunder. 
When I'm vex'd, can't keep me under $ 
Yet so tender b my ear, 
That the lowest voice I fear. 
Much I dread the courtier's fate. 
When his merit's out of date ^ 
For I hate a silent breath. 
And a vi|hisper is my death. 

§ 251. On a Shadow in a Glass. 

By something form'd, I nothing am. 
Yet every thing that you can name ; 
In no place have I ever been. 
Yet ev ry where I may be seen ; 
^ In all things false, vet always true, 
I'm still the sam^, but ever new. 
Lifeless, life's perfect form I wear. 
Can show a nose, eye, tongue, or ear. 
Yet neither smell, see, tatCe, or hear. 



All shapes and fealuics I can boast. 
No flesn, no bones, no blood^-410 g^t : 
All colours, without paint, put em. 
And change like the cameleon. 
Swiftly I come and enter there 
Where not a chink lets in the air ; 
Like thought, I'm in a moment gone. 
Nor can I ever be alone i 
All things on earth I imitate 
Faster than nature can create ; 
Sometimes imperial robes I wear. 
Anon in beggars rags appear; 
A giant now, and straignt an elf, 
I'm ev'ry one, but ne'er myself; 
Ne'er sad, I mourn ; ne'er glad, rejoice; 
I move my lips, but want a foke; 
I ne'er was bom, nor e'er can die : 
Then pr'ythee tell me, what am I ^ 



§ 252. On Time. 

Ever eating, never cloying. 
All devouring, all deslroymg; 
Never finding full repast. 
Till I eat the world at last. 



§ S53. On the P^tU. 

We are little airy creatures. 
All of diff'rent voice and features : 
One of us in glass is set. 
One of us you'll find in jet ; 
T* other you may see in tin. 
And the fourth a box within ; 
If the fifth you should pursue. 
It can never fly from you. • 



$ 2b4. On Snow. 

From heaven I fall, tho' from earth I fc 
No lady alive can shew sueh a skin. 
I'm bnght as an angel, and light as a feat 
But hea\7 and dark when you squeeze n 

gether. 
Though candor and truth in my aspect 1 1 
Yet many poor creatures I help to ensnan 
Though so much of heaven appears in 

make. 
The foulest impressions I easily take. 
My parent and I produce one another; 
The mother the daughter, the daughto 

mother. 



§ 955. On a Cannon. 

Begottsk, and bom, and dying, with 1 
The terror of women, and pleasure of bo; 
Like the fiction of poets concerning the 1 
I'm chiefly unruly when strongest eonfio 
For silver and gdid I don't trouble my he 
But all I delight in is pieeet of lead; 
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heo I trade with a ship or a town, 
Q I giakc pieces of iron go down, 
erty more I would have you remark, 
iras ever more fond of a spark ; 
lent I get one, my soars all afire, 
J out my joy, and in transport expire. 

a Qmilca, « Country^Houit of Dr. 
IN, tn iw very good nepair. 1726. 

e thy properties explain : 

cabin, dropping rain ; 

9 with scorn rejecting smoke ; 

bles, chairs, and bedsteads, broke. 

nents have lost their us^^s : 

s not, nor earth produces ; 

ire make poor Shelah * toil, 

not roast, nor water lx>il. 

all the valleys, hills, and plains, 

ess Want in triumph reigns : 

chief officers of state, 

rt, and Theft, around her wait. 

The grand Question debated, whether 
on** Bawn should he turned into a 
k or a Malt-House. 1 729. 

ipoke to my Lady the Knight f full of 
re: 

have vour advice in a weighty aflair : 
niltou s Bawn X whilst it sticks on my 
nd, 

the house what I get by the land ; 
to dispose of it to the blest bidder, 
rack § or malt-house, we now must 
nsider. 

let me suppose I make ita malt-house, 
ive computed the profit will fall thus; 
line hundred pounds for labor and 
lio, [main ; 

5 it to twelve, so three hundred re- 
me addition for wine and good cheer, 
hes a day, and three hogsheads a year : 
lozen large vessels my vault shall be 
»red ; 

icnib joint shall come on my board, 
ind the Dean no more shall combine 
ne at ni^ht to one bottle of wine ; 
I, for his humor, permit you to pur- 
n 

[mI a quarter of beef from my sirloin. 
it a barrack, the crown is uiy tenant ; 
I have ponder*d again and asain on*t : 
kge and drawbacks I lose halt my rent ; 
' they give me, I must be content, 
ith the court in every debate, 
!r than that I would lose my estate.'* 
nded the Knight. Thus began his 
!ek wife : 

: and it shall be a barrack, my life, 
n a mere mopus ; no company comes 
ble of tenants and rusty dull rums y : 



With parsons what lady can keep herself cleiB2 
I'm all over daub*d when I sit by the Dean. 
But if you will give us a barrack, my dear. 
The Captain, Tm sure, will always come here ; 
I then shall not value his Deanship a straw. 
For the Captain, I warrant, will keep him in 

awe; 
Or, should he pretend to be bri^ and alert. 
Will teU him tnat chaplains should not be so 

pert; 
That men of his coat should be minding their 

pray'rs. 
And not among ladies to ^vc themselves airs.** 
Thus ar|;ued my Lady, but arsucd in vain ; 
The Knight his opinion resolv d to maintain. 
But Hannah^, who listen*d to all that was 

past. 
And could not endure so vulgar a taste. 
As soon as her Ladyship call d to be dressed. 
Cried, <* Madam, why surely my mastei's pos« 

sest. 
Sir Arthur the maltster ! how fine it will sound ! 
I'd rather the bawn were suok under ground. 
But, Madam, I guess'd there would never come 

saw him so often with Darby and 

Wood**. 
And now my dream's out ; for I was a-dream*d 
That I saw a huge rat — O dear, how 1 scream'd ! 
And after, methou^ht, I had lost my new shoes ; 
And Molly she said I should hear some ill news. 
" Dear madam, had you but the spirit to tease. 
You might have a t)arrack whene\'er you please i 
And, madam, I always believ'd you so stout. 
That for twenty denials you would not give out. 
If 1 had a husband like him, I purtest. 
Till he gave me my will, I would gpve him no 

rest; 
And, rather than come in the same pair of shceta 
With such a cross man, I would he in the 

streets: . 

But, madam, I beg you, contrive and invent. 
And worry him out till he gives his consent. 
Dear madam, whene*er of a barrack I think. 
An I were to be hang'd, I can't sleep a wink : 
For if a new crotchet comes into my brain, 
I can't get it out, though I never so fain. 
I fancy already a barrack contriv'd - 
At Hamilton's Bawn, and the troop is arriv*d 1 
Of this to be sure Sir Arthur has warning. 
And waits on the Captain betimes the next 

morning. £behave : 

Now see, when they meet, how their honors 
' Noble Captain, yoiir servant.* — ' Sir Arthur, 

your slave : 
You honor me much.* — ' The honor is mint.* 
' *Twas a sad rainy night.*—' But the mominn 

is fine.* 
' Pray how does my Lady ?*— ' My wife*s at your 

service.* 
* I think i have seen her picture by Jenras.*— 



Dime of an Irish servant. f Sir Arthur Acheson, at whose seat this was writtea. 

ge old house, two miles from Sir Arthur's seat. 

irmy in Ireland is lodged in strong buildingsovcr the whole kingdom, cilled barradki* 
It word in Irebnd for a poor country-clergyman. % My lady's waiting- wooun. 
of Sir Arthar*8 managers^ 
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* Good morrow, good Captain, I'll wait on you 

down.* 

* You shan't stir a foot.' — * You'll think me » 

clown. 
For all the world. Captain.'—* Not half an 
inch farther.' 

* You must be obey'd I' — * Your servant. Sir 

Arthur ! 
My humble respects to my Lady unknown.* 

* I hope you will use my house as your own.'" 

*' Gro bring me my smock, and leave off your 

prate, 
Tliou hast certainly got a cup in thy pate." 

" Pray, madam, be quiet, what was it I said ? 
You had like to have put it quite out of my 

head. 
Next day, to be sure, the Captain will come 
At the nead of his troop, with trumpet and 

drum. fstale: 

Now, madam, observe how he marches in 
The man with the kettle-drums enters the 

gate; 
Dub, dub, adub, dub. Tlic trumpeters follow, 
Tantara, tantara ; while all the boys halloo. 
See now comes the Captain, all daub'd with 

sold lace : 
O la ! the sweet gentleman ! look in his face 3 
And see how lie rides like a lord of the land. 
With the Bne flaming sword that he holds in 

his hand ; 
And his horse, the dear cretur, it prances and 

rears. 
With ribands in knots at its tail and its ears : 
At last comes the troop, by the word of com- 

ihand. 
Drawn up in our court ; when the Captain cries. 

Stand ! 
Your Ladyship lifts up the sash to be seen 
(For sure 1 have dizen d you out like a queen). 
The Captain, to show he is proud of the favor. 
Looks up to your window, and cocks up his 

beaver; 
(His beaver is cock'd ; pray, madam, mark that. 
For a Captain of horse never takes off his hat. 
Because ne has ne\'er a hand that is idle ; 
For the right holds the sword, and the left holds 

the bridle ;) 
Then flourishes thrice his sword in the air. 
As a compliment due to a lady so fair ; 
(How I tremble to think of the blood it hath 

spilt !) 
Then he lowers down the point, and kisses the 

hilt. 
Your ladyship smiles, and thus you begin : 
' Pray, Captain, be pleas'd toalightandwalkin.* 
The Captain salutes you with congee profound. 
And your Ladyship curtsies half-way to the 

ground. 

* Kit, run to your mastei*, and bid him come 

to UA : 
I'm sure he'll be proud of the honor you do us. 
And, Captain, you'll do us the favor to stay 
And take a short dinner here with us to-day : 
You're heartily welcome: but as for good cheer. 
You come in the very wor?t time of the year ; 



If I had expected so worthy a guest--' 

• Lord, madam ! your ladyship sore i^ in jest 

You banter me, madams' — '-The kingdor 

must grant. 
You officers. Captain, are so complaisant !"* 
•* Hist, hussy, 1 think I hear somebody coming. 
'< No, madam, 'tis only Sir Arthur a humminj 
To shorten my tale (for I hate a long story) 
The Captain at dinner appears in his glory: 
The Dean and the Doctor * have humbled the 

pride. 
For the Captain's entreated to sit by your side 
And, because he's their betters, you carve A 

him first: 
The parsons for envy are ready to burst. 
The servants, amazed, are scarce ever able 
To keep off their eyes, as th^ wait at the tabli 
And Molly and I nave thrust in our noee 
To peep at the Captain in all his fine clots. 
Dear madam, be sure he's a fine spoken roaa 
Do but hear on the Clergy how glib his tong 

ran : 
And, ' Madam,' says he ' if such dinners ^ 

give, [b. 

You'll ne'er want for parsons as long as 5 
I ne'er knew a parson without a goodnose - 
But the Devil's as welcome wherever he giM 
G — d — ^n me ! they bid us reform and repean 
But, 2— ds! by tneir looks they never k^ 

Lent. [afa- 

Mister Curate, for all your grave looks, J 
You cast a sheep's eye on her Ladyship's m^' 
I wish she would lend you her pretty vrli 

hand [ba 

In mending your cassock, and smoothins yo 
(For the Dean was so shabby, and look a Ih 

a niimy, [Jitiiiv 

That the Captain suppos'd he was curate' 
Whenever you see a castjock and gown, 
A hundred to one but it covers a clown. 
Observe how a Parson comes into a room; 
G^— d — n me! he hobbles as bad as my groom 
A scoiiard, when just from his college brok* 

loose. 
Can hardly tell how to cry ho to a goose : 
Your fNoveds, tLtidBiueturks, and Omurt, aft* 

stuff. 
By G — , they don't signify this pinch of snuff 
To give a young gentleman right education. 
The army's the only good school in the nation 
My schoolmaster calPd me a dunce and a fbo 
But at cuffs I was always the cock of the school 
I never could take to my book for the blood < 

me, [o' mi 

And the puppy confess'd he expected no goo 
He caugnt me one morning coquetting k 

wife, flifc 

Rut he maurd me, I ne'er was so maul'd m o 
So I took to the road ; and what's very odd. 
The first man I robb'd was a parson, by G— 
Now, madam, you'll think it a strange thing; 

But the sight of a book makes me sick to t 
day.'— 



* Dr. Jiony, a clergymaQ in the neighbourhood. f Ovids, Plutafchsj Hbmen* 
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Never since I was born did I hear so much wit ; 
And, madam, I laugh'd till I thought I should 
split. [Dean, 

So then yon look'd* scornful, and snift at the 
As who should say, iVoK;/iiii I Skinny-and-lean f 
But he durst not so much as once open his lips. 
And the Doctor was plaguily down in the hips." 
Thus merciless Hannah ran uii in her talk. 
Till she heard the Dean call, ** Will your Lady- 
ship wa <c?" [flown :" 
Her LadjTship answers, *• I'm just coming 
Then turning to Hannah, and forcing a frown. 
Although it was plain in her heart she was glad. 
Cried — ** Hussy! why sure the wench is ^ne 
mad ! [bruins ? 
Hoir could all these chimeras get into your 
(^OQie hither, and take this old gown for your 
pains. [ears, 
^t the Dean, if this secret should come to his 
™ ill neter have done with his jibes and his 

■^^r your life, not a word of the matter, I charge 
^ive me but a barrack, a fig for the clergy." 

* 258. On ike Death of Dr. Swift. Occa- 
Slimed ly reading the following Maxim in 
RochefoucauU : •' Dans f adversiU de nos 
meilleurs amis, nous trouvons toujottrs quelque 
those qui ne nous deplait pas** - 

* In the adversity of our best friends we always 
£Dd something that doth not displease us." 

As RochefoucauU his maxims drew 

rom oatare, I believe them true : 

"be]^ ugue no corrupted mind 
^ n him ; the fault is in mankind. 

This maxim more than all the rest 
•K« thooeht too base for human breast : 
^* In all distresses of our friends, 
^^'e firet consult our private ends ; 
^^hile nature, kindly bent to ease us, 
^^>ints out some circumstance to please us.** 

If thu perhaps your patience move, 
«t reason and experience prove. 

We all behold with envious eyes 
Oir equals raisM above our size, 
^ho would not at a crowded show 
otaiid high himself, keep others low ? 
^love my frieml as well as you ; 
«ut why should he obstruct my view? 
Then let me have the higher post, 
appose it but an inch at most. % 
'fin a battle you should find 
jjfte, whom you love of all mankind, 
^Ud tome heroic action done, 
^ champion killed, or trophy won : 
^tber than thus be over-topt, 
^ouM 3rou not wish his laurels cropt? 
J^l^ar hoaest Ned is in the gout. 
Lies rack*d with pain, and you without : 
How patiently you hear him groan ! 
«iow glad the case is not your own ! 

What poet would not grieve to sec 
His brothers write as weu as he i 
^u^ rather than they should excel, 
^wU with hii rivds aU U> hell ? 



Her end when Emulation misses. 
She turns to Envy, stings and hisses : 
The strongest friendship yields to pride, 
Unless the odds be on our side. 
Vain human kind ! fantastic race ! 
Thy various follies who can trace? 
Self-love, ambition, envy, pride. 
Their empire in our hearts divide. 
Give others riches, pow'r, and station, 
*Tis all to me an usurpation. 
I have no title to aspire ; 
Yet, when you sink, I seem the higher. 
In Pope I cannot read a line. 
But, with a sigh, I wish it mine: 
When he can in one couplet fix 
More sense than I can do in six. 
It gives me such a jealous fit, 
I cry, ** Pox take him and his wit V* 
I grieve to be outdone by Gay 
In my own humorous biting way. . 

Arbuthnot is no more my friend. 
Who dares to irony pretend. 
Which I was born to introduce, 
Refin*d it first, and show'd its use. 
St. John as well as Pulteney knows 
That I had souie repute for prose ; 
And, till they drove me out of date. 
Could maul a minister of state. 
If they have mortified my pride. 
And made me throw my pen aside; 
If with such talents heaven hath bless*d 'em. 
Have I not reason to detest 'em ? 

To all my foes, dear Fortune, send 
Thy gifts, but never to mv friend : 
I tamely can endure the nrst ; 
But this with envy makes me burst. 

Thus much may serve by way of proem ; 
Proceed we therefore to our poem. 

The time is not remote, when I 
Must, by the course of nature, die ! 
When, I foresee, my special friends 
Will try to find their private ends : 
And, though *tis hardly understood 
Which way my death may do them good. 
Yet thus, methinks, I hear them speak ; 
'* See how the Dean begins to break ! 
Poor gentleman, he droops apace 1 
You plainly find it in his face. 
That old vertigo in his head • 
Will never leave him till he's dead. 
Besides, his memory decays : 
He recollects not what he says : 
He cannot call his friends to mind ; 
Forgets the place where last he din'd ; 
Plies you with stories o'er and o'er; 
He told them fifty times before. 
How does he fancy we can sit 
To hear this out-of-fashion wit ? 
But he takes up with younger folks. 
Who for his wine will bear his jokes. 
Faith ! he must make his stories shorter. 
Or chanze his comrades once a quarter ; 
In half the time he talks them roundi 
There must another set be found. 

*' For poetry he's past his prime : 
He takes an hour to find a rhyme ; 
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His fire is ont, his wit decayed. 
His fancy sunk, his Muse a jade. 
Fd nave him throw away his pen ; 
But there's no talking to some men !'* 

And then their tenderness appears 
By adding largely to my years : 
*' He*8 older than he would be reckoned. 
And well remembers Charles the Second. 
He hardly drinks a pint of wiiie ; 
And that, I doubt, is no good sign. 
His stomach too begins to fail : 
Last year we thought him strong and halej 
But now he*s quite another thing : 
I wish he may hold out till spring!" 
They hug themselves, and reason thus : 
*• It is not yet so bad with us !" 

In such a case they talk in tropes^ 
And by their fears express their hopes: 
Some great misfortune to portend. 
No enemy can match a friend ; 
With all the kindness they profess. 
The merit of a lucky guess 
(When daily how-a ye*a come of course. 
And servants answer, ** Worse and worse I") 
Would please them better, than to lell 
That, ** God be prais*d, the Dean is well." 
Then he who prophesied the best. 
Approves his foresight to the rest: 
** You know I always fear*d the worst. 
And often told you so at first.*' 
He'd rather choose that I should die. 
Than his predictions prove a lie. 
Not one foretels I should recover ; 
But all asree to give me over. 
% Yet, should some neighbour feel a pain 
Just in the parts where I complain ; 
How many a message would he send. 
With hearty pray' rs that I should mend ! 
Inquire what regimen 1 ke])t. 
What gave me ease, and how I slept ; 
And more lament when I was dc»d. 
Than all the sniv'lers round my bed. 

My good companions, never fear ; 
For tnough you may mistake a year. 
Though your prognostics run too fast, ' 

They must be verified at last. 

Behold the fatal day arrive ! 
" How is the Dean? '—"He's just alive.* 
Now the departing-pray'r is read ; 
** He hardly breathes — the Dean is dead !' 

Before the passing-bell begun. 
The news through half the town is run : 
'• O may we all for death prepare ! 
What has he left? and who's his heir? 
I know no more than what the news is ; 
'Tis all bequeath *d to public uses. 
To public uses ! there s a whim ; 
What had the public done for him ? 
Mere envy, avarice, and pride ! 
He gave it all — but first he died. 
And had the Dean, in all the nation. 
No worthy friend, no poor relation ? 
$o ready to do strangers good, 
Forgettmg his own flesh and blood !" 
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Now Grub-street wits are all employ'd ; 
With elegies the town i» cloy'd : 
Sofne paragraph in every pap«r. 
To curse the Dean, or bless the Drapier. 

The Doctors, tender of their fame, 
Wisv-ly on me lay all the blame. 
" We must confess his case was nice. 
But he would never take advice. 
Had he been rul'd, for aught appears. 
He might have liv'd these twenty years ; 
For when we open'd him, we found 
That all his vital parts were sound.** 

From Dublin soon to London spread,. 
Tis told at court, " The Dean is dead.** 
And Lady Suffolk*, in the spleen. 
Runs laughing up to tell the Queen : 
The Queen, so gracious, mild, and good. 
Cries, '' Is he gone? 'tis time he should. 
He's dead, you sav? then let him rot: 
I 'm glad the medalsf were forgot. 
I promis'd him, I own ; but when ? 
I only was the Princess then : 
But now, as consort of the K ing. 
You know, 'tis quite another thing." 

Now Chartres, at Sir Robert's levee. 
Tell', with a sneer, the tiding heaiy ; 
" Why, if he died without his ahoes,** 
Cries Bob, '' I 'm sorry for the news. 
O were the wretch but living still. 
And in his place my good friend Will I 
Or had a miire on nis head. 
Provided Bolinsbroke were dead !'* 

Now Curll his shop from rubbish drains ; 
'* Three genuine tomes of Swift's ren»mnal^ 
And the'n, to make them pass the glibber, 
** Revis*d by Tibbald, Moore, and Cibbcr.- 
He'll treat me as he does my betters. 
Publish my will, my life, my letters. 
Revive the libels bom to die. 
Which Pope must bear a* well as I. 

Heije shift the 6cene»,to represent 
How those I lov'd my death lament. 
Poor Pope will srieve a month, andiray 
A week, and Arbuthnot a day : 
St. John himself will scarce forbear 
To bite his pen and drop a tear. 
The rest will give a shrug, and cry, 
*' I'm sorry— -but we all must die !** 

Indifference, glad in Wisdom's goite. 
All fortitude of mind supplies : 
For how can stony bowels melt 
In those who never pity felt? 
When we are lush'd they kiss the rod. 
Resigning to the will of God. 

The fools, my juniors by a year. 
Are tortur'd with suspense and iear ; 
Who wisely thought my age a screen. 
When deatn approach'a, to stand betvrean: 
The screen remov'd, their hearts are trembling: 
They mourn for me without dissembling. 

My female friends, whose lender hearts 
Have better leam'd to act their parts. 
Receive the news in doleful dumps : . 
" The Dean is dead : (pray what is trumps ?) 



* Mrs. Howard,* at one time a favourite with the Dean. 

t Which the Dean in vain expected, in return for a small present he bad sent to the Princess 
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Thta Lord have mem oif his soul ! 
(Ladies, I 'I! venture (or the vole) 
Six Deans, they say, must bear the pall : 
(I wish I knew what king to call.) 
Midaoi, your husband will attend 
The funeral of so good a friend V* 
** No, madam, 'tis a shocking si^t ; 
Aod he*s en^nig'd to-mono w night : 
Mf Lady Club will take it ill 
If be should fail at her auadrilte. 
He lov'd the Dean — (I lead a heart) — 
But dearest inrnds, they say, must part. 
His time was come : he ran his race ; - 
We hope he's in a better place." 

Why do we grieve that friends should die ? 
No loss more easy to supply : 
One year is past — a difierent scene ! 
No tarther mention of the Dean ;. 
Who now, alas ! no more is miss'd 
Than if he never did exist. 
Where's now the favourite of Apollo ? 
Departed— and his woiics muyt follow ; 
Must undergo the common fate ; 
Hu kind of wit is out of date. 

Some countrjr sc^uire to Lintot goes, 
In<)uires for Swift m verse and prose. 
^^vs Lintot, ** I have heard the name ; 
H i died a year ago ?" — " The same." 
•H c searches all the shop in vain : 
* * Sir, you may find them in Duck-lane : 
I sent them with a load of books, 
Monday, to the pastry-cook's. 
'« fency they could live a year ! 
Xfind you're but a stranger here. 
^krht Dean was famous in his time, 
-And had a kind of knack* at rhyme. 
^Ib way of writing now is past : 
Tile town has got a better taste. 
^ keep DO antiquated stuff; 
«it spick and span 1 have enough. 
^^' do bat give me leave to show 'era : 
Merc's Colley Cibber's birth-day poem ; 
"Thii ode you never yet have seen, 
Br Stephen Duck upon the Queen. 
*Imb here's a letter finely penn'd 
ApJDst the Craftsman and his friend : 
It dearly shows that all reflection 
^ ministers is disaffection, 
^ott, here's Sir Robert's vindication. 
And Mr. Henley's last oration ; 
THc hawkers have not got them yet : 
Your Honor please to buy a set ? [tion ; 

** Here's Wolston's tracts, the twelfth edi- 
Tis road by every politician : 
T^ country-members, when in town, 
^0 all their boroughs send them down : 
Yqhi never met a thing so smtfift ; 
^ courtiers have them all ky heart. 
Jaoie maids of honor who can read 
Aie taught to use them for their creed ; 
^ revciend author s good intention 
Hath been rewarded with a pension* : 
He doth an honor to his gown, 
Bf bravely running priestcraft down : 
]w ibows, n ^urc «s God's in Glo'ster, 
^t Moies wai« igrand impostor ; 



That all his miracles were cheats, 
Perform'd as jugglers do their feats: 
The church haonever such a writer ; 
A shame he hath not got a miire 1" 

Suppose me dead ; and then suppose 
A club assembled at the Rose ; 
Where, from discourse of this and that, 
I grow the subject of their chat : 
And while they toss my name about. 
With favor some, and some without. 
One, quite indifferent in the cause. 
My character impartial draws: 

** The Dean, if we believe report. 
Was never ill receiv'd at court ; 
Although, ironically grave. 
He sham'd the fool, and lash'd the knave ; 
To steal a hint was never known. 
But what he writ was all his own." 

" Sir, I have heard another story : 
He was a most confounded Tory ; 
And grew, or lie is much belied. 
Extremely dull before he died." 

'• Can we the Drapier then forget? 
Is not our nation in his debt ? 
'Twas he that writ the Drapier's Letters l" 

** He should have left them for his bettns^ 
We had a hundred abler men. 
Nor need depend upon his pen. 
Say what you will about hn reading. 
You never can defend his breeding j 
Who, in his satires running riot. 
Could ne\'er leave the world in opiet; 
Attacking, when he took the ynmm. 
Court, city, camp— all one to hhn. 
But why should ne, except he slobber'd. 
Offend our patriot, great air Robert, 
Whose counsels aid the sovereign pow^c 
To save the nation every hour? 
What scenes of evil he unravels 
In satires, libels, lying traveb: 
Not spring his own clergy-cloth. 
But eats into it, like a moth 1" 

** Perhaps I may allow the Dean 
Hud too much satire in his vein, 
Aftd seem'd determin'd not to starve it» 
Because no age could more deserve it. 
Yet malice never was his aim ; 
He lash'd the vice, but spar d the name. 
No individual could resent. 
Where thousands equally were meant : 
His satire points at no defect 
But what all mortals may correct; 
For he abhorr'd the senseless tribe 
Who call it humor when they jibe. 
He spar'd a hump or crooked nose. 
Whose owners set not up for beaos ; 
True genuine dulness mov'd his pi^. 
Unless it offer'd to be witty. 
Those who their ignorance confess'd 
He ne'er offended with a jest ; 
But laugh'd to hear an idiot ouote 
A verse from Horace learn'd by role. 
Vice, if it e'er can be abash'd, 
Nkist be or ridicul'd or lash'd. 
If you resent it, who's to blame ? 
He neither knows you, nor your name. 



Wobton is here confounded with Wollastoii. 
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Should vice expect to *scape rebuke. 
Because its owner is a duke ? 
His friendships, still to few confinM, 
^Vere always of the middling kind ; 
No fools of rank or mongrel breed. 
Who fain would pass for lords indeed : 
Where titles give no right or pow'r. 
And peerage is a wither'd flow'r. 
He would have deeniM it a disgrace 
If such a wretch had known his face. 
On rural squires, that kingdom^s bane. 
He vented oft his wrath in vain. 

■ ■ squires to market brought. 
Who sell their souls and' for nought ; 



The 



go joyful back. 



To rob the church, their tenants rack. 

Go snack with justices. 

And keep the peace to pick up fees ; 

In every job to have a snare, 

A gaol or turnpike to repair 3 

And turn to public roads 

Commodious to their own abodes. 

" He never thought an honor done him 
Because a peer was proud to own him , 
Would rattier slip aside, and choose 
To talk with wits in dirty shoes ; 
And scorn the tools with stars auU garters. 
So often seen caressing Chartres. 
He never courted men in station ; 
No persons held in admiration ; 
Of no man*s greatness was afraid. 
Because he sought for no man s aid. 
Though tru4kl long in great aflairs. 
He gave himself no haughty airs ; 
Without regarding private ends, 
Spent all his credit tor his friends ; 
And only chose the wise an^ good. 
No flatterers, no allies in blood. 
But succourM virtue in distress. 
And seldom faiFd of sood success ; 
As numbers in their heart must own. 
Who, but for him, had been unknown. 
He kept with princes due decorum. 
Yet never stood in awe before *em. 
He follow'd David's lesson just; » 
In prindes never put his trust ; 
And, would you make him truly sour. 
Provoke him with a slave in pow'r. 
The Irish senate if you nam u. 
With what impatience he declaim*d i 
Fair Liberty was all his cry. 
For her he stood prcpar'd to die ; 
For her he boldly stood aloue ; 
For her he oft exposed his own. 
Two kingdoms, just as faction led. 
Had set a price U|X)n his head : 
But not a traitor could be found. 
To sell him for six hundred pound. 

** Had be but sparM his tongue and pen. 
He might have rose like other men : 
But pow'r was never in his thought. 
And wealth he valued not a groat : 
Ingratitude he often found. 
And pitied those who meant th« wound : 
But kept the tenor of his mind. 
To merit well of human-kind j 



Nor made a sacrifice of those 
Who still were true, to please his foes. 
He laborM many a fruitless hour 
To reconcile his friends in pow'r ; 
Saw mischief by a faction brewing. 
While they pursued each other's ruin ! 
But, finding vain was all his care. 
He left the court in mere despair. 

" And, O ! how short are numan sche 
Here ended all our golden dreams. 
What St. John's skill in state-affairs. 
What Ormond's valour, Oxford's cares. 
To save (heir sinking country lent. 
Was all destroy 'd by one event. 
Too soon that precious life was ended. 
On which alone our weal depended : 
When up a dangerous faction stap'ts, 
With wrath and vengeance in meir heart 
By solemn league and cov'nant kx)und. 
To ruin, slaugliter, and confouud ; 
To turn religion to a fable. 
And make the government a Babel ; 
Pervert the laws, disgrace the gown. 
Corrupt the «ienate, rob the crown ; 
To sacrifice Old England's glory. 
And make her infamous in story. 
When such a tem|x?st shook the ]and„ 
How could unguarded Virtue stand? 
With horror, grief, despair, the Dean 
Beheld the dire destructive scene: 
His friends in exile, or the Tower, 
Himself within the frown of power; 
Pursued by base envcnom'd |x?us. 

Far to the land of s »ind fens ; 

A servile race in folly nurst, 

Who truckle most when treated wont. 

" By innocence and resolution. 
He bore continual |)ersecution ; 
While numbers to preferment roae. 
Whose merit was, to be his foes : 
When e'en his own particular friends. 
Intent upon their private ends. 
Like rene^does now he feels 
Against him lifting up their heels. 
The Dean did, by nis pen, defeat 
An infamous, destructive cheat ; 
Taught fools their interest how to know. 
And gave them arms to ward the blow. 
Envy hath own'd it was his doing, 
To save that hapless land from ruin ; 
While they who at the steerage stood. 
And reap a the profit, sought his blood. 
To save them from their evil fate. 
In him was held a crime of state. 
A wicked monster on the bench. 
Whose fury blood could never quench ; 
As vile and proftigate a villain 
As modern Scrogp, or old Tressilian ; 
Who long all justice had discarded. 
Nor fear'u he God, nor man regarded ; 
Vow'd on the Dean his rage to vent. 
And make him of his zeal repent. 
But heaven his innocence def^ends. 
The grateful people stand his friends t 
Not strains of law, nor Judge's frown. 
Nor topics brought to please the crown* 
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ness hir*d, nor jury pick*d, 
\o bring him in convict, 
exile, with a 'steady heart, 
t his life*s declining part; 
blly, pride, and faction, sway, 
from St. John, Pope, and Gray."— 
f , poor Dean ! his only scope 
be held a misanthrope ; 

general odium drew him ;• 

if he lik'd, much good may*t do him. 
was not to lash our crimes, 
ontent against the times ; 
we made him timely offers 
his post, or fill his cofiers, 
he mi^ii^ht have truckled down, 
ler brethren of his gown ; 
Y he would scarce have bled : 
more-— because he*s dead, 
ritings has he left behind ?** 
sar they're of a different kind : 

1 verse, but most in prose.'* 

le high-flown pamphlets, I suppose : 

bled in the worst of times, 

lie his friend Oxford's crimes ; 

^ Queen Anne; nay more, defend her, 

' favouring the Pretender ; 

yet conceal'd from sight, 
tne court to show his spite. 
hb Travels, part the third ; 
5very second word— 
t to a loyal ear ; 
one sermon, you may swear." 
knew an hundred pleasing stories, 

the turns of VVhies and Tories : 
orful to his dying day, 
mIs would let him have his way. 
« works in verse or prose, 
yself no judge of those ; 
1 1 tell what critics thought them, 
I know-^all people bought them, 
a moral view deiign'd 
: and to reform mankind : 
le often roiss'd his aim. 
Id must own it to their shame, 
le is his, and theirs the blame. 
the little wealth he had, 
a house for fools and mad ; 
, by one satiric touch, 
1 wanted it so much, 
^oro he hath left his debtor, 
soon may have a better : 
e you dr^ no farther lashes, 
I you may forgive his ashes." 



9. ne Author. Churchill. 

D the man whom fate ordains, in spite, 

] parents teach, to read and write ! 

!ea of letters ? Wherefore should we 

ell? 

te our names ? A mark will do as well. 

are the precious hours of youth mis- 

ent 

in|; Leamins's rugsed, steep ascent ! 

the top the bold advent' rer's got, 

k yaiii monarch o'er a banen spot : 



Whilst, in the vale of Ignorance below. 
Folly and vice to rank luxuriance grow ; 
Honors and wealth pour in on every side. 
And proud preferment rolls her golden tide. 

O'er crabbed authors life's gay prime to waste^ 
To cramp wild ^nius in the chains of taste ; 
To bear the slavish drudgery of schools. 
And tamely stoop to ev'ry pedant's rules ; 
For seven Ions years debarr'd of lib'ral eascj 
To plod in colle^- trammels to degrees ; 
Beneath the weight of solemn toys to groan. 
Sleep over books, and leave mankind unknown ; 
To praise each senior blockhead's threadbare 

talc. 
And laugh till reason blush, and spirits fail ; 
Manhood with vile submission to disgrace. 
And cap the fool whose merit is his place ; 
Vice-chancellors whose knowledge is bat 

small. 
And chancellors who nothing know at all ; 
111 brook'd the gcn'rous spirit, in those days 
When learning was the certain road to praise. 
When nobles, with a love of science bless'd, 
Approv'd in others what themselves possess'd. 
But now, when Dulness rears alofl her 
throne. 
When lordly vassals her wide empire own j 
When Wit, seduc*d by Envy, starts aside. 
And basely leagues with Ignorance and Pride | 
What now should tempt us, by false hopes 

misled. 
Learning's unfashionable paths li tread i 
To bear those labors whicn our fathers bore. 
That crown withheld which they in triumph 
wore? 
When with much pains this boasted learn* 
ing s got, 
*Tis an affront to those who have it not. 
In some it causes hate, in others fear, 
Instructs our foes to rail, our friends to sneer* 
With prudent haste the worldly-minded fool 
Forgets the little which he learn'd at school $ 
The elder brother, to vast fortunes bom. 
Looks on all science with an eye of scorn j 
Dependent brethren the same features wear^ 
And younger sons are stupid as the heir. 
In senates, at the bar, in church and state^ 
Genius is vile, and learning out of date. 

Is this — O death to think I is this the land 
Where Merit and Reward went hand in hand; 
Where heroes parent-like the Poet view'd. 
By whom they saw their glorious deeds renew *d ; 
Where Poets, true to honor, tun'd their lays. 
And by their Patrons sanctify'd their praise ? 
Is this the bnd where on our Spenser's tongue^ 
Gnamour'd of his voice. Description hung 3 
Where Jonson rigid eravily heguil'd. 
Whilst Reason thro* ner critic fences smil'd ; 
Where Nature list'ning stood while Shakspeare 

play'd. 
And wonder'd at the work herself had made? 
Is this the land, where, mindful of her charge 
And office high, fair Freedom walk'd at large ; 
Where, finding in our laws a sure defence. 
She mock'd ata^l restraints, but those of Sense; 
Where, Health and Honor trooping by her side. 
She spread her sacred empire m aud wide 3 

3k 
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Pointed the way Affliction to beguile, | 

And bade the face of Sorrow wear a smile ; 
Bade those who dare obey the gen'rous call. 
Enjoy her blessings, which God meant for all ? 
Is this the land, where, in some tyrant's reign. 
When a weak, wicked, miniiterial train. 
The took of pow*r, the slaves of interest, plann'd 
Their country's ruin, and with bribes un- 
manned 
Those wretches who, ordain'd in Freedom's 

cause. 
Gave up our libtrties, and sold our laws; [go. 
When ro w'r was taught by Meanness where to 
Nor dar'd to love the virtue of a foe ; 
When J like a lep'rous plague, from the foi^ head 
To the foul heart her sores Corruption spread 3 
Her iron arm when stem Oppression rear'd. 
And Virtue, from her broad oase shaken, fear'd 
The scourge of Vice ; when« impotent and vain. 
Poor Freedom bow'd the neck to Slavery's 

chain :— 
lb this the land, where. In those wont of times. 
The hardy Poet rais'd his honest rhymes 
To dread rebuke, and bade controlment speak 
In guilty blushes on the villain's cheek : 
Hade Pow' r turn pale, kept mighty rogues in awe. 
And made them fear the Muse, who fear'd not 

Law? 
How do I laug^ when men of narrow souls. 
Whom folly euides and prejudice controls ; 
Who one (lull drowsy track of business trod, 
Worship thtir Mammon, and neglect their 

_ God: 
Who, breathins by one musty set of rules. 
Dote from the birth, and are by system fools ; 
Who, form'd to dulness from their very youth. 
Lies of the day prefer to Gospel truth ; 
Pick up their little knowledge from Reviews, 
And lay out aU their stock of faith in news : 
How do I laugh, when creatures form'd like 

these, fplease. 

Whom Reason scorns, and 1 should blush to 
Rail at all lib'ral arts, deem verse a crime. 
And hold not Truth as Truth if told in rhyme ! 
How do I laueh, when Publius, hoary grown 
In zeal for Scouiand's welfare and his own. 
By slow degrees, and course of office, drawn 
In mood and 6gure at the helm to yawn ; 
Too mean (the worst of curses Heav n can send) 
To have a foe, too proud to have a friend. 
Erring by form, which blockheads sacred hold, 
Ne*ti making new faults, and ne'er mending 

old; 
Rebukes my spirit, bids the daring Muse 
Subjects more equal to her weakness choose ; 
Bids her frequent the haunts of humble swains. 
Nor dare to traffic in ambitious strains; 
Bidfe her, indulging the poetic whim 
In quaint- wrought ode, or sonnet pertly trim. 
Along the church-way path complain with 

Gray, 
Or dance with Mason on the first of May 1 
" AU sacred is the name and power of Kings ; 
And States and Statesmen are those mighty 

things. 
Which, huwsoe'er they out of course may roll. 
Were never made fur Poets to control/* 
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Peace, peace, thou dotard 1 nor thus vilelv de 
Of sacred numbers, and their pow'rblaspnca 
I tell thee, wretch, search all creation roun 
In earth, in heav'n, no subiect can be founi 
(Our Grod alone except), above whoie weig 
The Poet cannot rise, and hold hit state. 
The blessed Saints above in numbers speak 
The praise of God, though there all piaiflc 

weak; 
In numbers here below the Bard shall tead 
Virtue to soar beyond the villain's reach 1 
Shall tear his lab'ring lungs, strain hit (km 

throat. 
And raise his voice beyond the trumpet's nc 
Should an afflicted country, aw'd by men 
Of slavish principles, demand his pen. 
This is a great, a glorious point of viewj 
Fit for an JBnglish Poet to pursue. 
Undaunted to pursue, though in return 
His writings by the common hangman bori 
How do 1 laugh when men, by fortune plai 
Above their betters, and by rank dissracd ; 
Who found their pride on titles which tl 

stain. 
And, mean themselves, are of their iathert ts 
Who would a bill of privilep:e prefer. 
And treat a Poet like a creditor ; 
The gen'rous ardor of the Muse condemn. 
And curse the storm they know mutt bicadi 

them ! 
** What, shall a reptile Bard, a wretch 

known. 
Without one badge of merit but hit own, 
GreabNobleslash, and Lords like common 1 
Smart from the vengeance of a scribbler's pc 
What's in the name of Lord, that I toe 

fear 
To bring their vices to the public ear ? 
Flows not the honest blood of humble awai 
Quick as the tide which swells a monar 

veins ? 
Monarchs, who wealth and titlet can bctto 
Cannot make virtues in succession flow* 
Wouldst thou, proud man, be tafely pL 

above 
The censure of the Muse, deserve her love 
Act as thy biKh demands, as nobles ought : 
Look back, and, by thy worthy father taug 
Who earn'd those honors thou wert bom 

wear. 
Follow his steps, and be his virtue's heir. 
But if, regardless of the road to Fame, 
You start aside, and tread the paths of Shai 
If such thy life, that, should tny sire arise. 
The sight of such a son would blast his ey< 
Would make him curse the hour which | 

thee birth ; [ea 

Would drive him, shudd'rine, from the nc 
Once more, with shame ana sorrow, 'mo 

the dead. 
In endless ni^ht to hide his rev'rend head ; 
If such thy life, though king hath made 

more 
Than ever king a scoundrel made before ; 
Nay, to allow thy pride a dfieper spring. 
Though God iu vengeance had made ilK 

king ; 
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Ttking on Virtue's wing her daring flight. 
Hie Mine should drag thee trembling to the 

light. 
Probe thy foul wounds, and lay thy bosom bare 
To the keen question of the searching air. 

Gods! with what pride I see the titled slave, 
Hlio smarts beneath the stroke which Satire 

give, 
AimiDg at ease, and with dishonest art 
Striving to hide the feelings of his heart ! 
How do I laugh, when, with affected air, 
(Scvoeable, through despite, to keep his chair, 
Whibt On his trembling lip pale an^er speaks. 
And the chafd blood flies mounting to his 
cheeks,) [cures 

He oiks of " Conscience, which good men se- 
From all those evil moments guilt endures,** 
And leems to laugh at those who pay regard 
To the wild ravings of a frantic bara ! 
" Satire, whilst envy and ill humor sway 
"Hie mind of man, must always make her way ', 
Nor to a bosom with discretion fraught 
Is all her malice worth a single thought : 
The Wise have not the will, nor Fools the 

' ostop her headstrong course : within the hour, 
Left to herself, she dies ; opposing strife 
Gives her fresh vigor, and prolongs her life. 
All things her prey, and every man her aim, 
I can no patent for exemption claim ; 
Nor would I wish to stop that harmless dart 
^Vhich plays around, but cannot wound, my 

heart: 
^Viugh pointed at myself, be Satire free ; 
Toher'tis pleasure, and 410 pain to me." 

DisMmbling wretch ! hence to the Stoic 

school. 
And there amonest thy brethren play the fool ; 
T^tK unrebuk'd, these wild, vain doctrines 

preach : 
lives there a man, whom Satire cannot reach ? 
liies there a man, who calmly can stand by. 
And see his conscience ripp'd, with steady eye? 
^Iien Satire flies abroad pn Falsehood's wing, 
Short is her life, and impotent her stina; ; 
Bat when to Truth allied, the wound sne gives 
Sinb deep, and to remotest ages lives. 
*^heQ in the tomb thy pam))er d flesh shall rot. 
And e'en by friends tny mem'ry be for^t. 
Still shalt ttiou live, recorded for thy crimes, 
Live in her page, and stink to after-times. 

Hast thou no feeling yet ? Come, throw off 

pride. 
And own those passions which thou shalt not 

hide. 
J* — , who, from the moment of his birth, 
^lade human nature a reproach on earth ; 
^ ho never dar'd, nor wish*d, behind to stay, 
J hen Folly, Vice, and Meanness, led the way ; 
"onld blush, should he be told, by Truth and 

TV. Wit, 

^[^Hkse actions which he blush'd not to commit: 
^^ the most infamous are fond of fame ; 
Aod those who fear not guilt, yet start at shame. 

Bnt whither runs my zeal, whose rapid force, 
f umin^the bfain^bean Reaaon (lom her courbej 



Carries me back to times, when poets, bless'd 
With courage, grac*d the science they profess'd; 
When they, in honor rooted, firmly stood. 
The bad to punish, and reward the good ; 
When, to a flame by Public Virtue wroueht. 
The foes of Freedom they to justice brought. 
And dar*d expose those slaves, who dard sup- 
port 
A tyrant plan, and call'd themselves a Court? 
Ah ! what are Poets now ? As slavish those 
Who deal in verse, as those who deal in prose. 
Is there an author, search the kingdom round. 
In whom true worth and real spirit's found ? 
The slaves of booksellers, or (doom'd by fate 
To baser chains) vile pensioners of State ; 
Some, dead to shame, and of those shackles 

proud 
Which Honor scorns, for slavery roar loud ; 
Others, half-palsied only, mutes become. 
And what makes Smollett write makes Johnson 
dumb. [eye 

Why turns yon villain pale? why bends his 
Inward, abash d, when Murphv passes by? 
Dost thou sage Murphy for a blockhead take. 
Who wages war with Vice for Virtue's sake ? 
No, no— -like other worldlings, you will find 
He shifts his sails, and catches ev'ry wind. 
His soul the shock of int'rcst can't endure; 
Give him a pension then, and sin secure. 

With laurel'd wreaths the flatt*rer*s brows 

adoni, 
Bid Virtue crouch, bid Vice exalt her horn. 
Bid Cowards thrive, put Honesty to flight. 
Murphy shall prove, or try to prove, it right. 
Try, thou Stale-Juggler, ev'ry paltry art. 
Ransack the himost closet of my heart. 
Swear thou'rt my friend ; by that base oath make 

way 
Into my breast, and flatter to betray : 
Or, if those tricks are vain ; ' if wholesome 

doubt 
Detects the fraud, and points the villain out; 
Bribe those who daily at my board are fed. 
And make them take luy life who eat my bread; 
On authors for defence, for praise, depend ; • 
Pay him but well, and Murphy is thy friend. 
JHe, he shall ready stand with venal rhymes. 
To \-amish guilt and consecrate thy cnmes. 
To make corruption in false colors shine. 
And damn his own good name to rescue thine. 

But if thy niggard hands their gifts withhold. 
And Vice no longer rains down show'rs of gold. 
Expect no mercy ; facts, well grounded, teach. 
Murphy, if not rewarded, will impeach. 
What ttio' each man of nice and juster thought. 
Shunning his steps, decrees, by Honor taught. 
He ne'er can be a friend who stoops so low 
To be the base betrayer of a foe ? 
What tho', with thine together link*d,his name 
Must be with thine transmitted down to shame? 
To ev'ry manly feeling calluii^ grown. 
Rather than not blast thine, he'll blast his own. 

To ope the fountain whence Sedition springs. 
To slander Government, and libel Kings ; 
With Freedom's name to serve a present hour. 
Though born and bred to arbitrary pow'r ; 

Z%.2 
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To talk of William with insidious art. 
Whilst a vile Stuart's lurking in his heart; 
Andy whilst mean Envy rears her loathsome 

head, 
FlattVtng the living, to ahuse the dead ; 
W^here is Shebbeare? O, let not foul Reproach, 
Travelling hither in a city-coach, 
Th^ pill'ry dare to name ; the whole intent 
Of that parade was fame, not punishment ; 
And that old staunch Whig Beardmore, stand- 

inff by. 
Can in full court give that report the lie. 

With rude unnat'ral jargon to support, 
Half Scotch, half English, a declining Court; 
To make most glaring contraries unite. 
And prove, b^ond dispute, that black is white ; 
To make 6rm Honor tamely league with Shame, 
Make Vice and Virtue differ but in name ; 
To prove that chains and freedom are but one. 
That to be sav*d must mean to be undone. 
Is there not Guthrie ? Who, like him, can call 
All opposites to proof, and conquer all ? 
He calls forth livine waters from the rock ; 
He calls forth children from the barren stock ; 
He, far beyond the springs of Nature led. 
Makes women bring forth after they are dead ; 
He, on a curious, new, and happy plan. 
In wedlock's sacred bands ioins man to man ; 
And, to complete the whole, most strange but 

true. 
By some rare ma^ic makes them fruitful too ; 
Whilst from their loins, in the due course of 

years. 
Flows the rich blood of Guthrie's English 

Peers. 

Oost thou contrive some blacker deed of 
shame. 
Something which Nature shudders but to name. 
Something which makes thesoul of man retreat. 
And the life-blood run backward to her seat ; 
Dost thou contrive, for some base private end. 
Some selfish view, to ha n^ a trusting friend, 
"To lure him on, e'en to his parting breath. 
And promise life to work him surer death ; 
Grown old in villany, and dead to ^ace. 
Hell in his heart, and Tyburn io his face. 
Behold a Parson at thy elbow stands. 
Louring damnation, and with open hands. 
Ripe to betray his Saviour for reward. 
The atheist Chaplain of an athebt Lond ! 

Bred to the Church, and for the gown de- 
creed 
Ere it was known that I should learn to read ; 
(Tho* that was nothing,for myfriends who knew 
What mi^ty Dulness of itself could do. 
Never design'd me for a workins Priest, 
But hop'd 1 should have been a Dean at least;) 
Condemned (like many more, and worthier men. 
To whom I pledge the service of my pen), 
Condemn'd (whilst proud and pamper'd Sons 

of Lawn, 
Cramm'd to the throat, in lazy plenty yawn) 
In pomp of rev* rend beog'ry to appear. 
To pray and starve on forty pounds a year ; 
My friends, who ne%'er felt the galling load, 
lament that I forsook the packhorsc-road ; 



Whilst' Virtue to my conduct witnesrbeut. 
In throwing off thatgown which Francis wears. 

What creature's that, so very pert and prioi ; 
So very full of foppery and whim ; 
So ffentle, yet so brisk ; so wondrous sweet. 
So nt to prattle at a lady's feet ; 
Who looks as he the Lord's rich vineyard trotf. 
And by his garb appears a man of God ? 
Trust not to looks, nor credit outward show; 
The villain lurks beneath the cassock'd Baau; 
That's an Informer ; what avails the name? 
Suffice it, that the wretch from Sodom came. 

His tongue is deadly^— from his presence ruo. 
Unless thy rage would wish to be undone. 
No ties can hold him, no afiection bind. 
And Fear alone restrains his coward mind. 
Free him from that, no monster is so fell. 
Nor is so sure a blood-hound found in hell. 
His silken smiles, his hypocritic air. 
His meek demeanour, mausible and £iir. 
Are only worn to pave Fraud's easier way. 
And make gull'd Virtue fall a surer prey. 
Attend his church — his plan of doctrina view. 
The Preacher is a Christian, dull but true : 
But when the hallow'd hour of preaching's o'er. 
The plan of doctrine's never thought of more ; 
Christ is laid by, neglected on the shdf. 
And the vile priest is Gospel to himself. 

By Cleland tutor'd, and with Blacow bred, 
(Blacow, whom, bv a brave resentment led, 
Oxford, if Oxford nad not sunk in fame. 
Ere this had damn'd to everlasting shame) 
Their steps he follows, and their crimes pai^ 

takes? 
To Virtue lost, to Vice alone he wakes ; 
Most lusciously declaims 'gainst luscious themes. 
And, whilst he raib at blasphemy, blasphemes. 

Are these tlie arts which Policy supplies ? 
Are these the steps by which grave Churchmen 

rise? 
Forbid it Heav*n ! or, should it turn out so. 
Let me, and mine, continue mean and low : 
Such be their arts whom Interest controk ; 
Kidgell and I have free and honest souls : 
We scorn preferment which is gain'd by sin. 
And will, though poor without, have peace 

within. 

$ 260. jlpoor Woman attending in the FUUi 
of Battle sees her only Son slain, and «r- 
presses her Feelings in the following Lamen- 
tation. 

Nameless sons of want and sorrow. 

Few and evil were your days ; 
To-day the cowslip buds, to-morrow 

Low the si the tne cowslip lays ! 

Men and brethren still I hail ye. 

Though in hostile bandsye oe ; 
Men aud brethren, I bewaii jfc 

With a tear of sympathy I 

Yes, ye all were born of woman, 

Suck*d a tender mother's breast; 
Hark I she cries, O! sword inhuman, 

Sparc my child ! I'm sore distrest. 
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Me! ine !— kill me ! me, ^ho bore him ! 

Spue the babe this bosom fed ! 
Ruffians from mj cottage tore him. 

Where he eam'd my daily bread. 

Warrior, here, with rage unfeeling, 
Here behold my white breast bare ; 

Dre it red, and plunge your steel in. 
But my child, poor stripling, spare. 

My ap*8 solace !— for his fether 

P^nsh*d in the bloody field ; 
A babe he left me, which I *d rather 

Than the gold the Indies yield. 

Fkilge of his love ;— -and I did dearly 

Lwe the fiither, in the child ; 
Savus both, I bq; sincerely; 

On us boUi the earth be piFd. 

THey sink ; but lo ! a wondrous vision, 
Ckxid-clad ghoatt unnumber'd rise ; 

File wan looks, that speak contrition ; 
BkxMi-9tain*d cheeks and hollow eyes. 

yimt in number than the ocean 

Rolls the pebbles on its shore. 
See they come! and lo I a motion 

From a hand all red with gore ! 

*' listen, listen, sons of sorrow. 

Few and evil were your days ; 
Tmli^ the cowslip buds, to-morrow 

Low the sithe the cowslip lays. 

We, like you, O I heed our warning, 
Wtrriors were, all blithe and gay ; 

^ we fell in life's bright morning, 
£fe we knew the joys of day. 

Sons of men, all doom*d to trouble, 

Tiarelling quickly to the grave, 
Sheath the sword, for fame*s a bubble ; 

Live to bless, O live to save ! 

Life to be enjoy*d was given : 

Such the will of him above ; 
Lire and love, make earth a heaven, 

God made men to live and love ! 

Hnjt! the skies with music ringing, 

Silver sounds the concave fill -, 
Angels* voices sweetly singing, 

" Peace on Earth, to men good- will.' ' 

i ^'» JFriiien on Occasion of a Ball, in which 
Ike J^adies agreed to dress in Siiks, for ike 
*^^ of encouraging the Spitalfields Manu- 
. f^inrers, 

"''J^Vi the web of brightest blua^ 
ijl^^Ure as iu native sky; 
'*JJ*reu add of ev*ry hue, 
**% the vest of Charily. 

^£j^ the tissue of the loom, 
Y ^«Oasy gleams the artist's dye ; 

^ ^]he mantle shall assume 

"^Hghter tints from Charity. 
ITotm*^ 1 L ^_ 1.1 _j 




of Charity. 



Babes and mothers lift the head, 
Silk-cIad trains of nymphs to see 3 

Beauty deals them daily bread, 
Deck'd in silks of Cnarity. 

Shiv'rins with the winter's wind. 

Age, disease, and infancy. 
In warm wool their cold limbs bind ; 

Silk 's the dress of Charity. 

Lovely ladies at the ball. 

Lovelier still if that can be, 
Rob'd in silk, in Pleasure's hall. 

Dance the dance of Charity. 

§ 268. Oft the late Queen qfFrance* 

If thy breast soft pi^ knows, 

O ! drop a tear with me ; 
Feel for the unexampled woes 

Of widow'd royalty. 

Fallen, fallen from a throne 1 

Lo ! beauty, grandeur, power ; 
Hark I 'tis a queen's, a mother's moan, 

From yonder dismal tower. 

I hear her say, or seem to say, 

" Ye who listen td my story. 
Learn how transient beauty's day. 

How unstable human gfofy. 

And when ye hear that I was frail, 

O ! think what now I bear : 
Heed not the page of scandal's tale. 

But blot it with a tear." 

§ 263, Verses, hy Dr. Gltnit. 

Teaze me no more, nor think I care 
Though monarchs bow at Kitty's shrine. 

Or powder'd coxcombs woo the fair, 
Smce Kitty is no longer mine. 

Indifferent 'tis alike to me. 

If my favorite dove be stole. 
Whether its dainty feathers be 

Pluck'd by the eagle or the owl. 

If not for me its blushing lips 

The rose-bud opens, what care I 
Who the od'rous liquid sips ; 

The king of bees, or butterfly? 

Like me, the Indians of Peru, 

Rich in mines of golden ore. 
Dejected, see the merchant's crew 

Transport it to a foreign shore. 

Seeks the slave despoil'd, to know. 
Whether his gold in shape of lace 

Shine on the coat of birth-day beau. 
Or wear the stamp of George's face } 

§ £64. Hohenlinden ; the Scene qfa dreadful 
Engagement between the French and Impe* 
riaitsts, in which the former conquered. By 
T. Campbell, Esq. 

On Linden, when the sun was low. 
All bloodless lay the untrodden snow $ 
And dark as winter was the flow 
Of Iser rolling rapidly : 
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But Linden showM another sight. 
When the drum beat at dead of nighty 
Commanding fires of death, to light 
The darkness of the scenery. 

By torch and trumpet fast array*d. 
Each horseman drew his battle-blade. 
And furious every charger neigh*d 
To join the dreadful revelry : 

Then shook the hills by thunder riven ; 
Then flew the steed to battle driven ; 
And rolling like the bolts of heaven. 
Far flash d their red artillery. 

But redder yet their 6res shall glow 
On Linden s heights of crimsond snow ; 
And bloodier still the torrent flow 
Of Iser rolling rapidly. 

The combat deepens I on, ye brave. 
Who rush to glory, or the grave ! 
Wave, Munich, all thy banners wave. 
And charge with all thy chivalry. 

"Tis mom j — but scarce yon level sun 
Can pierce the war-clouds rollin;:^ dun, 
W^here fiery Frank and furious Hun 
Shout in their sulphury canopy. 

Few, few shall part where many meet ; 
The snow shall be their winding-sheet ; 
And every sod beneath their feet 
Shall be a soldier's sepulchre. 
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From ^Ethiopia's lofly monntatns roU'd, 
Where Nile's proud stream through ^ad* 
den'd E^pt pours. 

In raptur d strams thy praise was hymn'd of old. 
And still resounds on Ganges' faithful shores I 



§ 265. A British fVar-Song, 

Quit the plough, the loom, the mine -, 

J(uit the joys the neart entwine ! 
oin our brothers on the brine ; 
Arm, ye brave,^-or slavery ! 

Peace, so lov'd, away is fled ; 
War shall leave his iron bed ; 
To your arms, avengers dread I 
Strike, oh strike at tyranny. 

For our homes, our all, our name ! 
Blast again the tyrant's aim ; 
Britain's wrongs swif^ vengeance claim j 
Rush to arms^-or slavery. 

Lo ! the shades of Britons proud ! 
Hear them in yon flitting cloud ! 
*' Freedom, cKildren, or a shroud," 
Choose with British bravery. 

Heroes of the sea, the shore, 

8uit your laurell'd rest once more ; 
readly rouse the battle's roar. 
Vengeance hurl on tyranny I 



§266. The Lotos of Egypt \ a Poem. By the 
Rev,T, Maurice. 

Emblem sublime of that primordial power. 
That brooded o'er the vast chaotic wave. 

Accept my duteous homage, holy flower. 
As in tny favorite flood my limbs I lave. 



Within thy beauteous coral's full-blown bell 
Long since the immortals fix'd their fond 
abode; 

There day's bright source, Osiris, lov'd to dwell, 
VVhile by his side enamoured Isis glow'd. 

Hence, not unconscious, to his orient beam 
Atda wn's first blush thy radiant petals spread, 

Drink deep the effulgence of the solar stream, 
And, as he mounts, still brighter glories 
shed. 

When at the noon-tide height his fervid rays 
In a bright deluge burst on Cairo's spim. 

With what new lustre then thy beauties blaze. 
Full of the God, and radiant with hb fires 1 

Brilliant thyself, in store of dazzling white 
Thy sister-plants more gaudy robes unfold ; 

This flames in purple — that, intensely bri^t^ 
Amid th' illumin'd waters hums in goUL 

I To brave the tmpic's fiery beam is thine. 
Till in the distant west his splendors fiuie ; 
Then too thy beauty and thy fire decline. 
With morn to rise in lovelier charms array'd. 

Thus from Arabia borne, on golden wings. 
The Phoenix on the sun s bright alur dies} 

But from his flamins bed, refulgent, springs. 
And cleaves, with bolder plume, the sapptiiie 
skies. 

What mystic treasures in thy form conceaFd 
Perpetual transport to the sa^ supply ; 

Where Nature, in her deep designs reveal'd. 
Awes wondering man, and charms th' ezv 
ploring eye I 

In thy prolific cup and fertile seeds. 

Are trac'd her grand regenerative powers ; 
Life springing warm from loath'd putrescence 
breeds. 
And lovelier germs shoot forth and brighter* 
flowers. 

Nor food to the enlighten'd mind alone. 
Substantial nutriment thy root bestow'd j 

In famine's vulture-fangs did Kgypt groan. 
From thy rich bounteous horn abundance 
flow'd. 

Hence the immortal race in Thebes rever'd. 
Thy praise the theme of endless rapture made, 

Thy image on a hundred columns rear'd. 
And veil'd their altars with thine hallow'd 
shade. 

But far beyond the bounds of Afric borne. 
Thy honors flourish'd 'midThibetian snows; 

Thy nowcrs the Lama's gilded shrine adorn, 
AndBoodh and Bramah on thy stalk repose. 

Where'er fair Science dawn'd on Asia's shore. 
Where'er her hallow'd voice Devotion rais'd. 

We see thee graven on the golden ore. 
And on a thousand sparkling gems embUz'd. 
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Child of the son, why droops thy withering 
he«d. 

While high in Leo flames thy radiant sire ? 
With E^ypts glory is thy glorv fled. 

And with her genius quench d thy native fire ? 

For, direr than her de8ert*8 burning wind, 
Gaurs furious legions sweep yon ravaged vale ; 

Death stalks before, grim Famine howls behind, 
And screams of horror load the tainted gale. 

NilescrimsonM waves with blood polluted roli^ 
Her groves, her fanes, devouring fire con- 
sumes; 

fiat mark, slow-rising near the distant pole, 
A sodden splendor all her shores illumes. 

F&l to Gaul, *tis Britain's rising star. 
That in the south the bright ascendant gains. 

Resplendent as her Sirius shines from far, 
And with new fenors fires the Libyan plains. 

A rice as Egypt's ancient warriors brave. 
For her insulted sons indignant glows ; 

Defies tlie tropic storm, the faithless wave. 
And hurls destruction on their haughty foes. 

ExukiiM to his source old Nilus hears 
The oeep'niiig thunders of the British line : 

Again its lovely head the Lotos rears. 
Again the fields in rainbow glories shine. 

^till wider, beauteous plant! thy leaves extend. 
Nor dread the eye of an admiring muse ; 

Id union with the rising song ascend. 
Spread all thy charms, and all thy sweets 
diffuse. 

Of that bold race beneath the Pleiads bom. 
To chant thy praise a northern bard aspires ; 

™ with more ardbr erst at early dawn 
The Theban artists smote their votive lyres. 

'^or.ohi can climes th* excursive genius bound ? 
No— 'mid Siberia bursts the heav*n-taught 
strain, ^ 

'^t either pole the Muse*s sonss resound. 
And snows descend and wnirlwinds rage in 
vain. 

'our thousand summers have thy pride surveyed. 
Thy Pharaohs moulder in their marble tombs ; 
^Wivion*s winss the pyramids shall shade. 

But thy fair family unfading blooms ! 
StiJj 




J, reard; 

**^ thou wert form*d by an immortal hand ! 

^th Nature*s charms alone thy charms shall 
fade ^ 
^.^^ith Being's self thy beauteous tribe decline; 
'* t living, may thy flow'rs my temple shade, 
-A.nd decorate when dead my envied shrine ! 

* ^^^. Alonio the Brave and the Fair Imogene, 

M. G. Lewis, Esq, 

A. • • 

'^ 'Warrior so bold, and a virgin so bright, 

pp^5^onver8'd as they sat on the green : 

i 1 *y g**'d on each other with tender delight, 

•?!l*^ the Brave was the name of the knight, 

-^9 maid was the Fair Imogene. 



*' And ah !" said the youth, ** since to-morrow 

To fight in a far-distant land. 
Your tears for my absence soon ceasing to flow. 
Some other will court you, and you wfll bestow 

Qn a wealthier suitor your hand." 

" Oh, hush these suspicions,** fair Imogene said, 

" So hurtful to love and to me; 
For if you be living, or if you be dead, 
I swear by the Virein that none in your stead 

Shall husband of Imogene be. 

"And if e*er for another my heart should decide. 

Forgetting Alonzo the Brave, 
God grant that to punish my falsehood and pride. 
Thy ghost at my marriage may sit by my side. 
May tax m^ with perjury, claim me as bride. 

And bear me away to the grave." 

To Palestine hastened the warrior so bold. 

His love she lamented him sore ; 
But scarce had a twelvemonth e)aps*d, when 

behold, 
A baron, all cover*d with Jewels and gold. 

Arrived at fair Imogene s door. 

His treasure, his presents, his spacious domain. 

Soon made her untrue to her vows. 
He dazzled her eyes, he bewilder d her brain. 
He caught her affections, so light and so vain. 
And carried her home as his spouse. 

And now had the marriage been blest by th« 
priest. 
The revelry now was begun ; 
The tables they groan*d with the weight of the 

feast. 
Nor vet had the laughter and merriment ceas*d, 
\\ lien the bell of the castle tolFd— one ! 

*Twas then with amazement fair Imogene found 

A stranger was placed by her side ; 
His air was terrific, he utter*d no sound> 
He spoke not, he mov*d not, he fook*d not 
around, 
^ut earnestly gaz*d on the bride. 

His nzor was clos'd, and gigantic his height. 

His armor was sable to view ; 
All laughter and pleasure were hush*d at his 
sight, [affright. 

The dogs as they eyed him drew back with 

And the lights in the chamber burnt blue. 

Hispresence all bosoms appeared to dismay, 
I Tne guests sat in silence and fear ; 
I At length spoke the bride, while she trembled 
— ** I pray. 
Sir knight, that your Helmet aside you would lay. 
And deign to partake of our cheer.'* 

The lady is silent — ^the stranger complies. 

And his vizor he slowly uuclos'd. 
Oh gods I what a sight met fair Imogenc's eyes. 
What words can express her dismay and surprise. 
When a skeleton's head was expos'd 1 

All present then utter d a terrified shout. 

And turn'd with disgust from the scene; 
The worms they crept in, and the worms they 
crept out, .' 

And sported his eyes and his temples about, 
' While the spectre addressed Imogene i 
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*' Behold me, thou false one ! behold me l" he 
cried, 
" Behold thy Alonzo the Brave. 
God grants that, to punish thy falsehood and 

pride. 
My ghost at thy marriage should sit by thy side, 
Should tax thee with perjury, claim theeasbri^^^ 
And bear thee away to the grave.** 

This saying, his arms round the lady he wound. 
While fair Imosene shriek'd with dismay; 

Then sunk with nis prey through the wide- 
yawn^ng ground. 

Nor ever again was fair Imogene founds 
Or the spectre that bore her away. 

Not long liv*d the baron, and none since that 
To inhabit the castle presume : * • [time 
For chronicles tell, that by order sublime. 
There Imogene suffers the pains of her crime. 
And mourns her deploraole doom. 

At midnight four times in each year does her 
sprite. 

When mortals in slumber are bound, 
Arrayd in her bridal apparel of white. 
Appear in the hall with the skeleton knight. 

And shriek as he whirls her around. 

While they drink out of skulls newly torn from 
the grave. 
Dancing round them pale spectres are seen : 
Their liquor is blood, and this horrible s^ve 
They howl : '* Tq the health of Alopto the 
Brave, 
And bis consort, tlje false Imogene.** 

$ 26b , Sonnet. Bowles. 

Whose was that gentle voice, that whisper- 
ing sweet, 
Promis'd, methought, longdavs of bliss sincere? 

Soothing it stole on niy deluded ear. 
Most like soft music that nii^htsometimes cheat 
Thoughts dark and droopmg. *Twa8 the voice 
oT Hope. 
Of love and social scenes it seem*d to speak. 
Of truth, of friendship, of affection meek ; 
That hand in hand along life's downward 
slope 
Might walk with peace, and cheer the tranquil 
hours: 
Ah me ! the prospect sadden*d as she sung ; 
Loud on my startled ear the death-bell rung : 
Chill darkness wrapt the pleasurable bowers 
She built — whilst pointing to yon breathless 
cb^, [away !'* 

She cried, " No peace be thine : away, 

^ 269. Sonnet. Bowles. 

As o*er these hills I take my silent rounds. 
Still on that vision which is flown I dwell I 

On images I lov'd, (alas, how well !) 
Now past, and but reniember'd like sweet sound 

Of yesterday ! yet in my breast I keep 
Such recollections, painful though they seem ; 
And hours of joy retrace, till from my dream 

I wake, and find them not : then I could weep 



To think that time so soon each sweet devoun. 
To think so soon Ufe*s first endearmenu fail. 
And we are duped by Hope's amusive tale; 

Who like a flatterer, when the happiest hooit 
Are past, and most we wish her cheering by. 
Will fly as faithless and as fleet as they ! . 



§ 270. Sonnet. At a Convent* Bowles. 

If chance some pensive stranger hither led. 
His bosom glowing from majestic views. 
The gorgeous dome, or the proud landscape* 
hues. 
Should ask who sleeps beiieath this lonely bed, 
Tis poor Matilda ! To the cloister*d tcene^ 
A mourner beauteous and unknown, she came. 
To shed her tears unmark*d, and quench the* 

flame 
Of ruthless love : yet still her look serene 
As the pale moonlight in the midnight aisle. 
Her voice was soft, which yet a charm could 

lend 
Like that which spoke of a departed friend. 
And a meek sadness sat upon her smile !— - 
Be the rude spot by passing pity blest. 
Where, hush d to long repose, the wretched 
rest. 



§271. Sonnet. Bowle«. 

TIME, thou know'st a lenient hand to lay 
Softest on sorrow's wounds, and slowly thence 

(Lulling to sad repose the weary sense) 
The faint pang stealest uniierceiv'd away; 

On thee I rest my only nope at last. 
And think, when thou hast dried the bitter tear 
That flows in vain o'er all my soul held dear, 

1 may look back on ev'ry sorrow past, 
Ajid meet life's peaceful evening with a smile— 

As some lone bird at day's departing hour 
Sings in the sunbeam of the transient show*r. 
Forgetful though its wings are wet the while; 
Yet ah ! how much must that poor heart 

endure. 
Which hopes from thee, and^thee alone, 

a cure! 



§272. The Tunhridgp School Boy. Spoken hy 
JIfr. Thomas Knox at the annual VuU^ton 
of Tunbridge School. 

Sweet is thy month, OMaia! nor less sweet 
Life'searliestprime, when roseate blossomsblow 
In Fancy's faiiy meads, the Elysian fields 
Of infantine illusion, on the breast 
Of boys, who court, like us, the classic Mute, 
And daily sip the dews of Castalie. 

Happy the school-boy ! did he prize his bliss, 
'Twere ill exchang'd for all the dazzling gems 
That gaily sparkle in ambition s eye ; 
His are the joys of nature, hb the smile. 
The cherub smile, of innocence and health. 
Sorrow unknown, or if a tear be shed. 
He wipes it soon ; for hark ! the cheerful voice 

I' Of comrades calls him to the top, or ball. 
Away he hies^ and clamors as he goes 
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With ^ee, which causes him to tread on air ; 
BouodiDg along elastic to the Beld, 
Orplay-ground, scarce the well-stuiTd leathern 

orb 
Springs from the earth so light, so swift as he : 
And well lie earns the sport he well enjoys. 
For from the morning's dawn o'er learning's 
His steady eye has por'd till eventide. [\^S^ 
Early he woke ; and scarce had chanticleer 
AoDOUDc'd Aurora's orient blushing beams. 
When from the turret of the classic dome 
The bell im|X)rtuaate ran^ shrill and loud. 
And call'd him from his pillow; up he sprang. 
Shaking soft slumbers from his shming eyes. 
And eager to jenew his daily task. 
Fint kwly od his knees with orisons 
ilii Father high in heaven he supplicates 
To bicfs his earthly sire, her that bore him, 
Frieodf, tutors, a//thatwatch with anxious care 
To guide his footsteps in the paths of peace : 
Then to the limpid spring he hies, and laves 
In the cold element his morning face. 
Hisflowing locks well kempt, allneat and fresh 
AsTemal violets wash'd with drops of dew. 
He takes his seat upon the classic bench, . 
With Lily*s volume duly op'd before him. 
And CODS the task to memory assigii'd. 
Repeating rules of grammar o'er and o'er 
^^uh patience unsubdued ; but now and then 
He sweetens toil with gingerbread's nice cattt, 
(dapples par'd unseen beneath the form, 
^^conversation softly intcrchang* d 
O^ncsts, and slides, and marbles, weighty cares. 
Vet not QDpleasing. Soon the bu.-^y school 
^lows with a general hum, as wlicn in May 
JJe bees go forth to rifle honey'd ilowtrs, 
^^buz and murmur, yet no laLor blight, 
B(i(oring home luscious loads to enrich the hive. 
Ilie morning part well said, new cures suc- 

r(*r now the authors of a golden ago, 

^ m\ and Horace, Tully's copious page, 

Aw Homer's manly melody, invite 

T he ear attun'd by nature and by art. 

To f«-el in the luxury of verse. 

Or proie well measur d, fraught with sense and 

sound 
Harmonious ; polish*d is his car, and keen 
h'h ioiellect, he hears, he tastes, he feels. 
Till his whole soul elate with ecstasy, 
Ciitfchioe the flame of genius, boldly dares 
ToemuUte the beauty tie admires: 
Hence in the e\*eniog exercise the theme 
Pregnant with moral truth, express'd in style 
Punely Augustan ; one day sure to grace 
The bar, the pulpit, or the author s pa^. 
Himself to aggrandize, and serve mankmd. 
Xor seldom does the stripling snatch the lyre. 
And strike the deep-ton'a shell. Alcseus now 
He emulates ; whose sinewy nervous lines 
Pour forth, like Handel's strains, full harmony; 
And now he sings with Sappho softly sweet; 
The lic^uid measures flow like honey d drops 
Thai trickle from tlie d»dal cells ofliees, 
Adonis closing the mellifluent lay 
With gentlett cadence. Listen vet once more ! 
Tia degy I hear ^ the mournful verse 



Is simple ; yet 'tis nature's voice, and comet 
Directly from the heart ;-<-and to the heart 
It deeply pierces ; I could weep, and smile 
To thinK 1 wept — how plaintive arc the notes! 
Like such as oft I hear the niglitingale 
Modestly warble from the thickest shade. 
Concealment seeking, yet betray'd by tones 
Softer and sweeter than Italia's sons 
Strain from their throats to raptur*d theatres. 
But not to ode and elegy alone 
His ardor leads ; his emulative skill 
In epigram he tries ; and many a point 
Inserts which Martial might not blush to own. 
With classical expression neat and terse. 
Oft on the banks of Medway, near the dome 
Of Sydney's noble race, he sits reclin'd. 
And meditates the verse where Waller sat 
And sung his Sacharissa ; by his side 
Horace and Ovid. While the trembling reed 
With fly appendant lures the golden chub. 
His pencil in his hand, he studious notes 
Some bricht idea, or some polish'd phrase 
SuggestccTby the Muse that haunts the groves 
Of Penshurst, classic ground : if Britam's isle 
Can boast such ground, then Penshurst's is the 
claim, [scream 

Though solitude now reigns, and the heron's 
Drowns with the din each song of Philomel. 
The task well finish'd, to the master's eye 
The stripling bard submits with anxious heart, 
Happy, thrice happv could it meet with praise. 
His bosom throbs, lUl soon the judge's brows. 
That frown'd terrific, gentler looks assume : 
He calls the urchin with :i friendly voice. 
And stroking his curl'd locks, «* 'Tis gobd," 

he cries, 
** And to reward thy well-done task I grant 
A holiday" Straight all the air resounds 
*• A holiday !** loud shouts from infant lips 
Proclaim a holiday ! they eager rush 
To snatch the licens'd joy ; each moment lost 
Seems like an hour, Then take, O takeyour fill. 
Ye innocent tribes, nor let seventy 
TcK) rigorous rob you of the fleeting day : 
'Tis brief at best, and hardly shall ye kn 
In life's most boasted years a purer bliss 
Or more exalted. Fly then o'er the lawn, 
Climbyonder liiil^xpatiate through thegrove. 
Or from the green bank plunge into the wave. 
Why need I urge? alioady they are gone ; 
Some in the limpid stream already merg'd. 
Their pastime take, and cleave the ambient 
Or buoyant on the surface float supine, [wave. 
Sporting like halcyons on the smooth expanse. 
Thus nerv'd with added strength they urire the 

ball ^ ^ * 

At cricket, manly game ! the Iwast of Kent, 
Tunbrigia's sons against all Eng'and's race ; 

Norlast,thoiighIcast,tlies|)righilyboysofJudd», 
Scorning to be sur|)ass'd in school, or field. 
Others, as seasons urge, with wary eye 
Search every thicket for the mossy nest; 
And, thougntlcssof ihewrong, the ckss despoil. 
Blue as the ethereal concave, streak a or vein'd 
By nature's pencil with a thousand dyes. 

* Sir Arthur Judd, the founder. 
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Oh ! my companions ! rob not the poor bird^ 
For many a pang she feels ; but be content 
With viewing tne fair prize, and leave it there. 
Sweetly the song from yonder hawthorn bush 
Shall pay your generous pity as you pass $ 
And conscious virtue shall a bliss bestow. 
Which rapine, though successful, never tastes. 
Though Indians gems enrich the plunderer. 
Trust not in wrong and robbery for happi- 
ness; 
Nor, when autumnal suns the pensile fruit 
Mature and on the southern garden-wall 
Blushes the nectar*d peach like Hebe*s cheek. 
Overleap the fence. Oh, turn thy roving eye 
From orchards rich with vegetable gold. 
The pippin and the pear ; and learn, like me, 
Theripcn*d cherry, snining, sleek, and plump. 
To view with all the stoic's apathy. 
I hate the purple cluster of the grape 
When* out of reach, it peeps between the leaves 
Half shown and half concealed, to tempt the 

more. 
Insidious beauty ! Comrade, touch it not : 
If e>r in evil hour thou pluck the fruit 
Unlawful, thou shalt rue it, short-liv*d sweet 
Folio w*d by bitterness. The owner sees 
Unseen, and tells the master of thy theft. 
Then lo, the birchen &sces — ^hateful twigs ; 
Down ^ the ealligaskins ; sighs and sobs 
Too plamly tell what penalties and woes 
Brings disobedience, and the tempting fruit 
Of that forbidden tree. Then learn content : 
A little weekly stipend is thine own. 
And freely use it, as it was given for use. 
Does thy mouth water f See the matron's stall. 
Plums, nuts, and apples, ranged in shining 

rows, 
Invite, nor rigid Prudence bids forbear ; 
There purchase, paying ready cash, and eat. 
Welcome as nuts to thee thy mite to her. 
Enjoy thy feast, poor imp, and freely taste. 
No fears or qualms empois*ning the regale ; 
Then, with light heart, and pockets lighter still, 
E'ls'd of thy money — root of every harm ! 
Away again to drive the circling hoop. 
Or spin the top, or knuckle down at taw. 

But now the shades of eve and turret bell 
Proclaim the holiday too soon expir*d — 
'* III boys! all in, bnysV Instantto the school 
Repairing, low they bend to that high Pow'r 
That guards them from the sultry noon-tide 

heat, 
The |)estilcnce that walketh in the night. 
And out of mouths of sucklings and of babes 
Ordained praise. The choral hymn and pray*r 
Ascends liKe incense to the throne of heaven. 

And now all weary, and withe\'es half-clos*d, 
Down on the couch they sink, nor sooner 

down. 
Than sleep seals up their lids : how hush'd the 

din. 
The merry noise that echoed o'er the field 
The live long day ! 'Tis silent all and still 
Along the chambers of the dormitory. 
Save where a gentle breathing soothes the ear, 
Ofnow and then a voice that talks in sleep : 
For inany a vision, or fantastic dream. 



Hovers around their pillows ; rivers, groves 
Bird's-nests on tops of tallest trees are seenj 
With callow young, or eggs of varied hue 
Goldfinches, larks, or linnets, lim'd with tw 
Or snar'd in traps, or gudgeons on the hool 
The orchard's charms witn added lores app 
Already up the tree they seize the prize ; 
There plums and pippins, pears of freshest 1 
Clusters of grapes, no longer out of reach. 
Distil nectarcoos juices on their lips. 
Which seem to smack again : so strong 

true 
Imagination's pencil paints the scene. 
Thus cheer'd by slumbers and a holiday. 
With double diligence they ply Uie tasK 
Upon the morrow : then vacation 's good. 
When to ingenuous minds allow'd it gi>*a 
A spur to industry, and to genius fire. 

Rest and alternate labour, these combin 
With discipline, shall form the emulous yo 
To high accomplishments in libera] arts ; 
And when his friends and coun try call him f 
To generous services in busy life. 
With energetic force he acts his part. 
And strict propriety, in'ever^ place. 
However arduous, in the sociaJ sphere. 
Happy and honor'd, prominent he stands 
Among the sons of men ; and lustre fline 
Back on the place where education stored 
Hi^mind with arts that taught him to ex( 

Pardon my daring, if amid this group 
Of school- boys, who, beneath your fosu 

smiles. 
The muses, graces, virtues, cultivate, 
I venture to foretell that, spurning ease. 
Some shall emerge, and add to the renow 
Of Tunbridge school ; an ancient hoary s* 
Of classic institution, favour'd long 
By patronage of men whose liberal souls* 
Amid the cares of ^in, commercial toils. 
Chief cause of Britain's proud pre-eminen 
Still find an hour to listen to the muse. 
And honor arts which seek no sordid pelf] 
But add a grace to life, and build up man 

O 'tis a noble edifice ', and here 
The solid basis must be firmly laid 
In elemental lore. The pious Judd 
Some centuries past here plac'd the comer-st 
His sons, disdaining to degenerate, 
Sup|>ort and deck the pile. *Tis nobly dc 
And merits praise, which, though out h< 
can fed, [i 

Our tongues want wonls to speak in langi 

A school-boy! — you've heard my artless t 
*Tis a irue picture of my simple life ; 
Then how should I in language adequate 
Describe your merits ? 'Tis a copious the 
And asks a genius, as your bounty large. 
But this I know, instructed in the arts 
Of elegance and taste beneath this roof. 
And chcrish'd by your smiles, the day 

come 
When I may strike the lyre wiih manly gi 
And justify the favour which e'en now 
Indulgence, bhndingjudgenient, hasbesto 

Tunbridge, May g, IBOi. 1 
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EPIGRAMS, EPITAPHS, and other LITTLE PIECES. 



(h f furf rick Gentleman drinking tke Waters 
ffTuiUfridke Wells ^ who kad reused to eon- 
tnbiUe to the Relirfqfa distressed Family, 

For deepest woet old Harpax scorns to feel; 
Thwk je his bowele stand in need of steel f 



TUArtof making mt^s own Sermons, illus' 
tfotmi hy Example. 

Jack stole hi? discourse from the fam'd 
Doctor Brown, 
But resding it wretchedly made it his own. ^ 

Know Thyself, 

FiTx to the Peerage knows he *s a disgrace , 
So monDts the ooach-box as his proper place. 



Wbilk pick to comhs. hostility proclaidb, 
AadfiiboariDg taper sets his hair in flames: 
TbtMixe extinct, permit us to inquire, 
''Were there no Iwes lost, Richard, in the 
fire? 



IgHotum omne pro magnifico. 

Atbksk to pamper*d and high-mettled steeds. 
His own upon cbopp'd straw Avaro feeds : 
^ in his stable, m his paddock born, 
^ lut vttt ideii they must have of corn ! 



H 



To a Lady, with a Print of Venus attired ky 

the Graces. 

That far superior is thy state 

Even envy must agree ; 
On thee a thousand Graces wait. 

On Venus only three. 

To a Gentleman wko was ohUged to retreat for 
fear of a disagreeable Retaliation. 

That Cotta is so pale, so spare. 
No cause for wonder now affords; 

He lives, alas ! on empt]^ fare. 
Who lives by eating his own words. 

On the Dutchess qf Devonshire. 

Array*d in matchless beauty, Devon's fair 
In Fox*s favor takes a zealous part : 

But, oh ! where'er the pilferer comes — beware! 
She supplicates a vote, and steals a heart. 

On the Phrase, " Killing Timer Translated 

from Voltaire. 

** There's scarce a point wherein mankind 
agree. 
So well as in their boast of killing me. 
I boast of nothing : but, when I ve a mind, 
I think I can be even with mankind." 



A Qssitf Conscience \ submitted to a late Dig- 
*^fy of the Church, on his Narcotic Expo^ 
^tum^ the following Text: *' Watch and 
P^, lest ye enter into Temptation.'' 

Br OQt pnstor perplext, 

H 11^ *^^'^ ^^ aetermine ? 
** Wiich and pray," says the Text, 
" Go to sleep,' says the Sermon. 



On a Lady who squinted. 

''sncient poets Argus prize 
»» bo boasted of a hundred eves, 
1^ neater praise to her is doe 
'•no looks a hundred ways with two ! 



Ai Will along the floor had laid 
Huhzy limbe in solemn show, 
" Yoo^re ill," quoth Sal, " I'm sore afraid. 
" Indeed," nyt WiU, «« I'm rather low.** 



" Brother bucks, your glasses drain : 
Tom, 'tis strong and sparkling red.*'— 

** Never fear — ^*twon't reach my brain."— 
" No— that's true— but 'twill your head.** 

The eay Flirtilla show'd her mimic bust. 
And ask d blunt Senso if 'twere fash ion'd just. 
" Ma'am," he replied, ** in this 'tis much like 

you; 
The face is painted, and that badly too." 



An Expostulation, 

When late I attempted your pity to mm*e. 
Why seem'd you so deaf to my prayers ? 

Perhaps it was right to dissemble your love- 
But— -why did you kick me down stairs ? 

Epitaph. 

Here is my much-lov'd Celia laid. 
At rest from all her earthly labors I 

Glory to God, peace to the dead. 
And to the cars of all her neighbours. 
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** My wife's so very bad," cried Will, 
** I fear she ne*er will hold it — 
She keeps her bed I" — ** Miners worse," quoth 

Phil. 
** The jade has just now sold iu** 



ELEGANT EXTRACTS, Booj 

On Mr, ChurchUVs Death. 

Says Tom to Richard, " Churchiirs dea 

Says Richard, " Tom, you lie : 
Old Rancour the report has spread, 



The Clown's Reply, Goldsmith. 

John Trott was desired by two witty peers 
To tell them the reason why asses had ears : 
*' An't please, you," quoth John, •' Tm not 

given to ietteiB, fbetters : 

Nor dare I pretend to know more than my 
Howe'er, from this time, I shall ne'er see your 

graces, (passes.** 

As I hope to be say*d ! without thinkmg on 

An Elegy on the Olory qfher Sex» By the Same, 

Good people all, with one accord 

Lament for Madam Blaize, 
Who never wanted a good word— < 

From those who spoke her praise. 

The needy seldom pass'd her door. 

And always founid her kind ; 
She freely lent to all the poor— > 

Who left a pledge behind, ' 

She strove the neighbourhood to please. 
With manners wondrous winning; 

And never follow*d wicked ways— 
Unless when she was sinning. 

.At church with silks and satins new. 

With hoop of monstrous size ; 
She never slumber d in her pew— 

But when she shut her eyes. 

Her love vras sought, I do aver. 

By twenty beaux and more ; 
The king himself has follow'd hei^« 

When she has walk'd before. 

But now, her wealth and 6nery fled. 

Her hangers-on cut short all, 
Tlie doctors found, when she was dead. 

Her last disorder — ^mortal. 

Let us lament in sorrow sore ; 

For Kent-street well may say. 
That had she liv'd a twelvemonth more. 

She hud not died to-day. 

On a Miser. 

Iron was his chest. 
Iron was his door. 
His hand was iron. 
And his heart was more* 



But Genius cannot die.' 



Jack brags he never dines at home. 
With reason too, no doubt — 

In truth. Jack never dines at all. 
Unless invited but. 

To Chloe. By Pbtbr Pindar. 

Dear Chloe, well I know the swain. 
Who gladly would embrace thy chain. 

Ana who, alas ! can blame lilm ? 
Affect not, Chloe, a surprise : 
Look but a moment on these eyes, 

Thou'lt ask me not to name nim. 



Garrick and his brother Actor. By the it 

A SHABBY fellow chanc*d one day to n 
The British Roscius in the street 
(Garrick, of whom our mtion justly brag 
The fellow huzg*d him with a kind erobra 
'* Good Sir, I do not recollect your face,*' [ 
Quoth Garrick.—** No !" reply'd the m 
" Tlie boards of Drury you and I have tr 
FuH^many a timei tpgetner, I am sure.'* 
** When?^* with aq oath, cried Garrick—' 

by G— , 
I never saw that face af yours before ! 
What characters, I pray. 
Did you and I together play ?'* 
** Lord !** ouoth the fellow, ** think not t 

mocK— 
When you play*d Hamlet, Sir,— I play* 



1 I 
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On Dr. Kings {the celebrated Oraior and Ja- 
cobite, t^ Oxford) Ridicule qf the Quack 
Doctor Oculist Taylor, who called himself 
the Chevalier Taylwr. 

What could provoke old Kingto sneer 
Our most renown*d Eye^menderf-^ 

King praises but one Chevalier, 
Aaq owns but one Pretender. 



'J 



On the Death qf a promising Youth ofEigh 

Though death the virtu6us yoiing dest 
They go to rest, and heaveotr joy : 
Life is not to be judged by.^j^s. 
Virtue endures when time decays ; 
And many old we falsely call. 
Who truly never liv*d at all ; 
For what is time, if not employed 
In worthy deeds, but all a void ? 
Then think not, though abridged by fate. 
Too short this youth's allotted date ; 
With dignity he filPd his span. 
In conduct and in worth a man. 
So spent, a life to heaven appears 
As full as Nestor s length of years. 



On a whole Family cut ojj by the Small'^ 
By Master Peter Rainier. 

At once depriv*d of life, lies here 
A family to virtue dear. 
Though far remov'd from regal state. 
Their virtues made them truly great. 
Lest one should feel the other's ^1, 
Death has, in kindness, seiz'd them ail. 
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A DOCTOR there is of 'so humble a grace. 
That the case he darst never express : 
Bm little he says, and if that vou will trace. 
His knowledge you'll find to be less. 

Then sure you will say he*s deficient in brain ; 
Or his head to a still you'll com|>are. 
That does little or nothing but simples contain. 
And yields them by drops that are rare. 

ADistkh written hy Mr, Cowper, at the Request 
•fa Gentleman who importuned him to write 
iometking in his Pocket Album. 

1 WBRB indeed indifferent to feme, 
Cnidging two lines t' immortalize my name. 

An old Gtntleman qfthe name of Page, finding 
s Ltt^'f Glove, sent it to the Choner, with 
tidi Distich, and received the following An- 
swer, 

Ip that from Glove you take the letter G, 
Then Glove is lore, and that I send to thee. 

AVSWBR. 

Ipthat from P^ you take the letter P, 
Then h^ is age, uid Uiat won't do for me. 

Os Ids Excellency the late Lord Calloway and 

his Cook, 

Sats my Lord to his cook, '* You son of a 
punk, 
now wan it I see you, thus, ev'ry day drunk? 
llijiieiiiis, thev sav, once a montn do allow 
A nan, for his neaith, to get drunk as a sow." 
"That bright,* quoth the cook, " but the day 

they don't say ; 
"So for fear I should miss it, I'm drunk ev'ry 

To an "unfortunate Beauty, 

|Sat, lorely maid, with downcast eye, 
'And cheek with silent sorrow pale, 
Whatgires thy heart the lengthen'd sigh, 
That heaving tells a mournful tale ? 

T^ tears, which thus each other chase, 
8c^)cak a breast o'erwhclm'd with woe ; 

T'jy sigjis, a storm which wrecks thy peace, 
*niich souls like thine should never know. 

^**' tell me, doth some favour'd jouth, 
. Too often blest, thy beauties slight ; 
^^leave those thrones of love and truth. 
That lip, and bosom of delight } 

"hat though to other nymphs he flics, 
|v ^^ feigns the fond, impassion'd tear, 
lathes all the eloquence of sighs 
^^i treach'rous won thy artless car? 

i*>ot those nymphs thy anguish move, 
tJ:^^ whom his heart may seem to pine 1 
^ 'JJJ Heart shall ne'er be bW by love, 

" hose guilt can force a pang from thine. 



Conscience. 



The Chartreux wants the warning of a bell 
To call him to the duties of his cell ; 
There needs no noise at all t' awaken sin, 
Th' adulterer and thief his 'larum has within. 

Lines sent to Mr. Cosway, while Lady C. Paw* 
let was sitting to him. 

CoswAT, my Catherine sits to you : 
And, that the col' ring may be true. 
This nose^y on your pallet place. 
Replete witn all the tints that grace 
The various beauties of her face. 
Her skin the snow-drop's whiteness shows. 
Her blushing cheek the op'ning rose : 
Her eyes the modest violet speak. 
Whose silken fringes kiss her cheek. 
The spicy pink, in morning dew. 
Presents ner fragrant lips to view. 
The glossy curls that crown her head. 
Paint from the gilt*cup of the mead. 
Long may her image nil my eye. 
When these fair emblems fade and die ; 
Placed on my faithful breast, and prove 
'Tis Cosway paints the Queen of Love. 

On seeing a Dog asleep near his Master. 

Thrice happy dog ! thou feeTst no woe. 

No anguisn to molest 
Thy peaceful hours that sweetly flow. 

Alternate sport and rest. 

Man's call'd thy lord— afiliction's heir ! 

And sorrow's only son ! 
Whilst he's a slave to ev'ry care. 

And thou art slave to none. 

Blest, near thy master thus to lie. 

And blest with him to rove ! 
Unstain'd by guilt thy moments fly 

On wings ot grateful love. 

Oh I that my heart, like thine, could taste 

The sweets of guiltless lifel 
Beyond the reach of passion placed. 

Its anguish and its strife* 

On a Waiter, once at Arthurs, and a Fellow^ 
servant of his there, loth since Members of 
Parliament, and the last a Nabob. 

When Bob M-ck*th, with upper servant's 

pride, 
'* Here, sirrah, clean my shoes," to Rumb-^ 
cry'd. 
He humbly answer'd, " Yea, Bob:" 
But since retum'd from India's plunder'd land. 
The purse-proud Rumb-— d now, on such com- 
mand. 
Would stoutly answer, " Nay, Bob." 



To rob the nadon two contractors come. 
One cheats in com, the other cheats in rum: 
The greater rogue 'tis hard to ascertain ; 
The rogue in spirits, or the rogue in grain. 
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As Sherlock at Temple was taking a boat. 
The watennan ask*d hun which way he would 

float. 
Which way } says the Doctor : why, fool, with 

the stream.— 
To PauFs or to Lambeth, *twas all one to him. 

On a Prelate's going oui of Church in Time of 
Divine Service, to wait on the Lord Lieute^ 
nant qf Ireland, 

Lord Pam in the Church (coukhyou think 
it?) Icneerd down: 
When, told that the duke was just come to 

town. 
His station despising, unaw*d by the place. 
He flies from his God to attend on his Grace. 
To the court it was fitter to pay his devotion. 
Since God had no share in nb lordship's pro- 
motion. 



The fVorld. 

The world's a book, writ by th* et 
Of the great Author ; printed in mai 
'Tis falsely printed, though divinely ] 
And all th* errata will appear at th e 

On the Battle of the Books. 

Swift for the ancients lias argu*d i 
'Tis apparent from thence that the 

excel. 



A buu'rous fellow in a tavern late. 
Being drunk and valiant, gets a broken pate : 
Hie surgeon, with his instruments and skill. 
Searches his skull deeper and deeper still. 



To feel his brains, and try if they were soynd ; q^^ husband causM thy flight by dyii 
And, as he keeps ado about the wound, ^ ^hy death the other caus'd by flyine. 



The fellow cries — Good surgeon, spare your 

riins : 
began this brawl I had no brains. 



Bt fav*ring wit Msecentt purchased fame, 
Viigirs own works immonaliz'd his name : 
A £uble share of fame is Dorset's due. 
At once the patron and the poet too. 



A Welshman and an Englishman d 

Which of their lands maintained th 

state; 

The Englishman the Welshman qi 

The Welshman yet would not hi 

abate. 

Ten cooks, quoth he, in Wales, one 

sees. 
Ah, quoth the other, each man toasts h 

From the Latin. 

Unhappy, Dido, was thy fate. 
In first and second wedded state 1 



>y flying. 



Pol LID must needs to penitence excite; 
For see, his scarves are rich, and gloves are 

white. 
Behold his notes display'd, his body rais*d : 
With what a zeal he labours to be prais'd ! 
No stubborn sinner able to withstand 
The force and reasoning of his wig and band : 
Much better pleas'd, so pious his intent. 
With five that laugh than fifty who repent. 
On moral duties when his tonjgue refines, 
Tully and Plato are his best divines : 
What Matthew says, or Mark, the proof but 

small ; 
What Locke or Clarke asserts, gqod scripture 

all. 
ToucVd with each weakness which he does 

arraign. 
With vanity he talks against the vain ^ 
With ostentation does to meekness guide. 
Proud of his periods IcvcIlM against pride ; 
Ambitiously the love of glory slights. 
And damns the love of fame-^fbr which he 

writes. 



On the Funeral qf Vulture Hopk 

What num'rous lights this wrelcl 
attend, 
Who, in his life-time, savM a candle*) 

The Humourist. Imitated from M 

In all thy humors, whether grave oi 
Thourt sudh a touchy, testy, pleasant 
Hast so much wit, ana mirth, and spiei 

thee. 
There is no living with thee, nor with 



The Latin word for cold, ont ask*d his friend; 
It is^ f|dd he— 'tis at my finger a end« 



A HAUOHTT courtier meeting in th 
A scholar, him thus insolently greets: 
Base men to take the wall I ne'er pen 
The scholar said, I do ; and gave nim 



Thus with kind words Sir Edward 

his friend : 
Dear Dick ! thou on my friendship o 

pend : 
1 know thy fortune is but very scant ; 
But be assurd, I'll ne'er see Dick in i 
Dick's soon confin'd — ^his friend, nc 

would free him : 
His word he kept— in want he ne'e 

see him. 



When men of infamy to grandeur i 
They light a torch to show their iti 
more. 
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Or the Offering made hy King James L at a 
grave Comedy, called the marriage qfArts. 

kt Christ-Church Marriage, play*d before 
the king, 
Lett these leam*d mates should want an oflfer- 

iug, 
Theking himself did offer— what, I pray? 
He offer d, twice or thrice, to go away. 

' A Country Parson* s Ansioer to a young Lady 
who sent her Compliments on the Ten of 
Hearis. 

Your compliments, dear lady, pray forbear ; 
OU English services are more sincere : 
Yea send ten hearts, the tithe is only mine ; 
Give me but one, and bum the other nine. 

By I>r. DoKNE. 

I AM unable, yonder beggar cries. 
To iltiid or go. If he says true, he lies. 



Moore always smiles whenever he recites ; 
Heiroiks, you tnink, approving what he writes. 
Aod yet in this no vanity is shown ; 
A modest man may like what's not his own. 

To a Writer of long Epitaphs, 

Friehd, in your Epitaphs I *m griev'*d 

So yttj much is said : 
One hall will never be believ*d. 

The other ne\-er read. 

^^Mr. Thomson, who had procured the Author 
a Ben^t Night. Dbnhis. 

^ftlFLECTiiTG on thy worth, methinks 1 6nd 
«^y various Seasons in their Author's mind. 



]7rifff opes her blossoms various as thy muse 

J'M, like thy soft compassion, sheds her dews. 

^^mer*s hot drought in thy expression glows, 

2**d o'er each page a tawny ripeness throws. 

^(f<MJi*« rich truiu th* instructed reader gains, 

^ho tastes the meaning purpose of thy strains. 

^tn/ff^-bat that no semblance takes from 

^^lat hoary season yields a type of me. 
r^^tter*d by Time's weak storms I with' ring lay. 



, and whitening in a cold decay ! 
shall my propless ivy, pale and bcrnt, 
the short sunshine wnich thy pity lent. 



ne Fan, Atterbury. 

^ Tlatia the least and slightest toy 
r^^ with resistless art employ : 
r^lis £in, in meaner hands, would prove 
\^ engine of small force in love : 
^^ she, with graceful air and mien, 
^^ to be told, or safel^r seen, 
^^trects its wanton motions so, 
^^nt it wounds wore than Cupid's bow ; 
bE^ives ooolDeM to the matchless dame^ 
^*« CT*ry other breast a flame* 



To the Author of an Epitaph on Dr, Mead^ 

H AC RETT. 

Mead's notdead then, you say, only sleeping 

a little ? 
Why, ejgad ! Sir, you've hit it off there to a 

tittle : 
Yet, friend, his awaking I very much doubtp— 
Pluto knows whom he s got, and will ne'er let 

him out. 

To Mr. Pope. 

While malice. Pope, denies thy page 

Its own celestial fire ; 
While critics and while bards in rage. 

Admiring, won't admire : , 

While wayward pens thy works assail. 

And envious tongues decry ; 
These times though many a friend bewail. 

These times l>ewail not 1. 

But when the world's loud praise is thine, 
Artd spleen no more shall blame; 

When with thy Homer thou shalt shine 
In one establish'd fame : 

When none shall rail, and ev'ry lay 

Devote a wreath to thee : 
That day (for come it will).— that day 

Shall I lament to see. 

British Economy. 

In merry Old England it once was a rule. 
The king had his poet, and also his fool : 
But now we're so frugal, I'd have you to 
know it, [poet. 

Poor Cibber must serve both for fool ana for 

Found stuck on the Statue of the Moor which 
supports the Sun- Dial in Clemenfs-Inn. 

In vain, |X)or sable son of woe. 
Thou seek'st the tender tear ; 

From thee in vain with pangs they flow. 
For mercy dwells not here. 

From cannibals thou fledd'st in vain. 

Lawyers less quarter give ; 
The first won't eat you till you're slain. 

The last will do' t alive. ^ 



When Jack was poor, the lad was frank and 
free ; 

Of late he's grown brimful of pride and pelf. 
You wonder that he don't remember me: 

Why so ? You see lie has forgot himself. 

By Prior. 

To John I owed great obligation ; 

But John unhappily thought fit 
To publish it to all the nation : 

Sure John and I are more than quit. 

On the Bursar of St. Johns College in Ojford 
culling down a fine Row of Trees. 

Indulgent nature to each kind bestows 
A secret instinct to discern its foes : 

3l 
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The goose, a silly bird, avoids the fox : 
Lambs fly from wolves, and sailors steer from 

rocks: 
A rogue the gallows as his fate foresees, 
Aud Dears the like antipathy to trees. 

Good Music and bad Dancers. 

How ill the motion with the music suits ! 
So Orpheus play*d. and like them danc*d the 
brutes. 



Ye little wits, that eleam*d a whUe, 
While Pope vouchsafed a ray ; 

Alas I depriv d of his kind smile. 
How soon ye fade away ! 

To compass Phoebus* car about. 

Thus empt^ vapors rise ; 
Each lends nis cloud to put him out. 

That rear*d him to the skies. 

Alas ! these skies are not your sphere ; 

There he shall ever bum^; 
Weep, weep, and fall ; for 'earth ye were. 

And must to earth return. 



\ heard thy anxious coachman say. 
It cott tbee more in whips than bay. 

A Cure f Of Poetry. 

Sbvbv vircalthy towns contend for Ho 
dead. 
Through which the living Homer begg*d 
oread I 

On some Snow which melted on a Ladys Br\ 

The envious snow comes down in haste 

To prove thy breast leas fiiir. 
But grieves to see itself surpast. 

And melts into a tear. 






So much, my Pope, thy English Iliad charms. 
As pity melts us, or as passion warms ; 
That after-ages shall with wonder seek 
Who *twas translated Homer into Greek. 

By Harrington. 

The golden hair that Galla wean. 
Is hers : who would have thought it ? 

She swears *tis hers ; and true she swears. 
For I know where she bought it^ 

To Lady Isabella Thfnne, cutting Trees in 
Paper. y^Ahh^K. 

Fair hand, that can on virgin paper write. 
Yet from the stain of ink preserve it white ; 
Whose travel o*er that silver field does show 
Like tracks of leverets in mominff snow : 
Love's image thus in purest min£ is wrought. 
Without a spot or blemish to the thought. 
Strange, that your fingers should the pencil foil. 
Without the help of colors or of oil ! 
For thouch a painter boughs and leaves can 

make, 
*Tis yours alone to make them bend and shake. 
Whose breath salutes your new-created grove 
Like southern winds, and makes it gently move. 
Orpheus could make the forest dance, out you 
Can make the motion and the forest too. 
A poet, when he would describe his mind. 
Is, as in language, so in fame, confin'd ; 
Your works are read wherever there are men : 
So far the scissors go beyond the pen. 

By Prior. 

Thy nags, the leanest thin^ alive. 
So very luurd thoa lov*st lo dnve^ 



The French Poet. 

When old Elijah, as the Scriptures saj 
Triumphant mounted to the realms of da; 
His spirit doubled, and his cloak beside. 
He gave Elisha, by long service tried. 
Tristan from hence would fain example t 
For honest Quinault his disciple's sake ; 
But this, alas ! injurious fiite denied. 
For Tristan poorer than a prophet died. 
To Quinault thus the bard, expiring, spo 
" Nly wit 1 leave thee— but I nave no el 



Pox on*t, quoth Time to Thomas Hea 
Whatever I forget you learn. 

Answered by Mr, West. 

D — N it, quoth Heame, in furious fre 
Whate'er I learn you soon forget. 

Dr. Aldrich*8 J^e Reasons fir Drin 

Good wine; a friend; or being diy; 
Or lest we should be by and by ; 
Or any other reason why. 

By Waller. 

Thtrsis, a youth of the inspired trail 
Fair Saccharissa lov*d, but lov a in vain 
Like Phoebus sung the no less am'rous I 
Like Daphne she, as lovely and as coy. 
With numbers he the flyins nymph par 
With numbers such as Pnceous' self migl 
All, but the nymph who should recw 

wrong. 
Attend his passion, and approve his sonj 
Like Phoebus thus acquiring unsought j 
He catch'd at love, and filPd his arms wid 

By Prior. 

On his death-bed poor Simon lies. 

His spouse is in despair : 
With frequent sobs and mutual cries. 

They both express their care. 

A difiTrent cause, says Parson Sly, 

The same effect may give $ 
Poor Simon fears that at shall dit. 

His wile— thai he may live. 
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Wntten^n the Bed-chamler Door of Charles IL 

R0CHE8TBR. 

Huts lies our soTereign lord the King, 

Whose word no man relies on ; 
He nerer says a foolish thing. 

Nor erer does a wise one. 



To Phyllis, 

That little patch upon your fiice 
Would seem a foil on one less (air ; 

Od yoQ it hides a killing ^race. 
And you in pity plac*d it there. 

By Prior. 

Ai after noon, one summer*s day, 
Veoos stood bathing in a river ; • 

Cupid a-shootin^ went that way. 
New-strong hu bow, new-fiird his quiver. 

With skill he chose his sharpest dart ; 

With all his might his bow he drew : 
Swift to his beauteous parent's heart 

The too well guided arrow flew. 

'&intl Idiel the aoddess cried : 
O cruel I oouldst thou find none other 

*o wreak thy spleen on, parricide ? 
Like Nero, tnou hast slain thy mother. 

'v'or Cupid, sobbing, scarce could speak ; 

Indeed, Mamma, I did not know ye: 
Alas! how easy my mistake ! 

X took you for your likeness, Chloe. 

J^om the Greek, Prior. 

^. ^MMJSS, take my votive glass, 
^*^oe I am not what I was -, 
^^liat from this dsy I shall be, 
^^nos, let me never see I 



ritten on a Glass, by a Gentleman who hor^ 
Tomed tk^ Earl of ChesttTfieliTs Diamond 
Pencil. 

« Accept a miracle, instead of wit : 

^^c two dull lines by Stanho))e*s pencil writ ! 

On Loify Manchester, Addison. 

^^Wbilst haughty Gallia*s dames, that spread 
^^er the pale cheeks an artful red, 
*^hcld this beauteous strang;er there, 
^^ native charms divinely fair ; 
C^onfusion in their looks they showed, 
^Bd with unosnal blushes glow*d. 

Suicide* Dr, Sewbl. 

^^^Whem all the blandishments of life are gone, 
^lie coward sneaks to death, the brave live on. 



Youvo Courtly takes me for a dunce ; 
Yor all night long I spoke not once, 
fh better tfoaiMM I think him such : 
& spoke but ODc^ yet oDoe toa mtidi. 



By Pope. . 

Muse, *tis enoujgh ; at length thy bborends. 
And thou shalt live — for Buckingham com- 
mends. 
Let crowds of critics now my verse assail. 
Let Dennis write, and nameless numbers rail ; 
This more than pays whole years of thankless 

pain. 
Time, pain, and fortune, are not lost in vain ; 
Sheffield approves, consenting Phoebus bends. 
And I and Malice from this nour are friends. 

On a certain Beauty. 

Mistaken nature here has joined 
A beauteous face and ugly mind ; ' 
In vain the faultless features strike. 
When soul and body are unlike: 
Pity that snowy breast should hide 
Deceit, aud avarice, and pride. 
So in rich jars, from China brought. 
With glowing colors ^ily wrought, 
Ofttimes the subtle spider dwells. 
With secret venom bloated swells ; 
Weaves all his fatal nets within. 
As unsuspected as unseen. 

By Waller. 

Were men so dull they could not see 
That Lyce painted ; should they flee. 
Like simple birds, into a net 
So grossly woven and ill-set ; 
Her own teeth would undo the knot. 
And let all go that she had got. 
These teeth my Lyce must not show. 
If she would bite : her lovers, though 
Like birds they stoop at seeming grapes. 
Are disabus*d when first she gapes: 
The rotten bones discover'd there. 
Show *tis a painted sepulchre. 

To Mr. Pope. 

Depend not upon verse for fame. 
Though none can equal thine: * 

Our language never rests the same ; 
•Twill rise, or 'twill decline. 

Thy wreaths, in course of fleeting hours. 

Too soon will l>e decay'dj 
But story lasts, though modern flow*FS 

Of poetry must fade. 

A surer way then wouldst thou find 

Thy glory to prolong. 
Whilst there remains amongst mankind 

The sense of right and wrong ; 

Thy fame with nature^s self shall end. 

Let future times but know 
That Atterbury was thy friend. 

And Bentley was thy foe. 

By Lord Hervbt. 
Po9SESS*D of one great hall for state. 
Without one room to sleep or ett ; 
How well you build, let flatter? tell. 
And all mankind how ill you dwell. 
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Written in a JVindow of the Tower, over the 
Name of R. Walpole, corifined in the same 
Room, Ann. Dom. 1712. Lansdowne. 

Good unexpected, evil unforeseen* 
Appear by turns, as fortune shifts the scene ; 
Some rais*d aloft cotne tumbling down again. 
And fall so hard, they bound and rise again. 

TTie Manchester Millers named Bone and Skin. 

Byrom. 

BoNB and Skin, two millers thin. 

Would starve us all, or near it : 
But be it known to Skin and Bone, ^ 

That flesh and blood can*t bear it. 

By Sir G. Lyttelton. 

N ONE withouthopc e'er lov'd the briehtest fair. 
But love can hope where reason would despair. 



True wit is like the brilliant stone 

Dug from the Indian mine ; 
Which boasts two difi^rent pow'rs in one. 

To cut as well as shine. 
Genius, like that, if polished right. 

With the same gifts abounds; 
Appears at once both keen and bright. 

And sparkles while it wounds. 

The Difference between the Ancients and 

Moderns, 

Some for the ancients zealously declare ; 
Others, our modern wits are fools, aver : 
A third affirms, that they arc much the same. 
And diflfer only as to time and name : 
Yet sure one more distinction may be told ; 
Those once were new, butthese will ne'er beold. 

To Mr. Pope, on his Epitaph on Mr. Gay. 

Lord Orrery. 

£ntomb*d with kings though Gay's cold 
ashes lie, 
A nobler monument thy strains supply. 
Thy matchless muse, still faithful to thy friend. 
By courts unaw'd, his virtues dare commend. 
Lamented Gay ! forget thy treatment past. 
Look down, and see thy merit crownd at last. 
A destiny more glorious who can hope ? 
In life belov*d, in death bemoan'd, by Pope. 

On the Queen* s Grotto at Richmond. 

Lewis the living ^nius fed. 
And rais'd the scientific head ; 
Our Qucen^ more frugal of her meat. 
Raises those heads which cannot eat. 



I HEARD last week, friend Edward, thou wast 
dead. 
1 'm very glad to hear it too, crici Ned. 



Friend Isaac, 'tis strange, you, that lived so 
near Bray, 

Should not set up the sign of the Vicar ; 
Though it may be an odd one, you cannot but say 

It must needs be a sign of good liquor. 

Answer. 

Indeed, Master Poet, your reason s but poor; 

For the Vicar would think it a sin 
To stay, like a booby, and lounge at the door; 

Twere a sign 'twas bad liquor witbto. 

By a Porter, on the Gin Act. To a Great Man. 

Why will you make us coolly think ? 
If you would govern, we must drink. 

Giles Jolt. 

Giles Jolt as sleepins in his cart he lay. 
Some waggish pilfrers stole hit team away. 
Giles wakes, and cries, •' What's here ? Ods- 

dicken ! what ? 
Why how now ? am I Giles, or am I not f 
If he, I've lost six geldings, to my smart : 
If not, odsbuddikins ! IVe found a eart. 

To Zoilus. 

With industry 1 spread your praise. 
With e<jual you my censure blaze; 
But, faith ! tis all in vain we do. 
The world nor credits me nor you. 

Milton, Drydbn. 

Three poeu in three distant am bom, 
Greece, Italy, and England did adom : 
The first in loftiness of thought surpaas'd. 
The next in majesty, in both the lasL 
The force of Nature could no farther go : 
To make a third, she join'd the other two. 

On the Duchess of Marlborough's Offer of 5001. 
for the best Poem on the Duke's Actions. 

Five hundred pounds ! too small a boon 
To put the poet's muse in tune. 

That nothing might escape her : 
Should she attempt th' heroic story 
Of the illustrious Churchill's glory. 

It scarce would buy the paper. 

Scotland. Cleveland. 

Had Cain been a Scot, God would have al- 
ter'd his doom ; 
Not forc'd him to wander, but confin'd him at 
home. 

By Prior. 

Thus to the Muses spoke the Cyprian dame: 
Adorn my altars, and revere my name ; 
My son shall else assume his potent darts : 
Twang goes the bow ! my girls, have at your 
hearts! 
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The Muses answerM — Venus, we deride 
The ▼a^raot's malice, and his mother s pride. 
Send him to nymphs who sleep in Ida*s shade. 
To the loose dance and wanton masquerade : 
Our thoughts are settled, and intent our look 
On the iDStructive verse and moral hook ; 
On female idleness his power relies. 
But when he finds us studying hard he flies. 



By Aaron Hill. 

Whbk Christ at Cana*s feast, by pow*r di- 
vine, 
Infpir'd cold water with the warmth of wine. 
See! cried they, while in reddning tide it 

gtwh'd. 
The huhful stream hath seen its God and 
blush*d. 



Up<m the Busis qfike English Worthies at 
Stowe. Lord Clare. 

Amovc these chiefs of British race. 

Who live in breathing stone, 
^Vhyhas not Cobham's bust a place? — 

The structure was his own. 



By Pope. 

Great Villiers* fatesage Cutler could foresee ; 
And, well he thought, advia'd him — ** Live 

like me." 
As well his Grace replied — " Like you. Sir 

John I 
That I can do when all I have is gone.*' 



The Giant angling. 

His angle-rod made of a sturdy oak. 
His line a cable which in storms ne'er broke ; 
His hook he baited with a dragon's tail, 
Aod Sat upon a rock, and bobb'd for whale. 

To a noted Liar. 

LiK on ! while my revenge shall be, 
To speak the very truth of thee. 

^^ Michael Angelas famous Piece of the CrU' 
tjfixionf who stabled a Person thai he might 
wB it more naturally. Dr. Yoovo. 

Whilst his Redeemer on the canvas dies, 
^b*d at his feet his brother welt' ring lies ; 
The daring artist, cruelly serene, 
^iews the pale cheek, and the distorted mien ; 
He drains off life by^ drops ; and, deaf to cries, 
gumines e\'*ry spirit as it (lies ; 
He studies torment, dives in mortal woe. 
To rouse up ev*ry pang repeats the blow ; 
^icb rising agony, each dreadful ^race, 
^ct warm transpunthnc to hu Sayiom^s 



glorious theft 1 O nobly wicked draught ! 
VVttli its fullcharee of death each feature fraught! 
Such wondrous force the magic coIopb boast. 
From his own skill he starts, in horror lost. 

On the Death of a Ladys Cat. Harrisov. 

And is Miss Tabby ftom the world retir d ? 
And are her lives, all her nine lives, expir'd? 
What sounds so moving as her own can tell 
How Tabby died, how full of play she fell i 
Begin, ye tuneful nine, a mournful strife. 
And ev ry muse shall celebrate a life. 

J Receipt for Courtship, Swirr. 

Two or three dears, and two or three sweets 5 
Two or three balls, and two or three treats ; 
Two or three serenades, gtv*D as a lure ; 
, Two or three oaths how much they endure 5 
Two or three messages sent in one day ; 
Two or three times led out from the play; 
Two or three soft speeches made by the way; 
Two or three tickets for two or three times ; 
Two or three love-letters writ all in rhymes ; 
Two or three months keeping strict to these 

rules 
Can never fail making a couple of fools. 

To a Lady who used Patches, 

Your homely face, Flippanta, you disguise. 
With patches numerous as Argus* eyes ; 

1 own that patching's requisite for you. 

For more we're pleased the less your face wt 

view : 
Yet I advise, since my advice you ask. 
Wear but one patch, and be that patch a mask. 



Inscription for a Bust of Lady Suffolk in a 

fFood. 

Her wit and beauty for a court were madei 
Her truth and goodness fit her for a shade. 

To Mr. Addison, on his Tragedy qf Cato. 

The mind to virtue is by verse subdued. 
And the true poet is a public good. 
This Britain feels: while, by your lines 

spir*d. 
Her free-bom sons to glorious thoughts are fir'd. 
In Rome had youespous'd the vanquish*d cause, 
luflam'd her senate, and upheld her laws. 
Your manly scenes had liberty rc^tor'd. 
And giv'n the just success to Cato's sword. 
O'er Caesar's arms your senius had prevail'd. 
And the muse triumph d where the patriot 

fail'd. 



face) 



Tom's coach and six ! Whither in such haste 
eoing? 
Bot a snort joumey-^to his own andoiDg. 
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To Bedlam with him : is he sound in mind» 
Who sti]l%6 seeking what he would not find ? 

By Leonard Wklstbad. 

I OWE, says Thomas^ much to Peter's care ; 
Once only seen, he chose me for his heir. 
True, Thomas ; hence your fortunes take their 

rise: 
His heir you were not, had he seen you twice. 

By Dr. Kenrick. 

The great, good man, whom Fortune will 
displace. 
May into scarceness fell, but not disgrace. 
His sacred person none will dare profane \ 
He may be poor, but never can be mean. 
He holds his value with the wise and good. 
And, prostrate, seems as great as when he stood. 
So ruin d teiiiplea holy awe dispense. 
They lose their heiffht, but keep their reverence ; 
The pious crowd we piles, tho' falln, deplore. 
And what they ^1 to raise they still adore. 

Vktrxx causa Diis ptacuii, sed vicia CaionL 

G. Stepitey. 



The gods and Cato did in this divid< 
They chose the conqu'ring, he the conquer d 
side. 



By Dean Swift. 

You beat your Date, and fancy wit will come: 
Knock as you will, there *s nobody at home. 

ji Flower by Varelsi, Prior. 

When famed Varelstthis little wonder drew. 
Flora vouchsafed the growing work to view. 
Finding the painter's science at a stand. 
The Goddess snatch*dthe pencil from his hand : 
And finishing the piece, she smiling said : 
Behold one work of mine that ne'er shall fade. 

By Sir Sam. Garth. 

Cav you count the silver lights 
That deck the skies, and cheer the nights; 
Or the leaves that strew the vales. 
When groves are stript by winter gales ; 
Or the drops that in the mom 
Hang with transparent pearl the thorn i 
Or bridegroom's loys, or miser's cares. 
Or gamester's oattis, or hermit's prayers; 
Or envy's pangs, or love's alarms. 
Or Marlbro*s acts, or Molly's charms } 

By Aaron Hill. 

How is the world deceiv'd by noise tdd show 
A1«1 how diff*xeat^ topretaid and know 1 



Like a poor highway brook, pretence runs k 
Bustling, but shallow, dir^, weak, and pr 
While, like some nobler stream, true ki 

ledge glides. 
Silently strong, and its deep bottom hides. 

The Royal Knoiter. Sir Ch. Sbolei 

Ah, happy people ! ye must thrive. 
While thus the royal pair does strive 

Both to advance your glory ! 
While he by's valor conouers France, 
She manufactures does advance. 

And makes thread-fringes for ye. 

Blest we 1 who from such queens are freei 
Who, by vain superstition led. 

Are always telling beads : 
But here's a queen now, thanks to God? 
Who, when sne rides in coach abroad. 

Is always knotting threads. 

Then haste, victorious Nassau, haste ; 
And when the summer show is past. 

Let all thy trumpets sound : 
The fringe which this campaign has wroo 
Though t cost the nation scarce a fooat. 

Thy conquests will surround. 

fFkat's Honor ? 

Not to be captious, not unjustly fight 
'Tis to confess what's wrong, and era w 
right. 

A fair Ground for Pride. 

Jack his own merit sees: thb gives 
pride. 
For he sees more than all the world bestd 

By Prior. 

Yes, ev'ry poet is a fool ; 

By demonstration Ned can show it. 
Happy, could Ned's inverted rule 

Prove ev'ry fool to be a poel. 

Dean Swifts Curate. 

I marcb*d three miles thro* scorching: 
With zeal in heart, and notes in hand ; 
I rode four more to Great St. Mary, 
Using four legs when two were weary. 
To three fair virgins I did tie men. 
In the close bands of pleasing Hymen ; 
I dipp'd two babes in noly water. 
And purified their mothers after. 
Withm an hour and eke an half, 
I preach'd three congre^lions deaf; 
While thund' ring out with lungs long*wii 
i chopp'd so fast that few there mioded. 
My emblem, the laborious sun. 
Saw all these mighty labors done 
Before one race of his was run ! 
All this perform'd by Robert Hewit : 
What mortal else could e*er go thxoq^ it 



Book IV. 



The Miter's Feast. 



His chimney smokes ! it is some omen direl 
His netghbours are alarm'd ; and cry out. Fire ! J 

(k Sir Ooi(frev Knellers painting, for the\ 
Author, the Statues of Apollo, Penus, andr 
Hercules. PoPB. 

What God, what genius did the pencil 
When Kneller painted thoe ? [move, 
Twis friendship— warm as Phoebus, kind as 
Love, 
And strong as Hercules. 



EPIGRAMS, &c. 8t7 

Epigram hy Dr. DoDDRinaB, on his Motto, 
Dum vivimus, vivarous. 



The Duke of Ch- 



SwIPT. 



hUEB B was the Dean's familiar friend: 
Jimagrowsa Duke, their friendship here must 

end. 
Sordy the Dean deserves a sore rebuke. 
From knowing James, to say he knows a duke. 

The Doctor and the Patient. 



Surr vou well ? *• Very well.'* My draught 

dia good, 
hdid no harm : for yonder it hath stood.** 



*t 



Verses occasioned hy Mr, Aikmans death. 

Thomsoh. 

Af those t^e love decay, we die in part ; 
Scriog afWr string is sever d from the neart ; 
Till {oosen*d life, at last but breathing clay. 
Without one pang is glad to' fall away. 
Unhappy he who latest feels the blow. 
Whose eyes have wepto*er every friend laid low ; 
Dntt*d ung*ring on from partial death to death. 
Tin, dying, aU be can resiirn is I 



resign is breath. 



To the Hev. Mr. Murdoch, Rector qf Strad- 
dishmti, in S^ffelk. Thomson. 

Thus safely low, my friend, thou canst not 

not reignl a deep tranquillity o*er all ; 
^0 Doise, no care, no vanity, no strife ; 
MtD, woods, and trees, all hreathe untroubled 

Ufc: 
Tben keep each passion down, however dear ; 
That me, the tender are the most se\'ere. 
^^Qard, while *tis thine, with philosophic ease, 
A^ ask no joy but that of virtuous peace! 
That bids de6ance to the storms of fate : 
"igh bliM is only for a higher state. 

Jlu Power of Time. Svvipt. 

If neither brass nor marble can withstand 
The mortal force of Time's destructive hand : 
If Bountains sink to vales, if cities die. 
And less'nins rivers mourn their fountainsdry— • 
When my M cassock, said a Welch divine, 
I* out at elbowt, why should I repiae? 



Live while you live, the epicure will say. 
And take the pleasure of the present day. 
Live while you live, the sacred preacher cries. 
And give to God each moment as it flies. 
Lord, in my view let both united be 1 
I live in pleasure when I live to Thee. 

On the Publication of Mrs. Rowers Poems since 

her Death. 

Thus Philomela sung, on earth detaind. 
While €innb*rous clay the rising soul restrain'd; 
Now the freed spirit, with th* angelic choir. 
In fields of light attunes th* immortal lyre. 
And hymns her God in strains more soft, more 

strong— 
Tliere only could she' learn a loftier song. 



By Lord Lavsdownb. 

Believb me, Chloe, those perfumes that 
cost 
Such sums to sweeten thee, is treasure lost j 
Not all Arabia would sufficient be ; 
Thou smeirst not of thy sweeu, they stink of 
thee. 

By Paioff. 

When Topewell thought 6t from the world 

to retreat. 
As full of Champagne as an egg*s full of meat : 
He waked in the boat, and to Charon he said. 
He would be row*d back, for he was not yet 

dead. 
Trim the boat, and sit quiet, stem Charon re- 

plied: 
You may have forgot, you was dmnk when you 

med. 

Firmness under Distress. 

Brutus unmov*d heard how his Portia fell : 
Should Jack*s wife die, he would behave as well. 



By Dean Swift. 

Deaf, giddy, helpless, lefl alone. 
To alt my friends a ourthen grown : 
No more I hear my church's bell 
Than if it rang out for my knell : 
At thunder now no more I start 
Than at the nimblins of a cart: 
Nay, what's incredible, alack 
I hardly hear a woman's clack. • 

Oil a Fan which lore the Story of Cephalus and 
Procris, with this Motto: " Jura, veni.** 

Gome, gentle Air, th* ^olian shepherd said. 
While Piocrit panted in the oeciet tnade } 
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Come, gentle air, the fairer Delia cries. 
While at her feet her swain expiring lies : 
Lo ! the glad gales o*er all her oeauties stray. 
Breathy on her lips, and in her bosom play. 
In Delia's hand tnis toy is fatal found. 
Nor could that fabled dart more surely wound ; 
Both gifts destructive to the givers prove. 
Alike both lovers fall by those they love : 
Yet guiltless too this bright destroyer lives. 
At random wounds, nor Knows the wound she 

gives ^ 
She views the story with attentive eyes. 
And pities Procris, while her lover dies. 

On an Epigram. 

One day, in Chelsea meadows walking. 
Of poetry and such things talking, 

l^ys Ralph, a merry wag : 
An epigram, if smart and good. 
In all its circumstances should 

Be like a jelly-bag. 
Your simile, 1 own, is new ; 
But howwilt make it out } says Hugh. 

Quoth Ralph, HI tell thee, friend ; 
Make it at top both wide, and fit 
To hold a bud^ct-fuIl of wit. 

And point it at the end. 

By Mrs. Pilkikgtov. 

Stella and Flavia ev*ry hour 

Unnumbcr*d h'learts surprise ; 
In Stella*8 soul lies all her power. 

And Flavians in her eyes. 
More boundless Flavians conquests are. 

And Stella's more confin'df ; 
All can discern a face that *8 fair. 

But few a lovely mind. 
Stella, like Britain's monarch, reigns 

0*er cultivated lands ; 
Like eastern tyrants Flavia deigns 

To rule o*er barren sands. 
Then boast, fair Flavia, boast your face. 

Your beauty's only store : 
Each day that makes thy charms decrease. 

Will ^ve to Stella more. 

To Mr, Pope on his Dunciad, 

The raven, rook, and pert jackdaw. 

Though neither birds of moral kind, 
Ytt serve, if hdng*d, or stuff'd with straw, 

To show us which way blows the wind, 
^us dirty knaves, or chattering fools. 

Strung up. by dozens in thy lay> 
Teach nipre by half than Dennis* ruleS| 

Andpoint instruction ev'ry way. 
With Egypt's art thy pen may stnve: 

One potent drop let this but shed. 
And every rogiie that stunk alive 

^comes a precious mummy dead. 



Treason does never prosper; what's the 
reason? 
^lij, wfaenitpcospen, noQcdaiecallittica^op. 



On a Bee stifled in Honey. 

From flow'r to flow'r, with eager pal 

See the blest buny lab'rer fly ; 
When all that from her toil she gains 

Is, in the sweets she hoards to die. 
Tis thus, would man the truth believ 

With life's soft sweets, each fav'ritc 
If we taste wisely, they relieve. 

But, if we plunge too deep, destroj 

On Mr. Popes Death, 

Arise, ye glimmering stars of wit ! 
For, lo ! the dun of Verse is set. 

By Dr. Swift. 

As Thomas was cudgell'd one day by 
He took to his heels, and he ran for n 
Tom's three dearest friends came b; 

squabble. 
And screen'd him at once from the sb 

the rabble ; 
Then ventur'd to give him some wl 

advice: 
But Tom is a fellow of honor so nice. 
Too proud to take counsel, too wise 

warning. 
That he sent to all three a challer 

morning. 
He fought with all three ; thrice veni 

life ; [1 

Then went home, and was cudgell'd 



On Dr. Blackmore, 

Let Blackmore still, in good king 

vein, 
To Fleckno's empire his just right ma 
Let him his own to common sense op 
With praise and slander maul both fni 

foes ; 
Let lii'in great Dryden's awful name p 
And learned Garth with envious pride 
Let the quack scribble any thine but 1 
His satire wounds not, but his pliysic 

On Mr. Butler s Monument in fVesi 
Ahhey. S. W; 

Whilst Butler, needy wretch! was; 
No sen'rous |)atron would a dinner eii 
5>ee hiui, when starv'd to death, and ' 
Presented with a monumental bust. 
The poet's fate is here in emblem shoi 
He ask'd for bread, and he receiv'd a 

Inscription for a Fountain adorned wit 
Anne's and the Duke of Marlhorou^ 
tues, and the chief Rivers of th* 
round the tVork, 

Ye active streams, where'er your wat 
Let distant climes and farthest nations 
What ye from Thames and Danube h 

taught. 
How Anne commanded, apd how ] 

fpught* 
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By W. COVGRBVB. 

See, see, she wakes, Sabina wakes. 

And now the sun begins to rise ; 
Less glorious is the morn that breaks 

From his bright beams, than her bright eyes. 
With light united, day they give. 

But diflTrent fates ere night fulfil : 
How many by his warmth will live|| 

How many will her coldness kill! 

By JosiAH Rex^ph. 

No, Varus hates a thing that's base ; 

1 own, indeed, he*s cot a knack 
Of flattering people to their face, 

fiut scorns to do *t behind their back. « 

Under aPiciure qf3fr. PoyrUz, Lyttblton. 

SucB is thy form, O Poyntz ! but who shall 

find 
A hand or colors to express thy mind ? 
A mind unmov*d by ev*ry vulgar fear ; 
Id a false world, thiat dares to be sincere : 
^Vise without art, without ambition great ; 
Thoogh firm, yet pliant; active, though sedate; 
With all the richest stores of learning fraught. 
Yet better still by native prudence taught : 
That, fond the griefs of tne distress'd to heal, 
CaD pity frailties it could never feel ; 
That, when misfortune sued, ne*er sought to 

know 
What sect, what party, whether friend or foe : 
That, fix*d on equal virtue's temp* rate laws, 
IXnpises calumny, and shuns applause : 
That to his own perfections singly blind, 
Woald for another think this praise designed. 

By JosiAu Relph. 

Wbih from her bosom Arria pulfd the blade. 
Thus to her lord the tender heroine said : 
The wound I gave myself with ea^c 1 bear, 
Alas I I die by tliat which kills my dear. 

The Commons^ Petition to King Charles the 
Second. Rochestbr. 

Iv all humility we crave 
Our lovefeun may be our slave ; 
* And humbly beg that he may be 
B(tiiy*d ljy us most loyally : 
And if be please once to lay down 
His sceptre, d^ity, and crown. 
We'll make him for the time to come, 
Thegreate5t prince in Christendom. 

7%e Kinf*i Answer, 
^iiKtLLEB, at this time bavins no need, 
^Wks you as much as if you did. 

The Warm-Doctor, J. Relph. 

Vaous, advanced on high, proclaims his skill, 
% Cikes of wondrous force the worms to kill ; 
A soornfiil ear the wiser sort impart, 
^ l*OKb At Vagus's pretended art. 
But well can Vagus what he boasts perform. 
For Bum (ai Job hath told us) is a worm. 






On Plutarch's Statue. From the Cfreei. 

Drydbw. 

Wise, honest Plutarch! to thy deathleat 

praise 
The sons of Rome this grateful statue raise; 
For why? both Greece and Rome thy fame 

have shar'd ; 
Their heroes written, and their lives compared. 
But thou thyself couldst never write thy own: 
Their lives had parallels, but thinetus none. 

Oft the Statue qfNiobe. Prom the Greek, 

To stone the gods have changed her, but in 
vain: 
The sculptor's art has made her breathe again. 

To a young Gentleman, 

Nature has done her part: do thou but 
Learning and sense let decency refine, [thine ; 
For vain applause transgress not virtue's rules ; 
A witty sinner is the worst of IMs. 

Ulysses' Dog, Popb. 

Whbk wbe Ulysses, from his native coast 
Long kept by wars, and long by tempests tost, 
Arriv'd at last, poor, old, disguised, alone. 
To all his friends, and e'en his queen, unknown : 
Changed as he was with age, andtoils, and cares. 
Furrowed his rev* rend face, and white his hairs. 
In his own nalace forced to ask his bread, 
Scorn'd by tnone slaves his former bounty fed. 
Forgot of all his own domestic crew ; 
The faithful do2 alone his master knew ! 
Unfed, unhous d, neglected, on the clay. 
Like an old servant now cashier'd he lay : 
And, though e'en then expiring on the plain, 
Touch'd with resentment of ungrateful man. 
And longing to behold his ancient lord anin . 
Him when he saw — ^he rose, and crawTd to 

meet, 
'Twas all he could, and fawn'd, and kiss'd his 

feet, , 
Seiz'd with dumb joy : then falling by his side. 
Own d his returning lord, look*d up, and died. 

To King Charles I, on his Navy, Wallbh. 

Sh ou LD nature's self invade the world again^ 
And o'er the centre spread the liquid main. 
Thy pow'r were safe, and her destructive hand 
Would but enlarge the bounds of thy command : 
Thy dreadful fleet would style thet- lord of all. 
And rise in triumph o'er the drowned ball. 

On Mrs, Barhieres first Appearance on the 

Stage, 

No pleasure now from Nicolini's tongue. 
In vain he strives to move us with his song : 
On a fair Syren we have fix'd our choice. 
And wait with longing ears for Barbiere's voioei 
When, lo I the nymph by bashful awe betray'da 
Her falt'riog tongue denies her looks its aid | 
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But io aiMk iooocenoe adorns ber ten. 
And with such grace her modesty she wears. 
By her disorder all her charms increase, 
And, had she better snug, sheM pleased us less. 



Bobj 



On the Spectaior. 

Whbv first theTatler to a mate was turned. 
Great Britain for her censor's silence mourn'd ; 
Robb*d of his sprightly beams, she wept the 

nipht. 
Till the Spectator rose, and blaz*d as bright. 
So the first man tlie sans first setting viewed. 
And sigh*d till circling day his joys renew*d ; 
Yet doubtful how that second sun to name. 
Whether a bright successor or the same : 
So we — but now from this suspense are freed ; 
Since all agree who both with judgement read, 
Tis the same sun, and does himself succeed. 



To the Lord Chancellor King ; alluding io his 
Mottoi/flf Labor ipie volnpioi r 

*Tis not the splendor of the place; 
The gilded coacn, the purse, the mace. 
And all the |x>mpous train of state. 
With crowds which at the levee wait. 
That make you happy, make you great : 
But when mankind you strive to bless. 
With all the talents you possess ; 
When all the joys you can receive 
Flow from the benefits ^ou give ^ 
This takes the heart, this conauers spite. 
And makes the heavy burden light. 
True pleasure, rightly understood. 
Is only labor to do good. 

Wriiltn in a Lady'i Milion. Prior. 

With virtue strong as yours had Eve been 

arm*d, £chann*d 

In vain the fruit had blush*d, or serpent 

Nor had our bliss by neoitenee been bougnt— 

Nor had frail Adam fell, nor Milton wrote. 

From Greek, 

Dbmocritus, dear droll ! revisit earth. 
And with our follies glut thy heigh tend mirth. 
Sad Heraclitus, serioas wretch ! return, 
In louder grief our greater crimes to mourn. 
Between yoo both, 1 unconcern'd stand by : 
Hurt, can j^ laugh ? and honest, need I cry ? 

A Character qfan old Rake. 

Scorned by the wise, detested by the eood, 
^or undersunding atiffht, nor understood ; 
Profime, obscene, loud, frivolous, and pert ; 
Proud without spirit, vain without desert; 
Affecting passions vice has lone sobdaed ; 
Dtsp'rately gay, and impotenUy lewd x 
And, aa thy weak companioot round thee sit. 
For amflMBoe la iWf deem'd a wit 



Dr. IVynter to Dr. Cheyneg, om hit Bm 
favor of a VegetAle Diet. 

Tell me from whom, fatrheaded Scot, 
Thou didst thy system learn: 

From Hippocrate thou hadst it not. 
Nor Ceisus, nor Pitcairn. 

Suppose we own that milk is good. 

And say the same of grass ; 
The one tor babes is on^ food. 

The other for an ass. 

Doctor ! one new prescription try ; 

(A friend's advice fonive) 
Eat grass, redace thyself, and die: 

Tny patients then may live. 

Dr. Cheyney to Dr. fVynter. 

Mt system, doctor, is my own. 

No tutor I pretend : 
My blunders hurt myself alone. 

But yours your dearest friend. 

Were you to milk and straw confin d. 
Thrice happy might you be ; 

Perhaps you might regain your mind. 
Ana from your wit get free. 

I can*t your kind prescription try. 

But heartily forgive , 
*Tis natural you should bid me die. 

That you yourself may live. 

A Smart Repartee, SwirT. 

Cries Sylvia to a reverend Dean, 

What reason can be giv*n. 
Since marriage is a holy thing. 

That there is none in heaven ? 
There are no women, he re[died. 

She quick returns the jest : 
Women there are, but I *m afraid 

They cannot find a priest. 

On Glover's Leonidas being compared io f 

Equal to Virgil ! It may, perhaps : 
But then, by Jove, 'tis Dr. Trapp's. 

On a bad Translation, 

H IS work now done, he '11 publish itno^ 
For sure I ain that murder will come onl 



To a bad Fiddler. 

Old Orpheus p1ay*d so well, he mov'i 
Nick ; 
Whilst thou mov'st nothing bnt thy fiddle- 
On Sir John VanbrugK$ Demce of a Lio 
a Cock, at Blenheim. 

Had Marlb* rough's troops in Gaal not 

fought. 

Than Van, tograce his fiuoe,in marble vrro 

No more in arms than he in embleins sk 

The oock had drove the lion from the fid 
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On the Bridge ai Blenkcim, 

loffy arch his high ambition shows, 
earn an emblem of his bounty flows. 

To a Lady, A. Hill. 

'd on yours my eyes in prayers you see, 

ist not call my zeal idolatry ; 

X our Maker s throne is placed so high, 

ily in his works the God we spy, 

iat*s most bright most gives him to our 

riew, 

nost near him when 1 look on you. 

The Antidote. 

i« Lesbia first I saw, so heavenly fair, 
m so bright, and with that awful air ; 
lit m^ heart, which durst so hieh aspire, 
1 as his who snatch*d celestial nre. 
x>n as e*er the beauteous idiot spoke, 
iirom her coral lips such folly broke, 
lalm the trickling ^nonsense heal'd my 
wound, 

hat her eyes enthrallVl, her tongue un- 
bound. 



On a RenmeiU tent lo Oxford, and a Prt$ent 
ofBooKi to Cambridge, by Kifut George L 
1715. iBjf J>r. Traff. 

The kinSf observing with judicious eyes 
The state of both his universities. 
To one he sent a regiment $ for whyF 
That learned body wanted loyalty. 
To th* other he sent books, as well discerning 
How much that loyal body wanted learning. 

Answered by Sir JFilHam Browne, 

The king to Oxford sent his troop of horse. 
For Tories own no arguroegt Imt force; 
With equal care to Cambrk^e books he sent. 
For Whigs allow no force but argument. 

The Friendly Contest. 

While Cam and Isis their sad tribute bring 
Of rival grief, to weep their pious king. 
The bards of Isis half had been forgot. 
Had not the sons of Cam in pity wrote ; [curse. 
From their leam*d brothers tflBr took off the 



The Female Prattler, 

morn to nighty from day to day, 
Jl times, and in ev*ry place, 
old, repeat, and sing, and say, 
are there hopes you Ml ever cease, 
ir, my Fannia ; O, forbear, 
Hir own health or ours you prize ; 
mankind that hear you, swear 
T tongue's more killing than your eyes. 
x>ngue*s a traitor to your face, 
ir fume's by your own noise obscur'd : 
: distracted while they gaze, 
, if they listen, they are cur'd. 
ilence would acquire more praise 
n all you say, or all you write : 
K>k ten thousand charms displays; 
Q hush ! and be an angel quite. 

^ The Avaro, 

78 to the master of a house, 

1, like a church, would starve a mouse; 

1 never guest had entertaiii'd, 

leat nor wine its floors had stain*d, 

: •' Well, Sir, *tis vastly neat ; 

here d* you drink, and where d* you eat? 

may judge by rooms so fine, 

s you more in mops than wine. 

Effectual Malice. 

ill the pens which my poor rhymes molest, 
s the sliarpest, and succeeds the best ; 
s outrageous scold, and rail downright 
serious rancor, and uue Christian spite; 
e, more sly, pursues his fell design ; 
s scoundrel verses, and then says they're 
mine* 
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And prov*d theirversenotbwl,1(pirritingworse. 

Agaitist Life. From the Creek qfPosidippus. 

What tranquil road, unvez*d by strife. 
Can mortals choose through human life ? 
Attend the courts, attend the bar. 
There discord reigns, and endless jar: 
At home the weary wretches find 
Severe disquietude of mind : 
To till the fields gives toil and pain; 
Eternal terrors sweep the main : 
If rich, we fear lo lose our store ; 
Need and distress await the poor : 
Sad cares the bands of Hymen g;ive ; 
Friendless, forlorn, th' unmarried live : 
Are children born, we anxious groan ; 
Childless, our lack of heirs we moan : 
Wild giddy schemes our youth engage ; 
Weakness and wants depress old age. 
Would fate then with my wish comply, 
I 'd never live, or quickly die. 

For Life. From the Greek of Metrodorus. 

Mankind may rove, unvex'd by strife. 
Through ev'ry road of human life. 
Fair wisdom regulates the bar. 
And peace concludes the wordy war : 
At home auspicious mortals find 
Serene tranquillity of mind : 
All-beauteous nature decks the plain ; 
And merchants plough for gold the main i 
Respect arises from our store ; 
Security from being poor : 
More joys the ban£ of Hymen givt ; 
Th* unmarried with more freedom lire t 
If parents, our blest lot we own ; 
Childless, we have no cause to motn : 
Finn Tigor crowns our vouthful stage ; 
And venerable hairs ola age. 
Since all is {jood, then w!m> would cry, 
I'dnefechvfl^ orquiddydiei 
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Whek Cortex' furious Irgions flew 
O'er ravaged fields of rich Peru, 
Struck with his bleeding people*s woes. 
Old India's awful Genius rose : 
He sat on Andes* topmost stone. 
And heard a thousand nations groan ; 
For grief his feathery crown he tore, 
To see huge Plato foam with gore -, 
He broke nis arrows, 8tamp*d the ground. 
To view his cities smoking round. 

What woes, he cried, haih lust of gold 
0*er my poor country widely roll'd ! 
Plund'rers, proceed ! my bowels tear : 
But ye shall meet destruction there. 
From the deep- vaulted mine shall rise 
Th* insatiate fiend, pale Avarice; 
Whose steps shall trembling Justice fly. 
Peace, Order, Law, and Amity ! 
I see all Europe's children curst 
With lucre's universal thirst; 
The rage that umseps my sons away. 
My baneful gflphiU well repay. 

Mutual Pittf. 

Tom, ever jovial, ever gay. 

To ap|)etite a slave. 
In riot throws his life away. 

And laughs to see me grave. 
'Tis thus that we two disagree ; 

So difTrent is our whim : 
The fellow fondly laughs at me. 

While I could cry for hiui. 

Universal Complaisance, 

Through servile flattery thou dost all com- 
mend— 
Who cares to please whom no man can offend I 



Under the Statue of a Water Nymph, at Stour^ 
head, Somersetshire, From the Latin, 

Pope. 

Nymph of the grot, these sacred springs I 
keep. 
And to the murmur of these waters sleep; 
Ah, spdre my slumbers ! gently tread the cave. 
Or drink in silence, or in silence lave. 



On his own Grotto. Pope. 

Thou who shalt stop where Thames' trans- 
lucent wave 
Shines a broad mirror thro' the shadowy cave : 
Where ling' ring drops from min'ral roots distil. 
And pointed, crystals break the s|Nirkling rill ; 
Unpolish'd gems^no ray on pride bestow. 
And latent metals innocently glow : 
Approach ! great Nature studiously behold. 
And eye the mine without a with for gold. 



*• 



Approach, but awful !— Lo ! the Egerij 
Where, nobly pensive, St. John sat and tl 
Where Rritisti sighs from dying Wy 

stole. 
And the bright flame was shot thro' J 

mont's soul. 
Let such, such onlvy tread this sacred fl 
Who dare to love their country, and be 

A prudent Choice. 

When Loveless married Lady Jenny 
Whose beauty was the ready penny : 
I chose her, says he, like old plate. 
Not for the fashion, but the weight. 

On a great House adorned with Stai 

The walls are thick, the servants thii 
The gods without, the dev'l within. 

On a hasty Marriage, 

Married ! 'tis well ! a mighty bless 
But ])oor'8 the joy, no coin possessing. 
In ancient times, when folk did wed, 
*Twa8 to be one at ** board and bed : 
But hard's his case who can't aflbrd 
His charmer either bed or board. 



The Incurious. 

Three years in London Bobadil hac' 
Yet not the lions nor the tombs had se< 
I cannot tell the cause without a smile- 
The rogue liad been in Newgate all the 

To a Spendthrift disinherited. 

His whole estate thy father, by his i 
Gave to the poor— Thou hast good title 

On a pale Lady. 

Whence comes it that, in Clara's fa 
The lily only has a place ? 
Is it, that the absent rose 
Is gone to paint her husband's nose? 

The Musical Contest. SwiFT. 

Some say that Signior Rononcini, 
Compar'd to Handel's a mere ninny : 
Others aver that to him Handel 
Is scarcely fit to hold a candle. 
Strange ! that such difference should b 
'Twixt Tweedledum and Tweedledee ! 



The Happy Physiognomy. 

You ask why Roome* diverts you v 

jokes. 

Yet, if he prints, is dull as other folks 2 

You wonder at it!— -This, Sir, is thecs 

The jest is lost unless he prints his £icc 



* Aolhor of a paper called Pasquin, reflecting on Mr. Pope, &c. 



IV. 

On seeing a Miser at a Concert. 

3 SIC has charms to soothe a savage breast, 
\m the tyrant, and relieve th* opprest : 
/auxhall concert's more attractive pow*r 
ck*d Sir Richard's pocket at threescore, 
ange effect of music's matchless force, 
Ltract two shillings from a miser s purse 1 



On certain Pastorals* 

iide and tuneless are thy lays, 
he weary audience vow, 
not th* Arcadian swain that sing^, 
iut'tis his herds that low. 



a Gentleman who expended his Fortune in 
Horse-Racing, 

OBV ran so long, and ran so fast, 
wonder he ran out at last ; 
no in debt ; and then to pay, 
distanc'd all— and ran away. 



(ke Collar qfa Dog presented hy Mr, Pope 
to the Prince of fVales, 

AM his Highness' dog at Kew ; 
7 tell me. Sir, whose dog are you ? 



From the Greek. 

i ILOOMINO vouth lies buried here ; 
phemius, to his country dear : 
toieadom'd his mind and face 
tb e?'ry muse and ev'ry grace: 
ptr'd the marriage state to prove. 
Death had quicker wings than Love. 



On Sophocles, 

TivD, gentle evergreen, to form a shade 
und the tomb where Sophocles is laid : 
etivy, wind thy boughs, and intertwine 
h blushmg roses and the clustering vine : 
I will thy lasting leaves, with beauties 

hung, 
e grateful emblems of the lays he sung: 
)se soul, exalted, like a god of wit 
>ng the muses and the graces writ. ^ 



% the Countess Dowager qf Pembroke. 

Ben Jonson. 

VDERVEATH this sable hearse 
the subject of all verse, 
tey*s sbter, Pembroke's mother : 
.h, ere thou hast slain another, 
, and wise, and good as she, 
e sbaD throw his dart at thee. 



EPIGRAMS, &e. 



V^ 



By Ben Jovsoir^ 

Undsrveath this stone doth li« 
As much virtue as could die ; 
Which, when alive, did vieour give 
To as much beauty as could live. 
If she had a single fault. 
Leave it buried m this vault. 

Intended Jor Dryden. Popb. 

This Sheffield rais*d. The sacred dofi 
below 
Was Dryden once: the rest who does not know? 

On Mr. Howe. Pope. 

Thy reliques, Rowe ! to this sad shrine we 
trust, [boat. 

And near thy Shakspeare place thy honour*cl 
O I next him, skilfd to draw the tender tear» 
For never heart felt passion more sincere ; 
To nobler sentiments to fire the brave. 
For never Briton more disdain'da slave ; 
Peace to thy gentle shade, MtjIkllcM r^ $ 
Bless'd in thy cenius, in thy'lcWtoo bless'd ! 
And bless*d, that, timely from our scene rc» 

mov'd. 
Thy soul enjoys the liberty it lov'd. 

On Mr. Fenton. Pope. 

This modest stone, what few vain marbles 

can. 
May truly say, " Here lies an honest man :" 
A poet, bless'd beyond a poet's fate, 
whom Heaven kept sacred from the proud and 

sreat. 
Foe to loud praise, and friend to learned ease. 
Content witn science in the vale of peace. 
Calmly he look'd on either life, and here 
Saw nothing to regret, or there to fear ; 
From nature's temp* rate feast rose satisfied, 
Thank'd Heav'n that he had liv'd, and that lie 

died. 

On Mr. Cay, Pope. 

Op manners gentle, of affections mild ; 
In wit a man, simplicity a child ; . 
With native humor temp'ring virtuous ragp, 
Form'd to delight at once and lash the age : 
Above temptation in a low estate, 
And uncorrupted e'en among the great: 
A safe companion, and an easy friend, 
Unhlam'd thro' lif^, lamented in his end. 
These are thv honors 1 not that here thy bust 
Is mix'd with heroes, or with kings thy dust ; 
But that the worthy and the good shall say^ 
Striking their pensive bosoms— iffre lies Gay. 

On Tom D' Urfey. 

Here lies the lyric, who with tale and song 
Did life to threescore years and ten prolong : 
His tale was pleasant, uiid his song was sweet; 
His heart was cheerful — but his thirst was great. 
Grieve, reader ! grieve, that he, too soon grown 
His soog has ended, and hit Ule has told, [dd. 



SfK ELEGANT 

To Aaron Htllg Esq. S. Rxchardsok. 

Wmbv noble thoughts with language pure 

unite. 
To give to kindred excellence its rights 
Tbo unencumber'd with the clogs of rhyme. 
Where tinkling sounds for want of meaning 

chime, [course. 

Which, like the rock in Shannon** midway 
Divide the sense, and interrupt its force ; 
Wdi may we judge so strong and clear a rill 
Flows higher from the muses* sacred Hill. 

Prior on himself. 

To me 'tis given to die, to thee *tis given 
To live \ alas ! one moment sets us even ; 
Mark how impartial is the will of Heaven ! 

InKftpHon on an Urn at Lord CorliSj to the 
Memory (ffthe Dog Hector. 

Stravgbr, behold the mighty Hectors 
tomb^ 
Sec I to whafBHpMh do^ and heroes come. 
Th^ese are the nooors by his master paid 
To Hector*s manes and lamented shade : 
Nor words nor honors can enough commend 
The social dog — nay more, the taithful friend ! 
From nature all his principles he drew ^ 
'By nature faithful, viKtlant, and true j 
tiis looks and voice his inward thoughts ex- 
pressed ; 
He growrd in anger, and in love caress*d. 
No human falsehood lurk'd beneath his heart; 
Brave without boasting, gcn'rous without art. 
When Hector's virtues man, proud man, dis< 

play«. 
Truth shall adorn his tomb with Hector's praise. 

On an Old Woman who sold Pots at Chester. 

Bbvbath this stone lies Cath'rine Gray, 
Chang*d to a lifeless lump of clay ; 
By earth and clay she got her pelf. 
Yet DOW she's tum'd to earth herself 
Ye weeping friends, let me advise. 
Abate TOur grief, and dry your eyes ; 
For what avails a flood of tears i 
Who knows but in a run of years. 
In some tall pitcher, or broad pan. 
She in her shop may be again } 

To the Pie-house Memory of Nell Batchelor, 
the O^ord Pie^pKoman. 

Hbrb, into the dust 

The mouldering crust 
Of Eleanor Batchelor's shoven ; 

Well vers*d in the arts 

Of pies, custards, and tarts. 
And the lucrative skill of the oven. 

When she'd liv'd long enough. 

She made her last pun— 
A puff by her husband much pnus'd: 

Now here she doth lie, 

And'makiBi a dirt-pie, 
Li hopes tiiat her €fM9i diall be rn^d. . 



EXTRACTS, 

On Sir John Fanhrugh, the Poet and 

By Dr. Evams. 

Lib heavy^n him, earth ! for he 
Laid many a neavy load on thee. 

Posthumous Fame. 

A MONSTER, in a course of vice | 
Leaves to his gaping heir his ill-gaic 
Now breathes his oust, now are 

shown. 
Their date commencing with the 

stone. 
If on his specious marble we rely. 
Pity a worth like his should ever di< 
If credit to his real life we eive. 
Pity a wretch like him shomd ever 

On the Hon. Simon Harcourt. 

To this sad shrine, whoever thoi 
near: 
Here lies the friend most lov*d, tli 

dear ; 
Who nc er knew joy but friendshi] 

vide. 
Or gave his father grief — ^but when 
How vain is reason, eloquence hi 
If Pope must tell what Harcourt car 
Yet let thy once-lov'd friend inscrib 
And with a father*s sorrow mix hit 

On General Withers. Poi 

Herb, Withers, rest ! thou brav< 
mind. 
Thy country's friend, but more of hi 
O born to arms ! O worth in youth 
O soft humanity, in age belov d I 
For thee the hardy vet ran drops a t 
And the gay courtier feels the sigh 

Withers, adieu ! yet not with tin 
Thy martial spirit, or thy social lov< 
Amidst corruption, luxury, and rag 
Still leave some ancient virtues to oi 
Nor let us say, those English glorie 
The last true Briton lies beneath tfc 



Oil Mr. Cruggs, PoPB. 

Statesman', yet friend to trutl 
sincere, 
In action faith t\il, and in honor cle 
Who broke no promise, scrv*d no p 
Who ^in'd no title, and who lost 
Ennobled by himself, by sdl approv 
Prais'd, wept, and honour d, by th 
Iota. 

On Sir Isaac ifewton. 

Approach, ye wise of soul, 
divine : 
'Tis Newton's name that conse 
That sun of knowled^, whose mei 
Kindled the gloom of nature into d 



Book IV. 
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Tbat soul of science, that unbomded mind, 
Tbat genius which ennobled human kind 1 
Coofess'd supreme of men, his country's pride; 
And half esteemed an angel — till he died : 
Who in the eye of Heaven like Enoch stood. 
And thro* the paths of knowledge walk'd with 

God: 
Whose fame extends, a sea without a shore ! 
Who but forsook one world to know the laws 

of more. 



On ihe same. Pope. 

Nature and nature's laws lay hid in night : 
God taid, " Let Newton be !*' and sdl was light. 



From Cowley. 

HitE lies the great— False marble, tell me 
where: 
Nothing but poor and sordid dust lies here. 



On a Young Lady. Mallet. 

This homble grave though no proud struc- 
toiegraee. 
Yd tmth and goodness sanctify the place : 
Yet blameless virtue, that adom*d thy bloom, 
Iiasptsd maid I now weeps upon thy tomb : 
Eictp*d from death, O safe on that caim shore, 
Where sin, and pain, and passion, are no more! 
What never wealth could buy, nor pow*r de- 



Bcgud and pi^, wait sincere on thee ! 
Ul lofi remembrance drops a pious tear. 
And boly (Hendriiijp sits a mourner here. 



Os Mr, AHman and hi$ Son» M a l l et . 

DiAft to the wise and good, beneath this 
stone 

■|[ere sleep in peace the fiither and the son ! 

1^ virtue, as by nature, close allied ; 

^Ve painters ^nius, but without the pride: 

^ortn unambitious, wit afraid to shine, 

'honor's clear light, and friendship s warmth 

.^^^ divme. 

^^be son, fair rising, knew too short a date ! 

gtit O ! how more severe the parent's fate ! 

Hie nw him torn untimely from his side, 

^«lt all a fiithefs anguish, wept, and died. 



On an Infant, 

To the dark and silent tomb 
^ooQ I hasted from the womb ; 
^caiee the dawn of life began 
^le I measur d out my span. 

I no smilins pleasures knew ; 
1 no g^y delights oould view ; 
JoywiB sofoumar was I, 
^My born to weap and die. 



Happy mfaat^ early blasri 
Rest, in peaceful slumber rtsi ; 
£arl^ rescu*d from the cares 
Which increase with growing years 

No delights are worth thy stay. 
Smiling as they seem, and eay ; 
Short and sickly are they ail. 
Hardly tasted ere they pall. 

All our gaiety is vain. 
All oar laoshter is bat pain : 
Lasting only and divine. 
Is an innocence like thine. 



Anoiher. 

Beveath a sleeping infant lies ; 

To earth her body's lent ; 
More glorious she'll hereafter rise. 

Though not more innocent* 

When the archaBgel's tmmD jUl blow» 
And souls to bodies joii9^ 4p 

Millions will wish their lives below 
Had been as short as thine. 



On Two Twin Sisters. 

Fair marble, tell to future days. 

That here two virgin-sisters lie. 
Whose life em ploy' (Teach tongue in praise; ^ 

Whose death gave tears to ev'ry eye. 

In stature, beauty, years, and fame. 
Together as they grew, they shone; 

So much alike, so much the same. 
That Death mistook them both for one. 



Epitaph on Mrs, Mason, in the Cathedral ai 
Bristol. Maaov. 

Take, holy earth ! all that my soul holds dear: 
Take that best gift which Heaven so lately 
- gave: 
To Bristol's fount I bore with trembling care 
Her faded form. She bow'd to taste the 
wave— 
And died. Does youth, does beauty read the 
line? 
Does sympathetic fear their breasts alarm ? 
Speak, dead Maria 1 breathe a strain divine ; 
E'en from the grave thou shalt have power to 
charm. 
Bid them be chaste, be innooent, like thee : 

Bid them in duty's sphere as meekly move : 
And, if so fair, from vanity as free. 

As firm in friendship, and as fond in love. - 
Tell them, though 'tis an awful thing to die, 
CTwas e'en to thee) yet, the dread path once 
trod. 
Heaven lifts its everlasting^ portab hiajh. 
And bids " the pott m heart beaold 
God." 
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Epiiaph on Mus Drmmmond, in the Church of 
nrodsworih, Yorkshire, Mason. 

Hbrb sleeps what once was beauty, once was 
grace ; [bin*d 

Grace, that with tenderness and sense com- 
To form that harmony of soul and face, 

Where beauty shines the mirror of the mind. 
Such was the maid, that in the mom of youth. 

In virgin innocence, in nature's pride. 
Blest with each art that owes its charms to 
truth. 

Sunk in her father s fond embrace, and died. 
He weeps ; O venerate the holy tear ! 

Faith lends her aid to ease affliction s load ; 
The parent mourns his child upon the bier. 

The Christian yields an angel to his God. 

Epitaph on Mrt,^ Clarke. Gray. 

Lo I where this silent marble weeps, 
A friend, a wife^ a mother, sleeps ; 
A heart, witbimF^te sacred cell 
The peaceful vVbiM lov*d to dwell. 
Aficction warm, and faith sincere. 
And sod humanity, were there. 
In agony, in death resigned. 
She felt the wound she left behind. 
Her infant image, here below. 
Sits smiling on a father s woe : 
Whom what awaits, while yet he strays 
Along the lonely vale of days? 
A pang to secret sorrow dear ; 
A sigh, an unavailing tear. 
Till time shall ev*ry grief remove. 
With life, with memory, and with love. 



On General Woffe^inthe Church of Weslerham, 
in Kent, — where he was born, 172?. 

Whik«e George in sorrow bows his laurelfd 
head. 
And bids the artist grace the soldier dead ; 
We raise no sculptur d trophv to thy name. 
Brave youth ! the fairest in the lists of fame. 

Proud of thy birth, we boast th* auspicious 
y«r; 
Struck with thy &11, we shed the gen*ra1 tear ; 
With humble grief inscribe one artless stone. 
And from thy matchless honor date our own. 

The Prayer (if a VTue Heathen. 

GREAt Jove, this one petition grant ; 
(Thou knowcst best what mortals want :) 
Ask'd or unaskVl, what's good supply; 
What's evil, to our prayers deny! 



■, 1763. 



To the Right Hon. Lady Ch 

Wmek lovely Portia glitters at the play. 
Or, in her birth-night robes, outshines the day ; 
From crowds diitingutsh'd by her grace and air, 
Portia the fidrest seems, where allare fair : 



A kindling passion €v'ry breast alai 
Each tongue proclaims the triun 

charms. 

But when, retir'd amidst their rv 

She cheers th* illustrious patriot's ca 

Or, smiling, sits her infant tribe an 

And guides to virtue's paths th 

throng : 
Behold, amidst these pleasing cares 
The tender mother, and th' engagii 
More just applause these humbier vi 
And Portia shines, as good as she h 



An Incident in Higfi Lift 

The Bucks had dind, and deep 

sat; 
Their wine was brilliant — ^but the 

flat : 
Up starts his Lordship, to the win< 
And lo 1 "A race ! a race 1" in rs 
"Where?" quoth Sir John. " Wl 

drops of rain 
Start from the summit of the crysta 
A thousand pounds, which drop wi 

force 
Performs its current down the slipp 
The*bets were fix'd ; the dire susper 
For victory pendant on the nod of 
Now down the sash, unconscious < 
The bubbles roll — like f>earls from ( 
But ah ! the glittering joys of life i 
How oft two jostling steeds have 

sport! 
Lo ! thus attraction, by coercive la 
Th' approaching drops into one bu' 
Each curs'd his fate, that thus t 

cross'd ; 
How hard their lot, who neither w 



As a west-countr}' mayor, with 

dress. 
Was making his speech to the hau 

Bess : 
•• The Spaniard," quoth he, " wit 

spleen 
Has presum'd lo attack you, a poor v 
But your majesty's courage has ma 
That the don iiad ta'en the wrong 

ear." 

A Court Audience, 

Old South, a witty churchman 
Was preaching once to Charles th 
But much too serious for a court. 
Who at all preaching made a spon 
He s(X)n i)erceiv*d his audience no 
Deaf 10 tlu* zealous man of God. 
The doctor stopp'd, began to call, 
'* Fray wake tne Earl of Lauderd: 
My lord ! why 'tis a monstrous th: 
You snore so loud you *11 wake the 
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Oh a Dispute between Dr. Radclife and Sir 
Godfrey Kneller. 

Sir Godprbv and Radcliffe had one com- 
mon way 

Into one common gardcn-^-and each had a key. 

Quoth Kneller, •' Til certainly stdp up that 
door. 

If wer I find it unlock'd any more." 

"Your threats," replies Radcliffe, "disturb 
not my ease ; 

And so you don*t paint it, e*en do what you 
please.'* 
" You're smart," rejoins Kneller ; *' but say 
what vou will : 

I'll /oAf any thi ng from you*-but potion or pil 1 ." 

The Empty Gun. 

Ai Dick and Tom in fierce dispute engage. 
And hot to face the noisy contest wage ; 
" DoD*t cock your chin at me,** Dick smartly 

cries* 
"Fetr not — his head's not charged,** a friend 

replii 



n 



> Esq. Antiquary and F.R.S. 



GiTi me the thing that*s pretty, odd, and 
new: 
All n^y, M, odd things^-*I leare to you. 

^ erecimg a MonumesU to Shakspeare, under 
Mf Directum qf Mr. Pope, Lord Burling' 
ioM, HTe. 

To mark her Shakspeare's worth, and Bri- 
I tain's lore, 

^^ Pope design, and Burlinj^on approve : 
^^^fterfluous care! When distant times shall 



K 



view 



k tomb grown old«— hb works shall still be 



Jfr. Nash*s Picture at full Length, between 
4ke Busts qfSir Isaac Newton and Mr, Pope, 
mi Both. Chester riBLD. 



old Egyptians hid their vtrit 
^ In hiero^yphic dress, 
^ give men pains in search of it. 
And please themselves with guess. 

Modems, to hit the self-same path^ 

And exercise their parts, 
^ace fij^res in a room at Bath : 

Fofgire them, God of arts I 

^ ewton, if I can judge aright. 
All Wisdom docs express j 

^is knowledge gives mankind delight. 
Adds to their tiappiness. 

*2J *• the emblem of true Wit, 
nie sunshine of the mind \ 
^ttd o*er his works in search of it, 
Yoq11 codiess pleasure find. 






Nash represents man In the mass^ 
Made up of wrong and right ; 

Sometimes a king, sometimes an ass^ 
Now blunt, and now polite. 

The picture placed the busts between. 
Adds to the thought much strength ; 

Wisdom and Wit are little seen. 
But Folly's at full length. 



The following Lines were handed up to a beau* 
tiful young Lady who was cUtending the 
Trial of Criminals at the Assizes in Surrey. 

Whilst petty offences and felonies smart. 
Is there no jurisdiction for stealing one's heart? 
You, fair one, will smile, and cry, " Laws, I 
defy you ;" [you ; 

Assur'd that no peers can be sumn)on'd to try 
But think not that paltry defence will secure ye; 
For the muses and graces will just make d jury. 

The Dropsical Man. Taylor. 

A JOLLY, brave toper, who could not for* 
bear. 
Though his life was in danger, old port and 
stale beer, [arink on. 

Gave the doctors the hearing — but still would 
Till the dropsy had swell'd htm as big as a tun ; 
The mbre ne took phpic the worse still he 

And tapping was now the last thing he could do. 
Affairs at this crisis, and doctors come down. 
He began to consider — so sent for his son. 
Tom, see by what courses i 've shorten'd my life, 
I'm leaving the world ere I'm forty and nve ; 
More than probable 'tis, that in twenty-four 

hours 
This manor, thb house, and estate, will be 

yours ; 
My early excesses may teach you this truth. 
That 'tis working for death to drink hard in 

one's youth. 
Says Tom (who's a lad of a generous spirit. 
And not like young rakes, who 're in haste to 

inherit) 
Sir, don't be dishearten'd ; although it be true, 
Th' operation is painful, and hazardous too, 
'Tis no more than what many a man has gone 

through. 
And then, as for years, you may yet be calFd 

young, 
Your life after this may be happy and long. 
Don't flatter me, Tom, was the father's reply. 
With a jest in his mouth, and a tear in his eye: 
Too well, by experience, my vessels, thoa 

know'st, ^ [ghost. 

No sooner are tapp'd, but they give up the 

EPIGRAMS/rom MARTIAL. 
To James Harris, Esq. 

Martial, Book iv. Ep. 87. 

WouLDST thou, bv Attic taste iiii|nn*d, 
By all be read, by all "be lov'd, 

3 M 
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To learned Harris* curious eye. 

By me advb*d, dear Muse, apply: 

111 him the perfect judge you'll find. 

In him the candid friend, and kind. 

I f he repeats, if he approves. 

If he the laughing muscles moves, 

lliou nor the critic's sneer shall mind. 

Nor be to pies or trunks oonsign'd. 

If he condemns, away jou fly. 

And mount in paper-Kites the sky. 

Or dead 'moogst Grub-street's records lie. 

Booki. Ep. 11. 
Curmudgeon the rich widow courts; 
Nor lively she, nor made for sports ; 
Tti lo Curmudgeon charm enough. 
That she has got a church-yard cough. 

Book i. Ep. 14. 
Wbev Arria from her wounded side 
To Partus g^ve the reeking steel, 
I feel not what I've done, she cried ; 
What Paetus is to do, I fetL 

Book iii. Ed. 43. 
Bevorb a swan, behincl a crow. 
Such self-deceit ne'er did I know. 
Ah ! cease your arts-^Death knows you *re grey. 
And spile of all will keep his day. 

Book iv. Ep. 78. 
With lace bedizen'd comes the man. 
And I must dine with Lady Anne. 
A silver service loads the board. 
Of eatables a slender hoard. 
" Your pride and not your victuals spare; 
I came to din^, and not to stare." 

Book vii. Ep. 75. 
Whev dukes in town ask thee to dine. 
To rule their roast, and smack their wine ; 
Or take thee to their country seat. 
To mark their dogs, and bless their meat; 

, dream not on preferment soon : 

Tbou'rt not their fncnd, but their buffoon. 

Book viii. Ep. 36. 
Alike in temper and in life, 
A drunken husband, sottish wife. 
She ji scold, a bully he— 
The devil's in*t they don't agree* 

Book xii. Ep. 83. 
Your teeth from Htfknmet, and your hair 
from Bolney — 
Was not an eye too to be had for money ? 

Book xii. Ep. 30. 
Ned is a sober fellow, they pretend : 
Such would i^have my coachman, not my 
friend. 

Rook xii. Ep. 103. 
You sell your wife's rich jewels, lace, and 
clothes ; 
Tiie price once paid, away the purchase goes : • 
But she a better bargain proves, I'm told ; 
Still sold returns, and still is to be sold. 



ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 



Book L Ep. 40. 
Is there t' enrol amount the fric 
Whose names pure faith and ancle 

new; 
Is there, enrich'd with virtue's hon 
Deep vers'd in Latian and Athenia 
Is there, who right maintains, and 

sues. 
Nor knows a wish that heaven can 
Is there, who can on his great self 
Now let me die, but Harris is this 

Book ii. Ep. 80. 
When Fannius should have *scap'< 

His own hands stopp d his breat 
And was't not madness, I would li 

By dying to 'scape death i 

The same. 
Himself he slew, when he th 
fly; 
What madness this — for fear of de 

Book X. Ep. 78. 
Varus did lately me to supper c 
The furniture was large, the feast 
The tables spread with plate, not mi 
Much to accost the eye, nought fo 
We came to feast our bellies, not < 
Pray take away your gold ; give u< 

Book i. Ep. \6. 
Thou, whom (if faith or honor i 
A friend) I rank amongst my dear 
Remember you are now almost thi 
Few days ot life remain, if any mc 
Defer not what no future time ins 
And only what is past, esteem tha 
Successive cares and troubles for y< 
Pleasure not so ; it nimbly fleets a 
Then seize it fast : embrace it ere 
In the embrace it vanishes and die 
** I'll live to-morrow," will a wisi 
To-morrow is too late — then live t 

From Martial, literally tram 

A LANDLORD at Bath put upon 

hum : I 

I ask'd him ^r punch, and the i 

Book ii. Ep. 41. 

Yes ; I submit, my lora ^ youVi 

end: 

I 'm now your slave— that would ha 

I'll bow, ril fringe, be supple as ' 

Respect, adore you— every tning, ' 

Book viii. Ep. 19. 
Hal says he's poor, in hopc^ you'll 
But take his word for't; Hal's i 
groat. 

Book i. Ep. Id. 
Whex from her breast chaste A 
the sword. 
And gave the deathfui weapon to I 
My wound, she said, believe m 

smart. 
But thine alone, my Paetus, pains 



* Meruoi is not translated at all. 
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Book is. £p. 89. 
Mt works the reader and the hearer praise ^ 
They're incorrect, a brother- poet says : 
But let htm rail ; for when I give a feast. 
Am I to please the cook, or please the guest ? 

fiook i. £p. 34. 
HiR father dead, alone no grief she knows ; 
Th' obedient tear at ev*ry visit flows. 
No moomer he who must by praise be fec*d ; 
Bat he who mooms in secret, mourns indeed ! 

Book i. £p. 39. 
Tai veries, friend, which thou hast read, are 
mine; 
Bat, as thou read*st them, they may pass for 
thine. 

Book ii. £p. 3. 
Yoo ay, you nothing owe ; and so I say : 
He only owes, who something has to pay. 

Book ii. £p. 68. 
Yoo*MK 6ne, and ridicule my thread-bare 

^^Utad-bare indeed it is ; but *tis my own. 



I DROPPED a thing in verse, without a name; 
;^^t no censure, and I gain d no fame : 
^he public saw the bastard in the cradle, 
^Qt ne*er inouir'd ; so lefl it to the beadle. 
;^ certain nobleman takes up the child ; 




^^ — jhining eyes it has I how fair a face ! 
2^C parts what symmetry ! what strength divine! 
^tie Doble brat is sure of Pek)ps* line. 

The Mistake, Taylor. 

^ A CAraoN-BALL, One bloody day, 
XViok a poor sailor's leg away; 
^^nd, at OD comrade's back he made off, 
J^ second fiurly took his head off. 
^^ fellow, on this odd emergence, 
^^arries him pick-back to the surgeon's. 
^^ da ! cnes the doctor, are you drunk, 
^^0 bring me here a headless trunk ? 
"^ lying dogl cries Jack — he said 
^lis leg was off, and not his head. 



Epitaph to the Memory of Lucy Lyttelton. 
Made to engage rU hearts, and charm all 



*Xho* meek, maznanimous ; tho' witty, wise ; 
iMfte as all her life in courts had been, 
^etgood as she the world had never seen ; 
*I1ie noble 6re of an exalted mind, 
^'ith gentle female tenderness combin'd ; 

Her speech was the melodious voice of love; 

Ker song Uie warbling of the vernal grove ; 

Her do^ieaoe was sweeter than her song, 

^oft as ber heart, and as her reason strong ; 

Ijcr form each beauty of her mind expressed ; 

Her miiid was riftue bgr the graces dress'd. 



Epitaph on Miss Stanley. Thomsov. 

Here, Stanley! rest, escap'd this mortal 
strife. 
Above the joys, beyond the woes of life. 
Fierce pangs no more thy lively beauty stain^ 
And sternly try thee with a year of nam : 
No more sweet patience, feigning oft relief. 
Lights thy sick eye, to cheat a parent's grief: 
With tender art to save her anxious groan. 
No more thy bosom presses down its own : 
Now well-earn'd peace is thine, and bliss sin* 

cere: 
Ours be the lenient, not unpleasins tear ! 

O ! born to bloom, then sink beneath tbt 
storm'. 
To show us Virtue in her fairest form ; 
To show us artless Reason's moral reign. 
What boastful Science arro^tes in vain; 
Th' obedient passions, knowmg each their part. 
Calm light the head, and harmony the heart 1 

Yes, we must follow soon, will glad obey. 
When a few suns have roll'd their cares away; 
Tir'd with vain life, will close the willins eye; 
"Tis the great birthright of mankind to die. 
Blest be the bark that wafts us to the shore 
Where death-divided friends shall part no 

more! 
To join thee there, here with thy dust repose. 
Is all the hope thy hapless mother kno>¥S. 

To Atossa. 

I lov'd thee beautiful and kind. 

And plighted an eternal vow ; 
So alter d are thy face and mind, 

'Twere perjury to love thee now. 

To CoriniM. 

Since fint you knew my am*rous smart, 
£ach day augments your proud disdain j 

'Twas then enough to break my heart. 
And now, thank Heaven ! to oreak my chain* 

Cease, thou scorner, cease to shun me ! 

Now let love and hatred cease ! 
Half that rigour had undone me. 

All that rigour gives me peace. 



My heart still hovering round about you, 
I thought I could not live without you : 
Now we have liv'd three months asunder. 
How I liv'd with you is the wonder. 



Dialogue letween an old Incumbent and the 
Person promised the next Presentatwi, 

I'm glad to see you well.— O Pithless breath ! 
What, glad to sec me well, and wish my death ! 
No more, replies the youth. Sir, thitmisnving: 
I wish not lor your oeath, but for your livingl 

3m 2 



OOP. 



J^' 
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ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 



Booi 



To Chloe. 



1 SWORE I lov*d, and you believed. 
Yet, trust me, we were Doth deceiv*d ; 

Though ain swore was true. 
I lov*d one gen*rous, good, and kind, 
A form created in my mind $ 

And thought that form was you. 

On one who Jirsi abused, and then made Love 

to a Lady. 

Foul — ^ with mceless verse 
The noble ■ ' dar a asperse: 
But when he saw her well bespatter'd. 
Her reputation stain'd and tatter d ; 
He sazed, and loved the hideous elf. 
She look'd so very like himself. 
True sung the bard well-known to fame*, 
Self-loTe and social are the same. 



To a Lady who drew her Pintjrom her Bonnet 
in a Thunder Storm. 

Cease, JEliza, thy locks to despoil. 
Nor remove the bright steel from thy hair ; 

For fruitless and fond is the toil. 
Since Nature has made thee so &ir. 

While the rose on thy cheek shall remain. 
And thine eye so btewitchingly shine. 

Thy endeavour must still be in vain. 
For attraction will always be thine. 



She who in secret yields her heart. 
Again may claim it from her lover ; 

But she who plays the trifler*s part. 
Can ne*er her sqoander'd fame recover. 

Then grant the hma for which I pray ; 

Tb better lend flpta throw away. 



We thought you without titles great. 
And wealthy with a small estate ; 
While by your humble self alone 
You seem*d unrated and unknown. 
But now on fortune s swelling tide 
High borne in all the pomp of pride. 
Of grandeur vain, and fono of pelf, 
'TIS plain, my lord, yon knew yourself. 



Tom thought a wild profusion great. 
And therefore spent his whole estate ; 
Will thinks the wealthy are ador'd. 
And gleans what misers blush to hoard : 
Their nasstons merit fate the same. 
They tnirst and ttarve alike for fame. 



To Clarissa. 

Why like a tyrant wilt thou rei^, 

When thou mayst rule the willing mind ? 

Can the poor pride of giving pain 
Repay the joys that wait the kind } 

• Mr. Pope. 



I curse my fond enduring heart, 
Which, scom*d, presumes not to be fr 

Condemn*d to feel a double smart ; 
To hate myself, and bum for thee. 

On Shaktpeare's Monument at Stratford 
Avon. Sbwai 

Great Homefs birth seven^ival cities c 
Too mighty such monopoly of fame. 
Yet not to birth alone did Homer owe 
His wondrous worth : what Egypt coul 

stow. 
With all the schoob of Greece and Asia j( 
£nlarg*d th* immense expansion of his m 
Nor yet unrivaPd the Mseonian strain : 
The British Ea^lef and the Mantuan Si 
Tow*r equal heights. But happier Stra 

thou, 
With incontested laurels deck thy brow : 
Thy bard was thine unschooFd, and fron 

brought 
More than all Egypt, Greece, or Asia, ta 
Not Homer*s selfsuch matchless honors 
The Greek has rivab, but thy Shakspeare 

A Sonnet. Imitated from the Spamsh qf, 
de Vega : Menagiana, tom. iv. p. Ijt 

Edwar 

Capricious Wray a sonnet needs 

have ; 

1 ne*er was so put to*t before-— a sonnet! 

Why, fburteen verses must be spent ud 

Tis good however t* have conquered the n 

stave. 
Yet I shall ne*er find rhymes enough by 
Said I ; and found myself i* the midst 

second : 
If twice four verses were but fairly reel 
I should turn back on the hardest par 

laugh. 
Thus far with good success I think I've 
bled. 
And of the twice seven lines have cki 
o*er ten. 
Courage! anotherMl finish the first triple 
Thanks to thee, muse, my work begi 
shorten. 
There*s thirteen lines sot thro*, driblet by di 
*Tis done ! count now you will, I w 
there's fourteen. 



Ok pollard oak, hollow at heart. 
Tremendous lightning darted : 

Tremble at God*s avenging dart, 
O all ye hollow-hearted !' 

Why the Universities abound in Lean 

No wonder that Oxford and CambtklB 

found. 

In learning and science so greatly abouA 

When all carry thither a little each day. 

And we meet with so few who bring any 

I 

t Milton. 



Book IF. 






As Quia and Foote 
One day walked out 

To view the conotry rounds 
Iq merry mood 
They chatting stood 

Hard by the village-pound* 

Foote from his poke 
^ shilling took. 

And said, £ *il bet a penny 
In a short space. 
Within this place, 

I'll make this piece a guinea. 

UiMm the ground. 
Within the pound, 

'The shilling soon was thrown : 
Behold, 9ays Foote, 
The thing s made out. 

For there is one pound one. 

I wonder not, 

Sra Quin, that thought 
Should in vour head be found. 

Since that's the way 

Your debts you pay- 
One shilhng in the pound. 



On a Statue of Apollo crowning Merit. 

Mbkit, if thou' rt blest with riches, 
I'or God's sake buy a pair of breeches, 
Aod give tl^em to thy naked brother. 
Par OTie good turn deserves another. 



EPIGRAMS, &c. 

The gownman stopp'd, and, turning, sternly 

said— 
I doubt, my lad, you're far worse taught than 

fed! 
Why, ay I says Tom, still jogging on, that's 

true: 
Thank God 1 he feeds me ; but I'm tau^t by 

you. 



O LET me die in peace 1 Eumenes cried 
To a hard creditor at his bed>side. 
How! diet roardGripus; thusyour debts evade! 
^o, no. Sir, you shan't die till I am paidt 



On Sleep, 

Although soft sleep death's sad resem- 
blance wears, 

Sdll do I wish him on my couch to lie. 
Come, balmy sleep | for sweetly it appears. 

Thus without life to live, thus without death 
iodic. 



On a bad Singer. 

When screech-owls screek, their note por- 
tends 
To foolish mortals death of friend^: 
But when Corvina strains her throat, 
Eten sereeeh^wls sicken at the note. 



Ufov tome hasty errand Tom was sent, 
And met his parish-curate as he went ; 
Bot, just like what he was, a sorry clown. 
It leant he paai*d kim with a covcf'd down* 



Epitaph on a certain Miser. 
Herb lies one who for med'cines would not 



cnve 



A litue gold, and so his life he lost : 
I:fancy now he'd wish again to live. 
Could he but guess how much his funeral 
cost. 



On Captain Grenvilk. LoRB Lttteltov. 

Ye weeping muses, graces, virtues, tell, 
•If, since your all-accomplish'd Sidney fell. 
You, or afflicted Britain, e'er depl<;yr'a 
A loss like that these plaintive lays record ! 
Such spotless honor; such ingenuous truth ; 
Such ripen'd wisdom in the bloom of yqnth! 
So mild, so gentle, so compos'd a mind. 
To such heroic warmth and courag^ join'd ! 
He too, like Sidney, nurs'd in Learnings arms. 
For nobler war forsook her softer charms : 
Like him, possess'd of every pleasing art. 
The secret wish of every female heart j 
Like him, cut oflf in youthful glory's pride. 
He uncepining for his country died. 



Designed for the Monument qf Sir Isaac 

Newton* 

More than his namlliKre lesa— *twould 

seem to fear 
He who increased Heaven's fame, could want 

it here. 
Ye»— when the sun he lighted up shall fade. 
And all the world he found at first decay'd ; 
Then void and waste eternity shall lie. 
And Time and Newton's name together die 1 

Upon a young Gentleman refusing to walk with 
the Author in the Park, because he was not 
dressed well. Garr ICK. 

Frieno Col and I, both full of whim. 

To shun each othe/oft agree ; 
For I'm not beau enough for him. 

And he's too much a beau for me« 
Then let us from each ether fly> 

And arm in arm no more appear ; 
That I may ne'er oflfcnd your eye. 

That you may ne'er offend my ear. 

On Mr. Qiitfi. Garrxck. 

Sats Epicure Quin, Should the devil in hell 

In fishing for men take delisht, 
Hu hook bait with ven'son, I love it so well. 

Indeed I am sure I should bite. 



<«->' 
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ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 



Extempore, on hearing a certain itnperiineni 
Address in the Newspapers, By Garrick, 
Thomson, &c. 

Thou essence of dock, of valerian, and sage. 
At once the disgrace and the pest of this age, 
The worst that we wbh thee, for all thy oad 

crimes. 
Is to take thy own physic, and read thy own 

rhymes. 

Answer to the Junto, 

Their wish must be in form revers*d. 

To suit the doctor's crimes. 
For, if he takes his physic first. 

He'll never read his rhymes. 

Dr, Hilts Reply to the Junto^s Epigram. 

Ye desperate junto, ve great or ye small. 
Who combat dukes, doctors, the deuce, and 

'em all ! 
Whether gentlemen, scribblers, or poets in 

Your impertinent curses shall never prevail : 
I'll take neither saee, dock, nor balsam of honey ; 
Do you take the physic, and I'll take the money. 

Writteri soon after Dr, UilVs Farce, called the 
Rout, was acted. Garrick. 

For physic and farces 
His equal there scarce is ; 
His farces arc physic. 
His physic a farce is. 

To Dr. Hill, upon his Petition of the Letter I 
to Mr. Garrick. Garrick. 

If 'tis true, as JOQ say, that I've iniurd a 
letter, [better ; 

I'll chang^ my note soon, and I hope for the 
May the right use of letters, as well as of men. 
Hereafter be fixed bv the tongue and the pen -, 
Most devoutly I wbn they both had their due. 
And that / may be never mistaken for U. 

Colloquial Epigram.* Garrick. 

fTtlmoi. 
Yon should call at his house, or should send 
him a card ; — 
Can Garrick alone be so cold ? 

Garrick. 
Shall I, a poor player, and still poorer bard. 

Shall folly with Camden make bold i ' 
What joy can I give him, dear Wilmot, declare : 

Promotion no honors can bring ; 
To him the Great Seals are but labor and care : 

Wish joy to your country and king. 



J 

To the Author of the Farmer's Lett 
were written in Ireland in the 5 
Rebellion, by Henry Brooke, Esq 

Gi 

O THOU, whose artless, free-bc 

charms. 
Whose ruslic zeal each patriot bosoi 
Pursue the glorious task, the pleasin 
Forsake the field, and till a nobler s 
Extend the farmer's care to human 
Manure the heart, and cultivate the 
There plant religion, reason, freedoi 
And sow the seeds of virtue in our \ 
Let no rank weeds corrupt or braml 
And shake the vermin from the Brit 
From northern blasts protect the ver 
And guard our pastures from the 

Rome : 
On Britain's liberty ingraft thy nam 
And reap the harvest of immortal £1 



Upon a Lady's Embroidery. Gi 

Arachne once, as poets tell, 
A goddess at her art defied ; 

But soon the daring mortal fell 
The hapless victim of her pride. 

O then beware Arachne's fate I 
Be prudent, Chloe, and submit : 

For you'll more surely feel her hate, 
Who rival both her art and wit. 



Death and the Doctor. Occasioned 
sician*s lampooning a Friend qfth 

Ga 

As Doctor musing sat. 

Death saw, and came without del 

Enters the room, begins the chat. 
With ** Doctor, why so thoughtf 

The Doctor started from his place. 
But soon they more familiar grew 

And then he told his piteous case. 
How trade was low, and friends m 

** Away with fear," the phantom sai 
As soon as he had heard his tale : 

" Take my advice, and mend your t 
We both are losers if you fail. 

" Go write, your wit in satire show. 
No matter whether smart or true ; 

Call — names, the greatest foe 
To dullness, folly, pride, and you. 

" Then copies spread, there lies the 
Among your friends be sure you s« 

For all who read will soon grow sicli 
And, when you're call'd upon, att 



* Soon after the promotion of Lord Camden to the Seals, Mr. Wilmot, his Lordshi 
bearer, called at Hampton ; where learning that Mr. Garrick had not yet paid his cona 
compliments, the oonvenation between the two gentlemen furnishod Mr. Garrick will 
joct of the Epigram ; in which with admirable address our English Roscius has turn 
jMiicd Delect iato a very elegant puicgyric on that truly patriotic nobleman. 
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** Thus tnuk ineteaune by degrees. 
Doctor, we both thall kave our ends ; 

For yoa are aare to have your fees. 
And I am sure to hare your friends.** 



Upon a certain LortFs giving some Thousand 
Pounds/or a House. Garrxck. 

So many thousands for a house. 
For joa, of all the world. Lord Mouse ! 
A little house would best accord 
With you, my very little lord ! 
And then exactly match*d would be 
Your house and nospitality. 

Upon seeing Mr, Taylor's Pictures qf Bath, 
ondkearing a Connoisseur declare that " they 
wre finely painied/or a Gentleman," 

Garrick. 



Tbll me the meaning, you who can. 
Of " finely for a ^ntleman !** 
Is genius, rarest gift of Heaven, 
To the hired artist only given ? 
Or, like the Catholic salvation, 
j^led in for any class or station ? 
Is it bound prentice to the trade, 
Whieh works, and as it works is paid ? 
Is there no skill to build, invent, 
Unless inspir'd ^yfive per cent, f 
And shah thou, Taylor, paint in vain, 
vJnless impeird by nopes of gain ? 
.fte wise, my friend, and take thy fee, 
it Claude Lorraine may yield to thee. 



Tori JPocl to Mr.Hoskins, his Counsellor and 
Friend, Garrick. 

Oir your care must depend the success of my 
suit, 
*Thc possession I mean of the house in dispute ^ 
Consider, my friend, an attomey*s my foe, 
*The worst of his tribe, and the best is so-so. 
^ let not his quidditi and quirks of the law, 
^ let not this narpy, your poor client claw 1 
la law, as in life, I know well *tis a rule, 
*niat a knave should be ever too hard for a fool : 
To this rule one exception your client implores. 
That the fool may for once beat the knave out 
of doors. 



Frwsi the Spanish. Garrick. 

For me my &ir a wreath has wove. 
Where nval flow*rs in union meet ; 

Ai oft she kiss'd the gift of love. 
Her breath gave sweetness to the sweet. 



A bee within a damask rote 

Had crept, the nectar'd dew to sip ; 
But lesser sweets the thief foregoes. 

And 6xes on Louisa*s lip ; 
Where tasting all the bloom of spring* 

Waked by the ripeninc breath of May, 
Th* ungrateful spoiler leu his sting. 

And with the honey flew away. 



An Epitaph upon the celebrated Claudius PM^ 
Itps*, musician, who died veru poor, 

Garrick. 

Philips, whose touch harmonious oonid 
remove 
The pangs of guiltv pow*r and hapless love. 
Rest here, distress d by poverty no more. 
Here find that calm thou gav*st so oft before ; 
Sleep undisturb*d within this peaceful shrine. 
Till angeb wake thee with a note like thint. 



Epitaph on fFilliam Hogarthf, in Chisutick 
Church-Yard. Garrick. 

Farewrl, great painter of mankind. 

Who reacnM the noblest point of art ; 
Whose pictur*d morab charm the mind. 

And tnrough the eye correct the heart I 
If senius fire thee, reader, stay; 

If nature touch thee, drop a tear:— - 
If neither move thee, turn away. 

For Hogarth's honour*d dust lies here. 



Epitaph on James QuinX, in Bath Cathedrals 

Garrick. 

That ton^e, which set the table in a roar. 
And charm*a the public ear, is heard no more : 
Closed are those eyes, the harbingers of wit. 
Which spoke, before the tongue, what Shak* 

speare writ. 
Cold are those hands, which living were 

8tretch*d forth. 
At friendship's call, to succour modest wOrth. 
Here lies James Quin ! Deign, reader, to be 

uught,— "• 

Whate er thy strength of body, force of thoii|^t» 
In nature's happiest mould nowever cast. 
To this complexion thou must come at last. 

Epitaph on Laurence Sterne §. Garrick. 

Shall pride a heap of sculptured marble 

raise, fpraise. 

Some worthless, unmourn*d, titled fool to 

And shall we not by one poor grave-stone learn 

Where genius, wit, ana humor, sleep with 

Sterne ? 



* lliu Epitaph has been ascribed to Or. Johnson, but was really written by Mr. Garrick. 
See European Magazine, January, 1785. 

t He died October «6, 1764. J Mr. Quin died January, 1766. 

f Mr. Sterne was bora at Clonmel in Ireland, November 24, 1713, and died in Londoo^ 
Maich 18^ 17^' 
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Book IV. 



Spitaph on Mr.Beigklon, who hadheen Vicar 
of Ingham forty-five Years. Garrick. 

Near half an age, with every good man's 
praise, 
Amon^ his flock the shepherd |^ss*d his days : 
The friend, the comfort of the sick and poor. 
Want never knocked unheeded at his door ) 
Oft when his duty caird, disease and pain 
Strove to confine dim, but they strove in vain. 
All moan his death, his virtues lon^ they tried. 
They knew not how they lov*d him, till he 

died. 
Peculiar blessings did his life attend. 
He h<id no foe, and Camden was his friend. 



Epitaph on Paul Whitehead, Esq. 

Herb lies a man misfortune could not bend; 
Prai8*d as a poet, honor d as a friend. 
Tho* his youth kindled with the love of fame. 
Within his bosom glow*d a brighter flame : 
Whene'er hb friends with sharp a£3iction bled. 
And from the wounded deer the herd was fled. 
Whitehead stood forth — the healing balm ap- 
plied. 
Nor quitted their distresses-^till he died. 



j1 Tribute hy Mr, Garrick, to the Memory qf 
a Character he long knew and respected. 

Epitaph on Mr.Havard, Comedian*. 

'' An honest man's the noblest work of God." 

Hav ard, from sorrow rest beneath this stone ; 
A'O honest man — belovM as soon as known ; 
Howe'er defective in the mimic art. 
In real life he justly play'd his part ! 
The noblest cparactef he acted well. 
And heaven applaiidcid when the curtain fell. 



Inscription on a Grotto qf Shells, at Crux- 
Eastonf, the fFork qf JSine yowig LadiesX. 

Pope. 

Here, shunning idleness at once and praise, 

«i8 radiant pile nine rural sisters raise ; 
e glittering emblem of each spotless dame. 
Clear as her soul, and shining as her frame ; 
Beauty which nature only can impart. 
And such a polish as disgraces art ; 
But fate dispos'd them in this humble sort. 
And hid in deserts what would charm a court. 



Verses occasioned hy seeing a Grotto built by 
Nine Sisters. Herbert. 

So much this building entertains my sight. 
Nought but the builders can give more delight : 
In them the masterpiece of nature's shown. 
In this i see art's masterpiece in stone. 
O Nature, Nature, thou hast conquered Art; 
She charms the sight alone, but you the heart. 



Lines written by the celebrated Thomson, /» 
his Amanda ; ufith a Copy of the Seasons. 

Accept, dear Nymph ! a tribute due 
To sacred friendship, and to you : 
But with it take, what breath'd the whole, 
O ! take to thine the Poet's soul ! 

If fancy here her pow'r displays. 
Or if a heart exalts these lays. 
You fairest in that fancy shine. 
And all that heart b fondly thine! 



An Epigram* 

A member of the modem great 
Pas8*d Sawney with his budget | 

The peer was in a car of state. 
The tinker forced to trudge it. 

But Sawney shall receive the praise 
His lordship would parade for : 

One *s debtor for his dapple greys. 
And th' othei's shoes are paid for. 



The Lawyer and his CHent. 

Two lawyers, when a knotty cause wal 

o'er. 
Shook hands, and \yere as good friends ai 

before, 
" Zounds !" says the losing client, " how 

come yaw 
To be such friends, who were such foes just 

naw ?" 
Thou fool, says one, we lawyers, tho* so keen. 
Like slicars, ne'er cut ourselves^ but what's 

between. 



Epitaph on Mrs. Ellen Temple, kUt Wife of 
Air. John Temple^ of Malton, Surgetm* 

By Mr. Gentleman. 

Here, in just hope above the stars to rise. 
The mortal part of Ellen Temple lies. 
In whom those beauties of a spotless mind. 
Faith and good works, were happily combiu'd ; 
A patient, careful, constant, loving wife. 
The foe of scandal and domestic strife : 
The tender mother, undissembling friend. 
Who grac'd those virtues with a pious end ; 
Who, still preserving an unblemisird name. 
Ne'er meanly strove to taint a neighbour's 

fame; 
Who play'd, — as, reader, thou shouldst do— 

her part 
With inward peace and rectitude of heart ; 
Who Christian-like resign'd her final breath. 
And, dying free from censure, smifd at death* 



* He died 20th February, 1773. f lo the county of Hants, the seat of Edward Lisle, Esq. 
X Miss Lislcs, daughters of Edward lisle, Esq. and sisters to Dr. Lisle. 
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Epigram, 

TS a beau to a lady. Pray name if you 

can, 
I your acquaintance, the handsomest man. 
lady rephed. If you*d have me speak true, 
the handsomest man that *8 the most qn- 

like you. 



Oil a Bowl (if Punch. 

henb'br a bowl of punch we make, 
striking opposites we take ; 
itrong, the small, the sharp, the sweet, 
ther mix*d, most kindly meet; 
when they happily unite, 
X)wl " is pregnant whh delight.** 
conversation thus we find, 
four men, differently inclin*d -y 
talents each distinct, and each 
*d by peculiar powers of speech ; 
tempers too as much the same 
ilk and verjuice, fro^t and flame , 
parts by oroperly sustaining, 
ill prove nighly entertaining. 



^ 



A Description of London, 

UfB8, churches, mix'd together, 

I unpleasant in all weather ) 
IS, palaces contiguous, 

, a bridge, the Tnames irriguous ; 

f things enough to tempt ye, 

V outsides, insides empty ; 

les, trades, mvcbauic arts, 

les, wheelbarrows, and carts ; 

mU, bailifls, bills unpaid, 

of laundresses afraid ; 

!s that nightly rob and shoot men, 

men, aldermen, and footmen \ 

ers, poets, priests, physicians, 

^, simple, all conditions \ 

II beneath a threadbare cover, 
ay bedaub*d all over ; 

en black, red, fair, and grey ; 
s, and such as never pray -y 
lomc, ugly, noisy, still, 
that win not, some that will ; 
a beau without a shilling, 
a widow not unwilling, 
a bargain if you strike it: 
s London i — how d *ye like it ? 



On a young Lady, 

lOLD a nymph with ev*ry virtue graced, 
va*s head on Venus* shoulders placed I 
uature here displays her nicest art, 
sweet relievos hides the soundest heart; 
bile it hides, it elegantly tells 
what benevolence her bosom swells ; 
I beauty mental, moral, and divine, 
arm the lover, and his thoughts refine. 



Paradox, 

Four people sat down in one evening to play, 
They play d all that eve, and parted next day ; 
Could you think, when you* re told, as thus 

they all sat. 
No other play'd with them, nor was there one 

bet; 
Yet, when they rose up, each gained a guinea. 
Though none of 'em lost to the amount of a 

penny ? 



Aruw 



er. 



Four merry fidlers play'd all night. 
To many a dancmg ninny ; 

And the next morning went away. 
And each received a guinea. 



On the Fifth qf November. 
By an Irish Bellman, 

To-night's the day, I speak it with great 

sorrow. 
That we were all t* have been blown up to* 

morrow ; 
Therefore, take care of fire,- and candle-light : 
*Tis a cold frosty morn, and so good night. 



Reflections over a Pipe of Tobacco and 
Pinch of Snuff. 

Whilst smoke arises from my pipe. 

Thus to myself I say : 
Why should I anxious be for life. 

Which vanishes away ? 

Our social snuff-boxes convey 

The same ideas just; 
As if they silently would say. 

Let's mingle dust to dust. 



A Country Quarter Session, 

Three or four parsons full of October, 
Three or four squires between drunk and sober; 
Three or four lawyers, three or four liars ; jA 
Three or four constables, three or four criers ; 
Three or four parishes bringing appeals ; 
Three or four writings, and three or four seals ; 
Three or four bastards, three or four whores ; 
Tag, rag, and bobtail, three or four scores; 
Three or four statutes misunderstood. 
Three or four paupers all praying for food ; 
Three or four roads that never were mended. 
Three or four scolds— and the session is ended* 



Epigram, 

What lejjions of fables and whimsical tales 
Pass current lor gospel where priestcraft prevails! 
Our ancestors thus were most strangely de- 

ceiv d; 
What stories and nonsense for faith they be- 

lic\'d 1 
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But we, their wise tons, who these fables 

reject. 
Even truth, now-a-days, are too apt to susoect : 
From believing too much, the right faitn we 

let fall. 
So now we believe, i*(aith, nothing at all. 

Anoiher, 

Cries Ned to his neighbours, as onward they 

pressed. 
Conveying his wife to her place of lone rest -, 
Take, friends, I beseech you, a little more 

leisure. 
For why should we thus make a toil of .a 

pleasure ? 

On Six Sorts qf People who keep Fasis» 

Thb miser fasts because he will not eat. 
The poor man fasts because he has no meat ; 
The rich man fasts with greedy mind to spare; 
The glutton fasts, to eat the greater share -, 
The nypocrite he fasts to seem more holy. 
The rignteous man to punish sin and folly. 



Epitaph on a Blacksmith. 

My sledge and hammer lie declined. 
My bellows too have lost their wind ; 
My fire*s extinct, my forge decayed. 
My vice is in the dust all laid -, 
My coal is spent, my iron gone. 
My nails are drove, my work is done. 
My fire-dried corpse here lies at rest. 
My soul, smoke-like, soars to be blest. 



A whimsical Epitaph, taken from a Stone in a 

Church, 

Herb lies the body of Sarah Sexton, 
Who as a wife did never vex one ; 
We can't say tliat for her at th* next stone. 



^ On Quadrille. To a young Lady, 

Deign, lovely nymph, to hear the least of 

bards. 
Who draws instruction from a game of cards. 
What tho*Quadrillej>erplex your here isshown 
How hard the task for her who plays alone. 
But would you then consent to be a wife. 
Think first, O think ! you play your cards for 

lifel 
Should sordid friends control your right good 

will. 
Beware the wretched state of forced Spadille. 
Should man, by grandeur, strive your heart to 

fire, 
A cross fish well denotes a purse-proud squire. 
Then pass by wealth and power ; tor better sure 
It is, with some kind swain to play secure ; 
And he, dear girl, who does your charms 

adore. 
Now asks your leave ; O ! let him soon say more. 



To-morrow. An Epigram, 

To-MORROW you will live, you always ay 
In what far country does to-morrow lie. 
That *tis so miehty long ere it arrive? 
B^ond the Indies doth this morrow live ? 
Tis so far fetch*d, this morrow, that I fear 
*Twili be both very old, and very dear. 
To-morrow I will live, the fool does sav. 
To-day 's too 1^ : the wise liv*d yesterday. 



Spoken extempore by the Earl qf Rochester ti 
a Parish Clerk. 

Stbrnhold and Hopkins hadjmM qualim^ 
When they translated David's ftalms. 

To make the heart full ^lad : 
But had it been poor David's fate. 
To hear thee sing, and them translate. 

By Jove, 'twould have made him mad. 

Rhyme to Lisbon* By the same. 

Here 's a health to Kate, 

Our Sovereign's mate. 
Of the Royal House of Lisbon : 

But the devil take Hyde, 

And the Bishop beside 
That made her bone of his bone. 



On Punch, 

Hence, restless care, and low design I 
Hence, foreign compliments and wine; 
Let senerous Britons, brave and free. 
Still Doast their punch and honesty. 
Life is a bumper, fill'd by fate. 
And we the guests who snare the treat: 
Where strong, insipid, sharp, and sweet, 
Each other duly temp ring, meet. 
A while with joy the scene is crown'd, 
A while the catch and toast go round ; 
And when tlie full carouse is o'er. 
Death puffs the lights, and shuu the door. 
Saj then, physicians of each kind, 
^^ ho cure the body or the mind. 
What harm in drinking can there be. 
Since punch and life so well agree? 

The Disappointed Husband, 

A SCOLDING wife so long a sleep possess' 
Her spouse presum'd her soul was now at r« 
Sable was cali'd to hang the room with blac 
And all their cheer was sugar, rolls, and sac 
Two mourning staffs stood sentiy at the doo 
And Silence reign 'd, who neer was th" 

before ; 
The cloaks, and tears, and handkerch- 

prepar'd. 
They march'd in woeful pomp to the char 

yard. 
When, see, of nanow streets what miscbi 

come! 
The very dead can't pass in ouiet home ; 
By some rudejolt the coffin lid was broke, 
And madam uom h«ff dicam of death awtki 
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as spoilM ! The undertaker's pay, 
cakes and wine, quite thrown away, 
^ears after, when the former scene 
t and the coffin naiVd again -, 
r husband took especial care 
it passage from disturbance clear, 
he bearers that they tread aright, 
b dear in such anotner fright. 



)f ihe Rev^ FrancuBlackbume, M. A. 
i Archdeacon of Cleveland, 

LrciDAs io Prudbntia. 
. fair Stoic, from thy flights ; 
iture learn to know, 
US are the needful weights 
ike our virtues go. 

pRUOBirriA to Lycidas. 
idas i but think not so 
r truth to shun ; 
»ns make our virtues go, 
ke our vices run. 



An Epigram, 

I crotchet the sober thinks vain, 
Jle 's a wooden projection ; 
but flirts of a whimsical brain, 
the bottle brings best to perfection. 

arc half-witted, merry, and mad, 

ne are all those that admire em , 

x>b if they play unless they're well 

d, 

5 other are blockheads to hire 'em. 



An Epigram. 

»hnny to Paddy, " I can't for my life 
how a dumb pair are made man and 

fe, 

tey can't with the form and the parson 

»id.- 

r, ** You fool! they take each other's 

»fd. 



The Biter bit. 

v priest had hoarded up 
rret mass of gold; 
e he might bestow it safe, 
locy was not told. 

came into his head 
»ck it in a chest 
le chancel ; and he wrote 
eon. Hie Deus est. 

prig, whose greedy mind 
; wish'd for such a prey, 
g not the sacred words 
on the casket lay, 

the gold ; and blotting out 
priest's inscript thereon ; 
eatrrexii, nan est hie, 
nu god it lis'n and gone." 



On the Death qfDr. Seeker, late Archbishop 

of Canterbury. 

While Seeker liv'd, he show*d how seers 
should live ; 
While Seeker taught, heaven openM to our 
eye; 
When Seeker gave, we4[new how angels give ; 
When Seeker died, we knew e'en Sftints 
must die. 



Epigram. 

Occasioned by the Words *' OvB Prior.* in 
Bumefs History. 

One Prior !— and is this, this all the fame 
The Poet from th' Historian can claim? 
No ; Prior's verse posterity shall quote. 
When 'tis forgot one Burnet ever wrote. 



On Content. An Epiffram, 

It is not youth can give content. 
Nor is it wealth's decree ; 

It is a sift from heaven sent. 
Though not to thee or me. 

It is not in the monarch's crown. 
Though he 'd give millions for 't : 

It dwells not in his lordship's frown. 
Nor waits on him to court. 

It is not in a coach and six. 

It is not in a garter; 
'Tis not in love or politics. 

But 'tis in Hodge the carter. 

The First Pair. 

Adam alone could not be easy. 
So he must have a wife, an' please ye ; 
And how did he procure this wife. 
To cheer his solitary life? 
Out of a rib. Sir, from his side. 
Was form'd this necessary bride. 
But how did he the pain beguile? 
How !-^he slept sweetly all the while. 
And when this rib was re-applied. 
In woman's form, to Adam's side. 
How then, I pray you, did it answer?- 
He never slept so sweet again. Sir. 



Similes to Molly. 

My passion is as mustard strong; 

I sit all sober sad ; 
Drunk as a piper all day lone. 

Or like a March hare mad. 

Round as a hoop the bumpers flow, 
I drink, yet can't forget her ; 

For, though as drunk as David's sow, 
I love her still the better. 

Pert as a pear-monger I 'd be> 

If Molly were but kind ; 
Cool as a cucumber could see 

The rest of womankind. 
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Like a stuck pig I gapine stare. 

And eye her o'er and o er ; 
Lean as a rake with sighs and care. 

Sleek as a mouse before. 

Plump as a partridge vima I known. 

And soft as silk my skin ; 
My cheeks as fat as butter grown ; 

But as a groat now thin I 

I, melancholy as a cat. 

Am kept awake to weep ; 
But she, msensible of that, 

Sound as a top can sleep. 

Hard is her heart as flint or stone. 

She laughs to see me pale j 
And merry as a grig is grown. 

And brisk as bottled ale. 

The god of love at her approach 

Is busy as a bee ; 
H&rts sound as any bell or roach 

Are smit, and sigh like me. 

Ah me ! as thick as hops or hail 
The fine men crowd about her; 

But soon as dead as a door-nail 
Shall I be, if without her. 

Straight as my leg her shape appears ; 

O ! were we ioin*d together^ 
My heart would be scot-free from cares^ 

And lighter than a feather. 

As fine as fivepence is her mien. 

No drum was ever tighter ; 
Her glance is as a razor keen. 

And not the sun is brighter. 

As soft as pap her kisses are, 
Mediinks I taste them yet ; 

Brown as a berry is her hair. 
Her eyes as black as jet. 

As smooth as glass, as white as curds. 

Her pretty hand invites ; 
Sharp as a needle are her words. 

Her wit like pepper bites. 

Brisk as a body-louse she trips. 

Clean as a penny drest ; 
Sweet as a rose her breath and lips. 

Round as a globe her breast. 

Full as an egg was I with glee. 

And happy as a king ! 
Good Lord ! how all men envied me ! 

She lov*d like any thing: 

But false as hell, she like the wind 
Chang'd as her ses must do ; 

Thoueh seemins as the turtle kind. 
And like the Gospel true. 

If I and Molly could asree. 
Let who would take Peru ; 

Great as an emueror should I be. 
And richer tnan a Jew. 

Till you grow tender as a chick, 

I*m dull as any post; 
Let us like burrs together stick. 

And warm as any toast. 



You'll find me truer than a die ; 

And wish me better sped. 
Flat as a flounder when I lie. 

And as a herring dead. 

Sure as a gun she* 11 drop a tear. 

And sigh perhaps, and wish. 
When 1 am rotten as a pear. 

And mute as any fish. 

On the Word Represevtativb. 

To represent is but to personate, 
Which should be truly done at any rale. 
Thus they who 're fan I? chose without a fee, 
Should give their votes, io doubt, with liberty 
But when a seat is sold \jj th' venal tribe. 
He represents them best^-who takes a bribe. 

On the Shortneis of Human Uft, 

Like as a damask rose you see. 
Or like the blossom on a tree ; 
Or like the dainty flower in May, 
Or like the mornins to the day; 
Or like the sun, or like the shade. 
Or like the gourd which Jonas had 3 
L'en such is man, whose thread is spuOi 
Drawn out and cut, and so is done: 
Withers the rose, the blossom blasts. 
The flower fades, the morning hastes; 
The sun doth set, the shadows fly. 
The gourd consumes, and mortau die. 

Like to the grass that's newly sprung, 
Or like a tale that's new began ; 
Or like a bird that's here to-day. 
Or like the pearled dew of May; 
Or like an hour, or like a span. 
Or like the singing of a swan ; 
E'en such is man, who lives by breath. 
Is here, now there, in life and death : 
The grass decays, the tale doth end. 
The bird is flown, the dews ascend ; 
The hour is short, the span not long. 
The swan's near death, man*s life is done. 

Like to the bubble in the brook. 
Or in a class much like a look : 
Or like the shuttle in the hand. 
Or like the writing in the sand ; 
Or like a thought, or like a dream. 
Or like the gliaing of the stream ; 
E'en such is man, who lives by breath. 
Is here, now there, in life and death ; 
The bubblers burst, the look 's forgot, 
Theshuttle*8 flung, the writing's blot; 
The thought is past, the dream is gone. 
The water glides, man's life b done* 

Epitaph on Captain Jones, 
Who puhluhedsome marvellous Accounts of, 
Travels, the Truth of all which he thou{ 
proper to testify by qffidavit. 

Tread softly, mortals, o*er the bones 
Of the world's wonder. Captain Jones 1 



EPIGRAMS, &c. 



909 



his glorious deeds to many, 

was believ'd by any. 

rity, let this sulRce: 

rore all's trae, yet here he lies, 

A Portrait from Life, 
By Dr. Swift. 

t by my side while this picture I draw : 

Dg a magpie, in pride a jackdaw ; 

the devil nimselt could not bridle. 

It mixture of busy and idle j 
a bear, no mule naif so crabbed, 
like a sow, and she breeds like a 

bit; 

,fe in bed, at table a slattern, 

example, for no one a i^ttem ; 

ne, fnend Thomas*, rordf* Grat- 

,f and merry Dan t, 

ly likeness to good Madam Sheridan ? 

An Epigram, 
a VMi Ng Ladj^ writing Verset with a 
aole in her Stocking, 

idy of such graee, 

lueh sense and such a face, 

rnly, is shocking : 

would with Venus vie, 

md poetry ^ay by, 

m to mend your stocking. 

An Epigram. 

I was one day deep in chat with his 

nd, 

' advised him his manners to mend ; 

lorals were bad, he had heard it from 

oy. 

eplied Tom, for I never had any. 

On Time. 

Jiere aught that can convey 
of its transient stay? 
fs breadth ; *tis a tale -, 
A onder sail ; ^ 

"ser's straining steed ; 
tie in its speed ; 
;1e in its way, 
»wn upon its prey ; 
ow in its flight, 
he pursuing sight ; 
lur m the air ; 
rlwind rushing there ; 
t-livM fading flow'r ; 
bow on a show*r ; 
[lentary ray 
a winter's day ; 
:nt*s rapid stream ; 
ow ; *tis a dream ; 
sung watch of night ; 
pproaching light , 



*Tis a landscape vainly gayi 
Painted upon crumbling clay; 
'Tis a lamp that wastes its fires; 
*Tis a smoke that quick expires; 
'Tis a bubble, *tis a sigh : 
Be prepar*d, O Man 1 to die. 

An Anatomical Epitaph on an Invalid. 
Written hy Himself. 

Hbrb lies a head that often ach*d ; 
Here lie tpo hands that always shak*d ; 
Here lies a brain of odd conceit; 
Here lies a heart that often beat; 
Here lie two eyes that daily wept. 
And in the night but seldom slept ; 
Here lies a tongue that whining talk*d. 
Here lie two feet that feebly walk*d ; 
Here lie the midriff and the breast. 
With loads of indigestion prest ; 
Here lies the liver, full of bile. 
That ne'er secreted proper chyle ; 
Here lie the bowels, human tripes. 
Tortured with wind and twisting gripes ; 
Here lies the livid dab, the spleen. 
The source of life's sad tragic scene. 
That left-side weight that clogs the blood. 
And stagnates nature's circling flood ; 
Here lie the nerves, so oflen twitch'd 
With painful cramps and poignant stitch ; 
Here lies the back, oft rack'd with pains. 
Corroding kidneys, loins, and reins ; 
Here lies the skin by scurvy fed. 
With pimples and eroptions red ; 
Here lies tne man, from top to toe. 
That fabric fram'd for pain and woe. 

A Poem, 
By Sir Walter Raleior. 

Shall I like an hermit dwell 
On a rock or in a cell. 
Calling home the smallest part 
That is missing of ray heart. 
To bestow it where I may 
Meet a rival ev'ry day? 
If she undervalue me. 
What care I how fair she be ? 

Were her tresses angel-gold ; 
If a stranger may be bold, 
Unrebuked, unafraid. 
To convert them to a brayde. 
And, with little more ado. 
Work them into bracelets too ; 
If the mine be grown so free. 
What care I how rich it be ? 

Were her hands as rich a prixe 
As her hair, or precious eyes ; 
If she laid diem out to taae 
Kisses, for good manners' sake. 
And let ev'ry lover skip 
From her hand unto her lip ; 
If she seem not chaste to me. 
What care I how chaste she be ? . 



Dr. Sheridan. 



t The Dean's friends. 



I Mr. D. Jackson; 
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No ; she mast be perfect snow 
In effect, as well as snow ; 
Wanning but as snow-balls do. 
Not like 6re by burning too ; 
But when she by change hath got 
To her heart a second lot. 
Then, if others share with me, 
Farewdl her, whate'er she be ! 
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The Sia§§ Coach. 



A Poem, 
Occatumed by the foregoing. 

Paint, paint no more, no more with blots. 
Or chequer so thy &ce with spots. 
That I must view thee, as men strive 
To see eclipses, through a sieve ; 
Be thou but pleasing unto me. 
What care I what else thou be ? 

Be thou fatter than a hog, 
A butcher's doublet, or his dog ; 
Be thy cheeks butter, thy nose grease ; 
May we make brewis on thy (ace ; 
Yet if thou do not melt to me. 
What care I how fat thou be i 

Be thy nose like fiery coals, 
Or a grater, full of holes. 
Let it turn up, or else hook in. 
And so be clasp*d unto thy chin , 
Yet, if it turn not unto me. 
What care I how crook*d it be ? 

Though reading, thou must look so close. 
As thou wert reaoins; with thy nose 5 
From thine eyes let blth run more 
Than broken boil, or plaguy sore ; 
Yet if they do not look on me. 
What care I how foul they be ? ♦ 

Canst thou outscold a butter wench. 
Or a fresh lawyer at the bench ; 
Canst thou the noise of thunder drown. 
Sour all the beer about the town ? 
Yet, if thou wilt not speak to me. 
What care I how loud thou be ? 

Be thy mouth like jaws of death. 
That they who kis5, must kiss th^r teeth ; 
And hold by th' handle of thy chin. 
Lest their foot slip, and they fall in ; 
Yet, if thou wilt not gape on me. 
What care I how broad it be ? 

Smells thy breath like nurse*s clout. 
Or a candle just burnt out; 
Or so, that men mistake the place. 
And untruss, coming near thy face I 
Yet, if it smell not so tome. 
What care I how strong it be ? 

Women, like )>aper, whilst they're white. 
Are fit for every man to write ; 
I*d have a mistress such a one, 
I might be sure she was my own ; 
Be thou then but such to me, 
yih9i care I what else thou be ? 



Rbsolv'd to visit a far-distant fiiend, 
A porter to the Bull-and-Gate I send. 
And bid the slave at all events engage 
Some place or other in the Chester stage. ^ 
The slave returns — *tis done as soon as said-- 
Your honor *s sure when once the money 's ptid ; 
My brother whip, impatient of delay. 
Puts to at three, and swears he cannot stay; 
(Four dismal hours ere the break of day.) 
Rous*d from sound sleep, thrice call*d,at lengdi 
I rise, [cyci; 

Yawning, stretch out my arms, half close ii| 
By steps and lanthom enter the machine. 
And take my place, how cordially! between 
Two aged matrons of excessive bulk. 
To mend the matter too, of meaner folk } 
While in like modejamjp*d in on th* other liik 
A bullying captain and a fair one ride; 
Foolisn as fair, and in whose lap a boy— 
Our plague eternal, but her only joy; 
At last, the glorious number to complete^ 
Steps in my landlord for that bodkin sett: 
When soon, by ev*iy hillock, rat, and stone, 
Into each other's face by turns we*re thrown; 
This grannam scolds, that ooag^ and cipttn 

swears. 
The fair one screams, and haa a thoasand toi 
While our plump landlord, tnun*d in other kMe, 
Slumbers at ease, nor yet asham'd to nioie; 
And master Dicky, on his mother's lap, 
Squalling brings up at once three meals of pip> 
Sweet company ! next time, I do protest, air, 
ril walk to Dublin, ere I ride to Chester. 



Mr. Garrick being asked by a Nohlewum \f^ 
did not intend to sit in Parliameni^gMe Aw 
an Answer in thejollowing Lines : 

More than content with what my lalenu 
gain. 
Of public favor though a little vain. 
Yet not so vain my mind, so madly bent, 
To wish to play the fool in Parliament; 
In each dramatic unity to err. 
Mistaking time, and place, and character. 
Were it my fete to quit the mimic art, 
I*d " strut and fret' no more in any part; 
No more in public scenes would I eogagey 
Or wear the cap and mask on any stage. 



The Thought ; or, a Song ^ ShuUs. 

I 'ye thought, the fair Narcissa crie». 
What is it like. Sir ? — *' Like your eyes— 
*Tis like a chair — 'tis like a key— 
'I'is like a purge — 'tis like a fle£^— 
'Tis like a oeegar — like the sun — 
*Tis like the Dutch — ^'tis like the moon— 
*Tis like a kilderkin of ale— 
'Tis like a doctor — like a whale — ** 
Why are my eyes. Sir, like a Sword ? 
For that's the Thought, upon my wofd« 
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tnes6 every pang I feel, 
i they give tne ukeness* tell, 
like a chair, vou*ll find, 
• most on end behind, 
key, for *twill undo one : 
purge, for 'twill run through one ; 
flea, and reason good, 
drawing human Blood.** 
a beggar ?— *' You shall hear ; 
carrira *fore the Ma)r*r. 
le tun, because *tis gilt, 
travek in a belt. 
ie Dutch we plainly see, 
lat state, whenever we 
r our own int'rest make, 
ntly our sides forsake.** 
J— «« Why, when all *s said and done, 
I very like the moon ; 
Majeshr (God bless him), 
aptnr sheriff comes t* address him, 
bit nvors to bestow 
lefore him kneeling low, 
lit thoulders slitters bright, 
the glory to Uie Knight (night), 
kilderkin, no doubt. 
It kmg in drawing out. 
doctor, for who, will 
doetoi^s power to kill ?" 
I Sword IS like a whale 
I easy thing to tell. 
Be all Swords are Swords, d*ye see, 
it then a backsword be ; 
'well us*d, will seldom fail 
p somewhat like a whale.** 

7^ Astronomer i Boom, 

y I cali'd, and Philo out, 

door, and look'd about ; 

I hb goods being full in .view, 

I inventory true : — 

I bed without a curtain ; 

jar to empty dirt in ; 

tick, a greasy night-cap, 

;-pot to catch what might hap; 

cinp dam*d with numerous stitches, 

r shirt, a pair of breeches ; 

Sd stool, a four-le2g*d table, 
rith books unfit ^ rabble ; 
l^nts, secants, radius, co-sines. 
Its, segments, and all those signs ; 
3 show the man that made *em 
It mad as he who read *em : 
ack of six years standing, 
th ink, ana one with sand in ; 
er held his books and chest, 
d the floor were strcw'd the rest ; 
hings might be like himself, 
her closet, drawer, or shelf, 
pot, tauce-pot, broken platter, 
like het*rogeneous matter, 
t days the walls were white, 
'gainst damps and snails can fight ? 
low io wreathy ringlets bound, 
are, tome oval, and some round ; 
[uarian there may find 
oglyphic to his mind ; 



Such facet there might fancy trace. 
As never yet knew time or place ; 
And he who studies maps or plans. 
Has all the work done to his bands ; 
In short, the room, the goods and author, 
Appear*d to be one made for t* other. 



epitaph hy a Gentleman to the Memory of a 

Lady. 

Farewell, my bestrbelov*d, whose heavenly 
mind, 
(genius and virtue, strength with soflncst join*d ; 
Devotion undebas'd by pride or art. 
With meek simplicity, and joy of heart ; 
Though sprightly, eentle ; though polite, tin- 
And only of thyself a judge severe ; fcere ; 
Unblam d, unequaird in each sphere of liie. 
The tenderett danghter, tuter, parent, wife. 
In thee their patronets the a£Bicted lost. 
Thy friends, tneir pattern, ornamental boast; 
And I — ^but ah 1 can words my lost declare. 
Or paint th* extremes of trantport and detpair? 
O thou beyond what verse or speech can tell. 
My guide, my friend, mybest^belov*d, farewell! 



On seeing a great Commander effeminately 
dressed at a Ball. 

*Tis said that our soldiers so laiy are grown. 

With pleasure and plenty undone. 
That they more for their carriage than courage 
are known, 

And scarce know the use of a gun. [sails. 
Let them say what they will, since it nobody 

And exclaim out still louder and louder ; 
But there ne*er was more money expended in 
halls. 

Or a greater consumption o( powder. 

An original Epitaph. • 

Here lies fast asleep, awake me who can. 
That medley of passions and follies, a Man, 
Who sometimes lov*d licence, and sometimes 

restraint. 
Too much of the sinner, too little of saint; 
From quarter to quarter I shifUd my tack ; 
'Gninst the evils of life a most notable quack ; 
But« alas ! I soon found the defects of my skill. 
And my nostrums in practice prov*d treacheroot 

still ; 
From life*s certain ills*twas in vain to seek ease. 
The remedy oft prov*d another disease ; 
What in rapture began often ended in sorrow. 
And the pleasure to-day brought reflection to- 
morrow ; 
When each action was o*er, and its errors were 

seen. 
Then I view*d with surprise the strange thing 

I had been ; • 
My body and mind were so oddly contriv*d, 
That at each other*s failing both parties connhr'd ; 
Imprudence of mind brought on ticknets and 

pain. 
The body diseas'd paid the debt back aguo : 
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Thus coupled together life's journey they pas»'d^ 
Till they wrangled and jangled^ and parted at 

last^ 
Thus tir*d and weary, I've finished my course, 
And glad it is bed*time, and things are no worse. 

Epitaph on an honest Sailor. 

Whbther sailor or not, for a moment avast! 
Poor Tom*s mizen top-sail is laid to the mast ; 
He'll never turn out,^ or more heave the lead , 
He's now all aback, nor will sails shoot ahead; 
He ever was brisk, and, and though now gone 
to wreck, [upon oeck. 

When he hears the last whistle ne'll jump 

The Consultation. 

Threb Doctors, met in consultation. 
Proceed with great deliberation ; ' 
The case was desperate, all agreed. 
But what of that ? they must be fee'd ; 
They write then, as 'twas fit they should. 
But for their own, not patient's good ; 
Consulting wisely, don t mistake. Sir, 
Not what to give, but what to take. Sir. 

On a Landlord drunk. 

Landlord, with thee now even is the 

wine 'y [thine. 

For 4hoii hast pierc'd his hogs-head, and he 

i 

A Rhapsody, 

As I wa1k*d Iw myself, I said to myself. 

And myself said again to me ; 
Look to thyself, take care of thyself. 

For nobody cares for thee. 
Then I said to myself, and thus answer'd myself. 

With the self-same repartee ; 
Look to thyself, or look not to thy thyself, 

'Tis the self-same thing to me. 



To-day and To*morrow, 

To-DAT man's dress'd in gold and silver 
bright, 
Wrapp'd in a shroud before to-morrow night ; 
To-day he's feeding on delicious food. 
To-morrow dead, unable to do eood ; 
To^ayhe's nice, and scorns to feed on crumbs. 
To-morrow he's himself a dish for worms; 
To-day he*s honor d, and in vast esteem. 
To-morrow not a beggar values him ; 
To-day he rises from the velvet bed. 
To-morrow lies in one that's made of lead ; 
To-day his house, though large, he thinks but 

small, 
To-morrow, no command, no house at all ; 
To-day has forty ser\'ants at his gate. 
To-morrow scorn'd, not one of them will wait j 
To-day perfum'd as sweet as any rose. 
To-morrow stinks in everj body's nose ; 
To-day he's grand, majestic, all delight, 
Ghastful and pale before to-morrow night : 
True,astheScripturesays, "man'slife'saspan. 
The prttcnt moment is die life of oiaD. 
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An Inscription over a Gentleman* s Chi 
Piece near Bams ley. 

To my best my friends are free ; 
Free with that, and free with me ; 
Free to pass the harmless joke. 
And the tube sedately smoke ; 
Free to drink just what they please. 
As at home, and at their ease ; 
Free to speak, and free to think — 
No informers with me drink ; 
Free to stay a nieht, or so ; 
When uneasy, free to go. 



The Character. 

An ea83r mien, engaging in address, [p 
Looks which at once each winning ffta 
A life where love and truth are ever jom'd 
A nature ever great and ever kind, 
A wisdom solid, and a judgement clear, 
The smile indulgent, and a soul sincere; 
Meek without meanness, gentle and homi 
Fond of improving, but yet never vain) 
So justly good, so faithful to his friend. 
Ever obliging, cautious to offend ; 
A mind where gen'rous pity stands confiesi 
Ready to ease and succour the distress'd: 
If these respect and admiration raise. 
They surely must demand our greatest prai 
Inone brightview th' accomplished vouthwe 
These virtues all are thine-^and tnoo artb 



Poverty and Poetry, 

'TwAS sung of old, how one Amphion 
Could by his verses tame a lion, 
And by his strange enchanting tunes 
Make bears and wolves dance rigadoons i 
His songs could call the timber down. 
And form it into house or town. 
But it is plain, now in these times. 
No house is rais'd by poets' rhymes ; 
They for themselves can only rear 
A few old castles in the air. 

Poor are the Brethren of the Bays, 
Down from high strains to ekes atli ayes 
The muses too are virgins yet. 
And may be till they portions get. 
Yet still the doating rhymer dreams. 
And sinjp of Helicon's bright streams: 
But Helicon, for all his clatter. 
Yields nothing but insipid water ! 
Yet, even athirst, he sweetly sings 
Of Nectar and Elysian springs. 
The grave physician, who by physic. 
Like death, dispatches him that is sick^ 
Pursues a sure and thriving trade ; 
Though patients die, the doctor's paid: 
Licens'd to kill, he gains a palace 
For what another mounts a gallows. 

In shady groves the muses play. 
And love m flow'ry meads to stray ; 
Pieas'd with a bleaky barren ground. 
Where rip ning fruits are never fouucU 
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some say, joii purchase fame, 

a never-dying name ; 

mipense tor real tronble, 

arcled with a bubble! 

'Iilier-*, who in tnanv battles 

I and blows, and God knows what 

vhU fame and wooden leg, [else, 

a pass, with leave to beg. 

On Bribery. 

lan once a judge besought 
;e aright his cause; 
a pot of oil salutes 
Iger of the laws. 

, quoth he, thy cause is good ; 
away clid trudge : 
wealthy foe did come 
his partial judge. 

II- fed this churl presents, 
ives a strain of law ; 
eceiv'd, the poor man*s right 
jg'd not worth a straw. 

1 he cried, O fKirtial judge, 
)ni has me undt)nc ; 
I gave, my cause was good, 
V to ruin run. 

, QUOth he, I thee forgot, 
r iny cause of foil ; 
ae smcc into my house, 
>ke thy \yot of oil. 



kaheth Icing asked her Opinion con- 
the rrat Presence in the Sacrament, 
'following artful and solid Answer : 

' was the word that spake it ; 
le bread and brake it , 
the word did niake it, 
licTe, and take it. 

F^pigrar.i. 

a hard storm, and in utmost con- 
ion» 

I all hurried to get absolution ; 
me, and the weight of the sins they 
ifess'd 

1, as they thought, from themselves 
he priest, 

I the ship, and conclude their devo- 
ut [ocean. 
'd the poor parson souse into the 

Epigram, 

eay kiis'd her hul^band with these 
rdsT [thee !'* 

own sweet Will, how dearly I love 
)th Will, the world nonesuch affords ; 
It *tis true I dare her warrant be : 
vras woman yet, or good or ill, 
alwayi bctt ner own sweet will. 



Dialogue between Harry y who had a large Lim 
brary, and Dick, who had more Understands 
ing than Books, 

QooTH Harry to his friend one day, 

" Would. Richard, I 'd My head !" 
" What wilt thou give for't?" Dick replied. 

The bargain's cjuickly made." 
" Alt/ heauand all mv nooks l*d give, 

\\ ith readiness and freedom." 
"I'd take thy books, but with thy head, 

Gadzooks 1 I ne*er could read them.** 

Epitaph on a Cobbler, 

Death at a cobbler's door oft made a stand. 
And always found him on the mending hand ; 
At last came Death, in very dirty weather. 
And rippd the sole from off the upper-leadier. 
Death put a trick upon him, and what was*t? 
The cobbler caU'd for's awl. Death brought hit 
last. 

True Benevolence. 

The other day, says Ne<l to Joe, 

Near Bedlam's confines groping, 
" W'henc'er I hear the cries of woe. 

My hand is always open." 
" I own," says Joe, *• that to the poor, 

(You prove it ev'ry minute) 
Your hand is open, to be sure. 

But then there's nothing in it." ^^ 

Written under a Ladys Name in a Window, 

Thkek brilliants fair Celinda grac'd 

(There love's artillery lies :) 
One from her snowy finger blaz*d. 

Two sfKirkled in her eyes. 

The first, which shone with fainter rays. 

Could here her name impart ; 
The others drew her charming face 

More deeply on my heart. 

On the Death of Dean Swift. 

Whev Gay breath'd his last, we in silence 

complain'd. 
But yet we' d a Pope and a Swifl who remain'd ; 
Vo\x. fulls! all Parnassus resounds with our 

cries. 
And pray'rs daily made to keep Swift from the 

skies : 
Vain wishes ! vain pray'rs ! to the wind they 

are given. 
For death comes relenjtless, and takes him to 

heaven. 
At little misfortunes we're soberly sad. 
But it's time, now we've lost all our wits, to 

run mad. 

Magni stat Nominis Umbra. Bishop. 

Proud as a peer, poor as a bard, 
A footsome Spniard late one nigjht 

Knoek'd at a tavern-door so hard. 
It rous'd the family in a fright* 

3 v 
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Up sprung t&e hott from hit bed-tide. 
Open the chamber-window flew t 

•* Who*s there ? What boisterous hand,** he 
*' Makes at my gate this loud ado ?*' "[cried, 

** Here is/* the statelv Spaniard said, 
" Don Lopez, Roariguez, Alonzo, 

Pedrillo, Gasman, Alvarade, 
Jago, Miguel, Alphonso, 

Antonio, Dieao**— " Hold I hold ! hold !" 
£xclaim*d tne landlord, " pray forbear I 

For half the numbers you have told, 
I have not half a bed to spare.** 

" Sir r* quoth the Don, ** *tis your mistake. 
If names for men of course you count : 

Though Ions th' iUuttriout list I make. 
In me still centres all th* amount* 

Worn down with trampinginaBy a mile, 
Don Lopez, Rodriguez, PedriUo, 

With all the et-ceteras of his style. 
Will sleep upon a tingle piilow" 



Quod petit hie ett, 

A THOUSAND objects of desire 
On foreign coasts you '11 view ; 

IfOw art, now Nature *8 works admire. 
Here splendor, there virtii. 

But blessings, which at home you tee, 

Sublimer joy suggest : 
Old Engtend gives vou liberty. 
And that gives — all the rett. 



Stat tua cuique Diet* 

To Childermas day some object. 
Some Friday deem a bad day ; 

But Will, by no such notions check*d. 
Lets no day be a sad day. 

More cheerful still, as more in debt. 
He makes each day a May-day ; 

Nor would he ever fear or fret. 
But for that queer day, pay-day. 



French Cooking, 

To make a plum-pudding a French count 

once took 
An authentic receipt from an English ]ord*s 

cook ; [^spice. 

Mix suet, milk, eggs, sugar, meal, fruit and 
Of such numbers, such measure, and weight, 

and such price ; / 

Drop a spsonfut of brandy to quicken the mess, 
Ancl boil it for so many hours, more or less. 
These directions were tried, but when tried, 

had no good in, 
'Twas all wash, and all squash, but 'twas npt 

English pudding ; 
And Qumsieur, in a pet, sent a second request 
For the cook that prescrib*d, to assist when 

'twas dreat, 
Whp, of conrK, to comply with his honor's 

beseeohti^ 
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Like an old cook of Colbrook, march*d int 

the kitchen. 
The French oookt, when they taw him, talk' 

loud and talk'd long. 
They were sure all was right, he could find nc 

thing wrong ; 
Till, iust as the mixture was rait'd to the pot, 
** Hold your hands 1 holdrourhandt!** tcream 

astonish'd John 'Trot : 
Don*t you see you want one thing, like foe 

as you are ?" 
Vone ting, Sare! Vat ting, Sare?'* — *' Apo 

ding-cloth, Sarel** 



, Q uod petit hie ett. 

No plate had John and Joan to hoard. 

Plain folk in humble plight ; 
One only tankard crown d their board. 

And tnat was (iird each night : 

Along whose inner bottom, sketch*d 

In pride of chubby grace. 
Some rude engraver*s hand had etch'd 

A baby*s angel-face. 

John swallow*d first a moderate sop ; 

But Joan was not like John ; 
For when her lips once touch*d the asp, 

She swill'd till all was gone. 

John often urg'd her to drink fair. 

But she ne'er chang'd a jot ; 
She lov'd to see the angel there. 

And therefore drain'd the pot. 

When John found all remonstranet vttin. 

Another card he play*d ; 
And where the angel stood so plain. 

He got a devil portra/d. 

Joan saw the horns, Joan saw the uil. 

Yet Joan as stoutly quafTd ; 
And ever as she seiz'd her ale. 

She clear d it at a drought. 

John star'd, with wonder petrify*d. 

His hair stood on his pate ^ 
And " Why dost guzzle now,** he cried, 

** At this enormous rate ?** 

" Oh ! John,*' she said, " am I to Iteie? 

I can't, in conscience, stop: 
For sure 'twould be a burning shame 

To leave the Devil a drop ! 



The Decanter. 

O THOU, that high thv head dott bear. 
With round smooth neck, and simpfe ear. 
With well-turn*d narrow mouth, from when 
Flow streams of noblest eloquence : 
'Tis thou that fir'st the bard divine. 
Sacred to Phosbos and the nine ; 
That mirth and soft delight canst mofTS 
Sacred to Venus and to Cove ; 
Yet, sjpite of all thy virtues rare. 
Thou rt not a boon companion fair ; 
Tbou*rt full of wme when thiiacy I, 
Aad whca I*m drunk^ Ihco thou ait diy. 
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Qnalii ah Incepto, 

CoRio, whose hat a nimble knave had snatched, 

Ftt, clumsy, gouty, and asthmatic, old. 
Panting against a post, his noddle scratched. 

And nis sad story to a stranger told :— 

" Follow the thief,** -replied the stander-by ; 

"Ah, sir!** said he, "these legs will wag 

DO more.** 

** Alarm the neighbourhood with a hue and 

cry.*' [roar." 

"Alas, Tve roar*d as long as lungs could 

"Then,** quoth the stranger, '' vain b all en- 
deavour. 

Sans voice to call, tans vigor to pursue y 
And since your Aa/, of course, is gone for ever, 

I'll e'en make bold to take your wig — adieu !'* 
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How to make Fools scarce, 

Mavkikd, though satirists with jobations 
weary us. 

Has only two weak parts, if fairly reckon'd ; 
The fimot which is, trifling with thmgs serious. 

And seriousness in trifles is the second. 
Rttnove these little rubs, whoe'er knows how, 
And fools will be as scarce as wise men now. 

Mental Optics. 

To a noted optician, a simple grave man 
<Q these terms his address for assistance begnn : 
" Ifwith me, like my neighbours, you think 

*twouid succeed, 
^ would purchase a glass that would help me 
. , to read.** 
-dumber this, number that, no efiect could pro« 

K duce. 

^^oeave, and convex, are alike of no use ; 

'Ve shop was ail ruaiaiag*d for old ware and 

new. 
Hit nothing came of it, for nothing would do. 
*Tis strange,** said the artist, " you see none 

the better j 
-^nnot all these varieties show you a letter ?*' 
* Show a letter ?** quoth he, " yes, by hundreds 

they show *em, 
dnier fiut enough : what I want is, to know 



On Howard's dicing in Russia, 

Though far from Britain, Britain's worthiest 

pride, [died. 

^ne world's great patriot, generous Howard 

let not our sorrow blame his wish to roam : 

^tth such a heart, as such a life display 'd ; 

'^ heart, which all mankind one family made; 

To travel was but to enlarge his home ! 



. Magna est Feritat ei pravalehit, 

'UtiHooo and Truth, in rival race, 
V iS^^ contrast prove ; 
'ujehood speeds on with rapid pacc^ 
Tn^ifcaice apptiit to mofc. 



Falsehood finds numbers in Her oonilt. 
Who prompt assistance lend ; • 

Ill-nature loves to aid her force. 
And Folly stands her friend. 

Guilt, Envv, Cunning, all make shift 

To help her on her way. 
And Fortune gives heir many a lift. 

No matter tor foul play. 

Yet, after all her eflbrts tried. 

And all her circuit run. 
When Time the vict'ry shall decide. 

She'll end where Truth begun! 



Virtue indigenous in England, 



Virtues and fashionsjointly share 
All England's pride, all England's cart; 
From foreign fops, and coxcomb courts. 
Fashions by wholesale she imports ; 
But let it to her praise be known. 
Old England*s virtues are her own ! 



Fati valet liora lenigna. 

When Tom call'd in, one day, on Ned» 
His wife was plasterine dearee's head. 

Who siRh'd, but dard not shake it I 
'Tis well Tom's |>ace is something slower. 
For had he come an hour before. 

He'd seen the vixen break it. 



Brevis esse lahoro. 

Ok folly's lips eternal tattling dwell ; 
Wisdom speaks little, but that Tittle well; 
So lengthening shades the sun's decline betray. 
But shorter shadows mark meridian day. 



On a Cohweh. 

By ne\'er-faHing cunning taught. 

Her arts the spider plies ; 
And ambush'd in the web she wrought, 

A fell assassin lies. 

By never-ceasing rashness led. 

The fly pursues his way ; 
Bolts on the snare his heedless head, 

A sclf-devotcd prey. 



Nature and Instinct, 

Hatched from alien e^, along the mcads» 
The jocund hen a troop ofoucklings leads: 
But when the dancers of the pool tney brave. 
And plunge intrepid in the dreadful wave, • 
High l>ents her fluttering heart, she calls, she 

cries. 
And restless, round and round the margin flies; 
Alike unalter'd nature's powers occur. 
Instinct in thein, parental care in her: 
The oflfsprins's deed proclaims a race unknown, 
A mother's feelingt pnwe the brood her own. 

3irt 
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ELEGANT 
Lalm Learning of little Use** 

YpvR venerable chaplain once, 
CThou^h now with age he bend) 

Train d here the scholar, lash'd the dunce, 
A iiiaster and a friend. 

To pro6t by his well-known care, 

His ( hild a butcher brought ; 
And all the needful to prepare, 

A dictfTHiary bought. 

Before a week its course had run, 

T))e butcher came again : 
*' Take back your boot, give back roy son. 

He cried with might and main. 

** Laming r 'tis money thrown away. 

Such laming to procure; 
The book don t show, the boy can*t say. 

What *8 Latin— for a skewer^*' 



More's meant than meets the Ear. 

When doctors, twenty years ago. 
Wore wigs of venerable Row, 
A bodkin-sword's diminutive stumps 
Stuck right across each physic rump; 
Whose short dimensions seem*d: to say, 
" Our object is to save, not slay." 
An emblem apt enough, I trow : 
But wicked wits pretend to show. 
For swords so small, an apter still, 
*' Wc Ve other ways than one to kill." 



Nothing new under the Sun, 

There's nothins new beneath the sun. 
So ancient wits' decisions run : 

But wit no match for facts is ; 
For I know things, and so do you. 
Though everlasting, ever new I 

What think you. Sir*, oT taxes ? 
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Ancient and Modern Poets distinguished, 

*TwixT those poets of old, and our poets of 
late. 

One perpetual distinction holds true : 
The new, m a twinkling, are all out of date. 

The old— -wiliybr ever be new ! 



• The Power of Verse, 

ttSAD 1 read 1 the thread-bare poet cries. 

New powers of verse I bring: 
At every line new beauties rise 

Spontaneous while i sing ! 

Poet ! thy boast would seem more true. 
One fact if thou couldst quote ; 

Hftd powers and l)eautie8 all so new 
Proour'd thee— a new coat ! 

* Spoken uMerchant Toylon* ScheoL 



EXTRACTS, Boo 

The Progress of fflgs. 

When Charles the First the sceptre bor 
Each grave divine, I trow, 

A silken ca^ all sable wore. 
With nine straight hairs below* 

The Restoration's jovial day 

Chang'd, with the men, the mode. 

And ortn'dox heads, in broad display. 
The flaxen buckle show'd. 

In Anna's reign, from general view 
Th* enormous flaxens fled : 

And la! perukes of milk-white hue 
Succeeded in their stead. 

These too incurr'd, by lapse of years, 
Disuse, though not discrace ; 

New clerical brows requir d new gears. 
And grizzles took thei^ place. 

Yet still the wie's full form retained 
The feather' (T foretop's peak : 

Yet still the solemn bush remain'd 
To flank the rosy cheek. 

But now I forgive the conscious mus«. 
That feels her verse too bold : 

What fashions modem reverends use. 
You need not here be told. 

Though new their taste, while they adc 
Their good forefathers' ways ; 

The frizzM, the curl'd, the bald, the crc 
Have all their claim to praise. 



The Effect of Pulpit Eloquence, 

A VETERAN gambler, in a tempest < 
Once in his life a church's shelter sougl 
Where many a hint pathetically grave. 
On life's precarious lot the preacher gai 
The sermon ended, and the storm all s] 
Home trudg*d old Cog-die, reasonine 
went. fd 

" Strict triilh," quoth he, " this rev re 
I feel conviction, nnd will be prepar*d ; 
Nor e'er henceforth, since life thus steal 
Give credit for a bet — beyond a day V 



i»» 



Case in the Constitutional Court, 

A FARMER, as records report. 

Most hugely discontented. 
His vicar at the liishop's Court 

For gross neglect presented. 

*' Our former priest, my Lord," he » 
•' Each Sunday the year round. 

Some Greek in his discourses re^d. 
And charming was the sound ! 

Not such our present parson's phrase. 

No Greek does he apniy ; 
But says in English all he says. 

As you might speak, or 1. 

And yet for this so simple s^Ie, 
He claims each tithe and due ; 

Pigs, nippins, prmltiy, all the while. 
Ana Easter ,o£rrIiig9 too P 
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" You're skilFd in langaa8:es, I guess,* 

Th' ainaz*d diocesan cry d : 
" I know no language, more nor less,** 

The surly clown reply*d : 

" But Greek, I Ve heard the learned say. 

Surpasses all the rest ; 
And imce *tis for the best we pay. 

We ought to hate the best." 

All not Oold that glitters, 

Wht sleeps, benumb*d, the conscious mind^ 

When social good craves virtue's zeal : 
Whoe'er can benefit mankind, 

Ii Heav'n's trustee, for human weal. 
To hide true worth from public view. 

Is buiying diamonds in their mine : 
.Ml is not gold that shines, 'tis true ; 

But all Uiat is gold— oi/gA/ to shine I 



On Hope. And v. 

Hops, heav*n-l)om cherub, still appears, 
Howe'er misfortune seems to lower : 

Herimile the threat'ning tempest clears. 
And is the rainbow of the sliower. 



By Mr. P. Dodd. 



A loyo way off Lucinda strikes the men 3 

As she draws near. 

And one sees clear. 
Along way off—one wishes her again. 



On a Person not celebrated for his Veracity. 

Od Tuesday next, says Tom to Ned, 
I 'II dine with you and take a bed. 

Yoomay believe niin. Will replies, 
Wbere*er Tom dines he always lies. 

0» 7Wo beautiful Sisters vdUp tecre drowned 

at Sea, 

What to the faithless ocean now is due ? 
'^pat one Venus, and has taken two ! 

On a natural Grotto, near a deep Stream, 

^MAirn, rose-lipp'd cherub, haunts tliis spot, 
. She slumbers oft in v-onder nook : 
*^ in the shade you find her not, 

Auoge — and you '11 iiud her in the brook ! 

On a Lady who beat her Husband, 

^Ohb hither. Sir George, my picture is here, 
Whatthink you, myr love? don't it strike you? 

** 1 can't say it does, just at present, my dear. 
But 1 think it soon will, it 's so like you." 

fFhai is an Epigram, 

What is an epigram ? a dwarfish whole : 
«Ubody brrrity^ w wit its toul. 



Joe hates a hypocrite. It shows 
Self-love is not a fault of Joe's. 



To a living Author, 

Your comedy I've read, niy friend. 
And like the half you pilfer'd best; 

But sure the piece you yet may mend : 
Take courage, man ! and steal the rest. 



Imitated from the French, 
By Mr. P. Dodo. 

His last great debt is paid — poor T6m*s no 
more. 
Last debt ? Tom never paid a debt before. 



By Theophilos Swift, Esq. 

The rooted •version entertaine<l by the late Jud^ 
Robinion, of the King's Bench, in Ireland, to tho 
volunteers of that country, in the year 1 780, is well 
known. Tlie folkwing epigram was (xcasioned by 
a circumstance that actually took place about that 
period in the court where he was thea kilting. 

** That soldier so rude, he swaggers in 

scarlet ; 
Put him out of the court ; I *11 imprison the 

varlet." 
" A soldier I 'm not," quoth the hero in red ; 
** No soldier, my Lord, out an oflicer I, 
A captain who carries his sword on his thigh." 
Stern Robinson then, with sarcastical sneer, 
RoU'd his sharp-easle eye on the vain volunteer. 
And, " Tipstaff," ne cried, as the captain grew 

bolder, 
*' Out, out with that oJUcer who is no soldier,** 



Bargains^ 

Ned's thrifty spouse, her taste to-please. 

With rival dumes at auctions vies ; 
Is charm'd with ev'ry thing she sees. 

And ev'ry thing she sees she buys. 
Ned feels at ev'ry sale enchanted. 

Such costly wiires ! so wisely sought 1 
Bousht because they may be wanted, 

VVantcd because they may be bought. 



A Quettion and an Answer. 

Jack drinks fine wines, wears modish cloth- 
ing. 

But, prithee, where lies Jack's estate ^— 
In Algebra, for there 1 found of late 

A quantity call'd less than nothing. 



On a ready ffriter. 

Jem writes his verses with more speed 
Than the printer's bo> cm ifet'em. 

Quite as fast as we can r«ad. 
And only not so fast as we forget 'cms 
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What ! rise agaiu wiih all o«c*s bones ? 

Quoth Giles ; I hope you fib : 
I trusted when I went to heaven. 

To go without my rib. 

On a had Singer, 

Swans sing before they die — 'twere no bad 
thing 
Shoiild certain persons die before they sing. 

Oil a modern Dramatist. 

Not for the stage his plays are fit. 
Bat suit the closet, said a wit. 
The closet ? said his friend, I ween 
The t0a/«r-closet *tis you mean. 

From the Greek. 

Not twice three years I told, when fate 
Snatch'd me from my mother's breast ; 

O weep not, reader ! for if short my date. 
Short are my sorrows, long my rest. 



From (he Greek, 

But 6ye years old — sweet babe, adieu ! 

Beneatn thy sod repose ; 
Little of life poor Henry knew. 

Yet *scap*d from all its woes. 



From tht Greek, 

Bust, thoughtless, playful, I, 
Littlt dreaming danger nigh. 
Was plac*d, ere twice three years had gone. 
By cruel dc»th, beneath this stone. 
Yet weep not, weep not, parents dear, 
Ko pains nor cares shall enter here ; 
4f little of life's joys I knew. 
So little of its sorrows too. 



From the Greek. 

To the happy and prosperous life's but a span. 

So quicLly the years pass away ; 
To the wretched, forsaken, disease-tortur'd 

An 2^ is involv'd in a day. [man. 

From the Greek. 

BXtAMB not lore, at fraught with care. 
Cease, ye lovers, thus to moan ; 

Lu^t and Joy Love's daughters are. 
The Woes from Folly spring alone. 

Spoken extempore to a Lady, on heing asked 
whai this World was li ke. 

Tbi8 world is a prison in ev'ry respect. 
Whose walls are the heavens in common ; 

The gaoler is sin, and the prisoners roco. 
Ami ikfi ietten an nothing butF— wom^. 



The Thiif. 

I tell, with equal truth ami grief^ 
That little Kitt's an arrant thief. 
Before the urchin well could go. 
She stole the whiteness of the anow ^ 
And more — that whiteness to adorn. 
She stole the blushes of the morn ; 
Stole all the softness ^ther pours 
Onjprimrose buds, in vernal show'rs. 

Tnere's no repeating all her wiles : 
She stole the Graces' winning smiles > 
'Twas quickly seen she robb'd the sky. 
To plant a star in either eye; 
She pilfer'd orient pearl for teeth. 
And stole the cow's ambrosial breath ; 
The cherry, steep'd in moniing dew. 
Gave moisture to her lips and hue. 

These were her infant spoils ; a store 
To which, in time, she added more : 
At twelve she stole from Cyprus* Queen 
Her air and lovc-commandine mien ; 
Stole Juno's dignity ; and stole. 
From Pallas, sense to charm the tool; 
She sung— amaz*d the Syrens heard. 
And to assert their voice appear'd ; 
She play'd — the Muses from their hill 
Wonder d who thus had stole their skill j 
Apollo's wit was next her prey. 
And then rise beams that hcht the day ; 
While Jove, lier pilfering threats to ciowo, 
Pronounc'd these oeautics all her own, 
Pardon'd her crimes, and prais'd her art ; 
And t* other day she stole my heart. 

Cupid ! if lovers are thy care. 
Revenge thy votary on the fair; 
Do justice on her stolen charm». 
And let her prison be — my arms. 

Beauty s Value. Shakspears. 

Bkauty is but a vain, a fleeting zood, 
A shining gloss that fadeth suddenly ; 

A flow'r that dies when almost in the bud, 
A brittle glass that breaketh presently. 

A fleeting good, a glose, a glass, a flow'r. 

Lost, faded, broken, dead, within an hour. 

As goods when lost we know are seldom 
As fading gloss no rubbing can excite ; 

As flow'rs when dead are trampled on th 
ground. 
As broken glass no cement can unite ; 



\ 
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cost* — 



So beauty, blemish'd once, is ever lost. 
In spite of physic, painting, pains, and 

On the frequent Defeats of the French An 
in the last fFar. An Epigram. 176U. 

.Thb toast of each Briton in war's dread alara=r~3^ 
O cr bottle or bowl, is success to our mrms. 
Attack'd, put to flight, and soon forc'd frc=:»D 

each trench. 
Success to our legs is the toast of th« Frenef»« 

Epitaph on a Scolding ff\fe. 

Herb lies my wife ; poor Molly ! let bar lie; 
She finds repose at lastr-HUid lo do /. 
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fr having been sentenced io the Cat o 
Tails, when tied ready Jhr Punishment, 
the following Lines to his Commander, 
\ad an aversion io a Cat. 

rhonor's command, an example I stand 
Hir justice to all the ship's crew ; 
imperM and stript, and if I am whipt, 
10 more than I own is my due. 
scurvy condition, I humbly petition 
9er some lines to your eye : 
Tom by such trash once avoided the lash, 

if fate and you please, so may I. 
s nothing you hate, Vm inform'd, like 
I cat; 

, yoor honor's aversion is mine : 
then with one tail can make your heart 
Fan, 

e me from that which has nine! 
N. B. He was pardoned. 



On a certain Ladys Study, 

hloe's study shall we go ? 
lies have their studies now.) 
a splendid sight is there ! 
I make the dullest hermit stare : 
tand, all ranged in proud array, 
rench romance, and modern play ; 
nagazine of flames and darts, 
histories of eyes and hearts : 
view well the outward scene, 
lever need to look within ; 
Ihloe loves she plainly shows, 
! her very books are oeaus. 



An Epigram, 

iofty oak from a small acorn grows, 
he skies ascends with spreading boughs; 
\ increase, it shades th extended plain, 
e with death and vengeance ploughs 
he main : 

ises fame, and safety to our shore ; 
m an acorn springs Britannia's pow*r. 



The Modern Courtier, 

say what *s that which smirking trips 
his way. 

wder'd thing, so neat, so trim, so gay, 
with taniUiur'd vest, and spangled 
word ; 

jple senile thing?— O ! that 's a Lord ! 
— that thing a Peer? an l^nglish Peer? 
ght (with head, estate, and conscience 
lear) 

fi grave debate, or hardy (ight, 
naintain a free-born people's right: 
lose lords were of another breed 
ft their monarch John at Runnemede; 
J in steel, there in a glorious hour 
e curst tyrant feel the people's powV j 
m confess, beneath that awful rod, 
»ice united ip the vt)ice of God. 



Epitaph on a beautiful and virtuous If oung Lady, 

Sleep soft in dust, wait the Almighty's wiU^ 
Then rise unchang'd, and be an angel stilL 

An Epitaph on a poor hut honest Mau. 

Stop, reader, here, and deign to look 

On one without a name. 
Ne'er enter'd in the ample book 

Of fortune or of fame. 

Studious of peace, he hated strife ; 

Meek virtues fill'd his breast | 
His coat of arms, ^' a spotless life,** 

"An honest heart** his crest. 

Quarter d therewith was innocence. 

And thus his motto ran : 
" A conscience void of all o£Rence, 

Before both God and man." 

In the great day of wrath, though pride 

Now scorns his pedigree. 
Thousands shall wish they *d been allied 

To this great family. 

An Epitaph on a very icUe Fellow. 
From Camdev. 

Herb lieth one tiiat once was bom and cried, 
LiV*d several years, and then— <iDd then — be 
died. 

The Picture qf Slander, 

What mortal but Slander, that serpent, 
hath stung, [tongue ? 

Whose teeth are sharp arrows, a razor her 
The poison of asp her livid lip loads. 
The rattle of snakes with the spittle of toadt ; 
Her throat is an open sepulchre ; her legs 
Set hatching of vipers, and cockatrice* em ; 
Her sting is a scorpion's; like hyena she'll cry} 
With the ear of an adder, a basilisk's eye ; 
The mouth of a monkey, the hug of a bear; 
The chat of a parrot, the head of a hare ; 
The wing of a magpie, the snout of a hog. 
The feet of a mole, and the tail of a dog ; 
Her claw h a tieer's, her forehead is brass. 
With the hiss ot a goose, and the bray of an ass. 

Epigram toapretend^dFrund^andrealEntmy. 

Thy hesitating tongue and doubtful face 
Show all thy kii^ness to be mere grimace. 
Throw off tne mask ; at once be foe or friend; 
'Tis base to soothe, when malice is the end; 
The rock that's seen gives the ixxir sailor dread^ 
But double terror that which hides its head. 

On a Tomhsone in Essex. 

Here lies the man Richard, 

And Mary his wife ; 
Their surname was Pritchard ; 

They liv'd without strife ; 
And the reasoowas plain : 

They abounoA in riches ; 
They no care had nor pain. 

And the wife worb rm ftUioiKi. 
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To Lady Mary JForlley Montague. 
jB^Mr. Pope. 

In beauty or wit, no mortal as yet 
To question ^our empire has dar*d ; 

But men of discernin<; have thought that in 
learning 
To yield lo a lady was hard. 

Impertinent schools, with musty dull rules. 

Have reading to females denied ; 
So papists refuse the Bible to use, 

Leat Bocks should be wise as their guide. 

' Twas woman at first (indeed she was curst) 
In knowledge that tasted delight; 

And sages agree, the laws should decree 
To the first of possessors the right. 

Then bravely, fair dame, resume the old claim. 
Which to your whole sex does belong : • 

And let men receive from a second bright Eve 
The knowledge of right and of wrong. 

JBut if the first Eve hard doom did receive. 
When only one apple had she ; [you, 

W^hat punishment new shall be found out for 
Who, tasting, have robb*d the whole tree ? 

Oft the Death of a Wife, a notahle Scold and 
a Shrew. By the Husband, 

We lived one^and-twenty year ^ 

As man and wife together ; 
I could no longer keep her here ; 

She's gone, I know not whither. 

Could I but guess, I do protest, 

I speak it not to flatter ; 
Of all the wtrtnen in the world 

I never would come at her. 

Her body is bestowed well, ^ 
A handsome grave doth hide her ; 

And sure, her soul is not in hell. 
The devil would ne*er abide her. 

I rather think she's 8oar*d aloft; 

For in the last great thunder 
Methought I heard her very voice 

Bending the clouds in sunder. 

The Rose, By Mr. Philips. 

The rose*s age is but a day. 
Its bloom the pledge of its decay; 
Sweet in scent, in color bright. 
It blows at morn, and fades at night. 

Imitated hy Dr. Swipt. 

Mt age is not a moment's stay. 
My birtn the same with my decay ; 
I savor ill ; no color know ; 
And fade the instant that 1 blow. 

A Boston Epigrams-Written in 1774. 

To the Ministry, 

You've sent a rod to Massachusset, 
Thinking the Americans will buss it ; 
But much I fear for Britain's sake. 
That this same rod will prove a snake* 



On Matrimony. An Epigram, 

ToM prais'd his friend, who chang'd his sUte, 
For binding fast himself and Kale 

In union so divine; 
** Wedlock's the end of life," he cried. 
*' Too true, alas !" said Jack, and sigh'd : 

•' 'Twill be the end of mine." 

An Epitaph on the Death ofafavotite Parrot 
that was found in a Necessary 'House. 

Here safe lie in-terr'd the remains of a bird. 
Who submits to all-conquering fate ; 

Whose master took care to teach it to swear. 
As his mistress had taught it to prate. 

If complaint should be made of the place where 
he's laid. 

Poor Betty is only in fault ; 
Poor Betty, to save the ex|)ense of a grave. 

Thought proper to choose it a vault. 

To preser^^e its dear fame, for time without 
His mistress, still kinder and kinder, [oaroe, 

Declared with h tear, she'd never come ncre, 
W^ithout leaving something behind her. 



Epitaph on Lady Molesworth, who was burnt tt 
Death by a Fire which broke out in her Dwell' 
ing-House, London, the 6th of May, 1763. 

A PEERLESS matron, pride of female life, 
In cv'ry state, as widow, maid, or wife. 
Who, wedded to threescore, preserv'd her fame: 
She liv'd a phoenix, and expir d in flame. 



Verses supposed to be writ/en by Alexander Sil- 
kirk, during his solitary abode in the bhni 
of Juan Fernandez, CowMK- 

I AM monarch of all I survey. 

My right there is none to dispute ; 

From the centre all round to the sea, 
lam lord of the fowl and the brute. 

sojilude ! where are the charms 
That sages have seen in thy face ? 

Better dwell in the midst of alarms. 
Than reign in this horrible place. 

1 am out of humanity's reach, 

I must finish my journey alone; 
Never hear the sweet music of speech, 

1 start at the sound of my own. 
The beasts that roam o\'er tlie plain 

My form with indifference see ; 
They are so unacquainted with man. 

Their lameness is shocking to me. 

Society, friendship, and love, 

Divinely bestow'd upon man, 
O had I tne wings of a dove. 

How socin would I taste you again ! 
My sorrows I then mi^ht assuage 

in the ways of religion and truth. 
Might ieam from the wisdom of age. 

And b« cheer*d by the sajlics of youth. 
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treasure untold 
: heavenly word ! 
lan silver and gold, 
» earth can afford : 
* the church ^oing bell 
md rocks ntvcr heard, 
he aound of a knell, 
n a sabbaih appeared. 

ave made me your sport, 

( dewilate bhore 

(earing re|x>rt 

all visit no more. 

»ey now and then send 

lought after nie ? 

lave a friend, 

nd I aui never to see. 

ance of the mind ! 
1 the speed of its flight. 
If lags behind, 
•winged arrows of light, 
f my own native land, 

I teem to be there ; 
ection at hand, 

ue back to des|)air. 

is gone to her nest, 
lid down in his lair: 
uon of rest, 
»bin repair. 

II every place, 
acouraging thought ! 
tion a grace, 

s man to his lot. 

Peace. Cowprr. 

mind, delightful guest! 
e thy downy nest 
this sad heart ; 
pow'r pursue, 
len joys in view, 
need not part. 

I dwell, if not with me, 

I ambition free, 

I fatal wiles ? 

! dost thou prepare 

I was wont to share, 

if tliy smiles? 

ly, shall they partake 
thou alone canst make ? 
I quit the stream 
trough the dewy mead, 
le se(juester'd shed, 
wiih ihem ? 

?d, ihec I priz'tl, 
' sacrific'd 
v'd before ; 
ihee stLiri away, 
tpeless, hear ihec say, 
meet no more ? 

Fiailty, Cow PER. 

Diutc is man j 

f to-day, 

ns into his plan, 

ndsMBv. 



The bow well bent, and soQirt the tpriDg, 

Vice seems already slain ; 
But passion rudely snaps the string. 

And it revives again. 

Some foe to his upright intent 

Finds out his weaxer part ; 
Virtue engages his assent. 

But pleasure wins his heart. 

Tis here the folly of the wise 
Through all his art we view ; 

And while his tongue the charge denies^ 
His conscience owns it true. 

Bound on a voyaj^ of awful length. 

And dangers little known, 
A stranger to superior strength, 

Man vainly trusts his own. 

But oars alone can ne>r prevail 

To reach the distant coast ; 
The breath of heaven must swell the sail. 

Or all the toil is lost. 
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On olserving some Name» ^f little Note re- 
corded in the Biograpfda Britannica, 

COWPER. 

O FOND attempt togive a deathless lot 
To names ignoble, born to be foi^ot ! 
In vain recorded in historic page. 
They court the notice of a future age : 
Those twinkling tiny lustres of the land 
Drop one by one from fame*s neglecting hand ! 
Lethaean gulfs receive them as they fall, 
And dark oblivion soon absorbs them all. 

So when a child, as playful children use, 
lias burnt to tinder a sule last-year*s news. 
The fljuie extinct, he views the roving 6re : 
Tlicre goes my lady, and there goes the squire j 
There goes the parson, O illustrious spark ! 
And there, scarce less illustrious, goes the clerk. 



The Nightingale and Glow- fForm . Cow per. 

A NIGHTINGALE, that all day long 
Had chccr*d the village with his song. 
Nor yet at eve his note suspended. 
Nor yet wheh eveu-tide was ended. 
Began to feel, as well he might, 
l^e keen demands of appetite; 
When looking eagerly around. 
He spied far off, ujxin the ground, 
A soinethinK shining in the dark. 
And knew tlie gluw-worm by his spark : 
So, stooping down from hawthofn top. 
He thought to put him in his crop. 
The worm, aware of his intent, 
Harangu d him thus, right eloquent : 

Did you admire my I unp, quoth he. 
As much as I your minstrelsy. 
You would abhor to do me wrong. 
As much as I to spoil your song ; 
For 'twas the self-same Pow'r mvine 
Taught you to aipg, and me to thinet 
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That you with music, I with light. 
Might beautify and cheer the night. 

The soTM^tcr heard his short oration. 
And, warbling out his approbation. 
Released him, as my story tells. 
And found a supper somewhere else. 

Hence jarring sectaries may learn 
Tlieir real interest to discern : 
That brother should not war with brother. 
And worry and devour each other. 
But sing and shine by sweet consent. 
Till life s poor transient night is spent. 
Respecting in each other*8 case 
The gifts of nature and of grace. 

Those Christians best deser\'e the name 
Who studiously make peace their aim j 
Peace, both the duty and the prize 
Of him that creeps, and him that flies. 

On a Goldfinch ttarvcd to Death in his Cage, 

COWPER. 

Time was when I was free as air. 
The thistle*s downy seed my fare. 

My drink the morning dew ; 
I perch*d at will on ev'ry spray, 
^ly form genteel, my plumage gay. 
My strains for ever new. 

But gaudy plumage, sprightly strain. 
And form gentcei, were all in vain. 

And of a transient date ; 
For caught and cag*d, and starved to death. 
In dying tighs my little breath 

Sooa pus'd the wiry grate. 

Thanks, gentle 9wain, for all my woes. 
And thanks for this effectual close 

And cure for e^'ery ill ! 
More cruelty could none express ; 
And I, if Tou had shown me less. 

Had been your prisoner still. 

The Pine-apple and the Bee. 

COWFER. 

The pine-apples in triple row 
Were basking not and all in blow : 
A bee of most discerning taste 
Perceiv'd the fraerance as he pass*d. 
On eager wins tne spoiler came. 
And search*d for crannies in the frame; 
Urg*d his attempt on ev*ry side. 
To ev*ry pane his trunk applied ; 
But still m vain, the frame was tight. 
And only pervious to the light. 
Thus having wasted half the day. 
He trimm a his flisht another way. 

Methinks, I said, in thee I find 
The sin and madness of mankind ; 
To joys forbidden man aspires. 
Consumes his soul with vain desires ; 
Folly the spring of his pursuit. 
And disappointment all the fruit. 
While Cynthio ogles as she passes 
The nymph between two ehariot-^^issn. 
She is the pine-apple, and he 
The 9IJI7 unsooceMful bee. ^ 



The maid who views with pensive air 
The show-glass fraught wiiti glitt*ring ware, 
Sees watches, bracelets, rings, and lockets, 
But siehs at thought of empty pockets ; 
Like thine her appetite is keen. 
But, ah, the cruel glass between ! 

Our dear delights are often such, 
Expos'd to view, but not to touch ; 
The sight our foolish heart inflames^ 
We long for pine-apples in frames. 
With hopeless wish one looks and lingers, 
One breaks the glass and cuts his fingers; 
But they whom truth and wisdom 1^, 
Can gather honey from a weed. 



The Poei, the Ot/sier, and Sensitive Plant, 

COWPEI. 

An Oyster cast upon the shore 
Was heard, though never heard before, 
Complaining in a speech well vrordcd. 
And worthy thus to be recorded : 

Ah, hapless wretch ! condemn*d to dwell 
For ever in my native shell, 
Ordain'd to move when others please. 
Not for my own content or ease. 
But toss*d and bufleted about. 
Now in the water, and now out. 
'Twere better to be bom a stone 
Of ruder shape and feelinr none. 
Than with a tenderness like mine. 
And sensibility so fine : 
I envy that unfeeling shrub. 
Fast-rooted against ev^ry rub. 

The plant ne meant grew not hr off, 
And felt the sneer with scorn enough; 
Was hurt, disgusted, mortified. 
And with asperity replied. 

(When, crv the botanists, and stare^ 
Did plants calrd sensitive grow there? 
No matter when, a poet*s muse is 
To make them grow where jual she chom^\ 

You shapeless nothing in a dish. 
You that are but almost a fish, 
I scorn your coarse insinuation. 
And have most plentiful occasioli 
To wish myself the rock I view. 
Or such another dolt at you. 
For many a grave and learned clerk. 
And many a gay uuletter d spark. 
With curious touch examines me. 
If I can feel as well as he ; 
And when 1 bend, retire, and shrink. 
Says, ** Well, *tis more than one would think" 
Thus life is spent, O fie upon*t ! 
In being touch'd, and crying, " I>>n*tr 

A poet, in his evening walk. 
Overheard, and checked, this idle talk. 
And, " Your fine sense, he said, and yoan^ 
Whatever evil it endures. 
Deserves not, if so soon oflended. 
Much to be pitied or commended. 
Disputes, though short, are far too kmg, 
Where both alike are in the wrong; 
Your feelings, in their fall aitionat» 
Are all upon jom ow^ttMUftC 
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, in Toor grotto-work encWd, 
\ of Deing thus expos'd, 
ng feel in that rough coat, 
o the knife 19 at your throat : 
r driven by wind or tide, 
rem ev'ry ill beside. 
as for you, my Lady Squeamish, 
con ev*rY toach a blemish, 
plants Uiat can be found 
ling the scene around 
t)c>p and wither where they grow. 
Id not feel at all, not you. 
est minds their virtue prove 
•ympathy, and love, 
ese are flings truly fine, 
e their owner half divine." 
isure reach*d them as he dealt it, 
by shrinking showed he felt it. 



A Fable, Cowfbr.- 

BV, while with glassy breast 
•laid eggs she fondly press*d, 
ler wicker-work high mounted 
;ens prematurely counted 
philosophers might blame, 
xempted from the same), 
t ease the genial day ; 
ril, as the bumkins say, 
ature caird it May. 
rnly a wind, as high 
vcpt a winter sky 
*, young leaves about her ears, 
her with a thousand fears, 
ude blast should snap the boagh, 
id her golden hopes below. 
t e^e the blowing weather, 
er fears, were husird together : 
, quoth poor unthinking Ralph, 
and the brood is safe ; 
IS, though as birds of omen 
h both conj'rors and old women 
what is to bcFil, 
)hesy themselves at all.) 
ling came, when neighbour Hodge, 
; had mark'd her airy lodge, 
B*d all the treasure there 
lis expecting fair, 
ke a squirrel to his prey, 
the worthless prize away. 

MORAL. 

>vidence alone secures, 
hangc« both mine and yours, 
sists not in escape 
fiers of a frightful shape: 
uake may be bid to spare 
that's strangled by a hair. 
I alone with silent tread, 
'nest in what least we dread, 
I the storm with angry brow, 
e sunshine strikes the blow. 

f of the World detected. Cow per. 

ays the prophet of the Turk : 
[ussulman, ^k^fpn ficom pork y 



There is a part in er'fj twine 
No friend or follower of mine 
May taste, whate*er his inclination. 
On pain of excommnnicatton.'* 
Such Mahomet's mysterious chaige. 
And thus he left the point at large. 
Had he the sinful part expressed, ^ 

They might with safety eat the rest : 
But for one piece, they thought it haid 
From the whole hog to be debarr'd. 
And set their wit at work to find 
What joint the prophet had in imnd. 
Much controversy straight arose. 
These choose the back, the belly those; 
By some 'tis confidently said 
He meant not to forbid the head ; 
While others at that doctrine rail. 
And piously prefer the tail t 
Tlius, conscience freed from ev'iy ck>g, 
Mahometans eat up the hog. 

You laugh — ^'tis well ; the tale applied. 
May make you langh on t* other siJe. 
Renounce the world, the preacher eries : 
We do, a multitude replies. 
While one as innocent r^ards 
A snag and friendly game at cards ; 
And one, whatever you may say. 
Can see no evil in a play ; 
Some love a concert, or a race. 
And others, shooting, and the chase* 
Revil'd and lov*d, reBOunc*d and follow*d. 
Thus bit by bit the world is swallow*d : 
Each thinks his neighbour makes too firee. 
Yet likes a slice as well as he : ^ 
With sophistry their sauce they suflfeen. 
Till quite from tail to snout *tis eafbn. 



The Jackdaw, Cowpbr. 

There is a bird who by his coat. 
And by the hoarseness of his note, 

Alight be supposM a crow ; 
A great frequenter of the church. 
Where bishop-like he finds a perch 

And dormitory too. 

About the steeple shines a plate. 
That turns and turns, to indicate 

From what point blowa the waather i 
Look up, your brains begin to swim ; 
Tis in the clouds-: that pleases him. 

He chooses it the rather. 

Fond of the speculative heisbl. 
Thither he wmgs his airy night. 

And thence securely seea 
The bustle and the raree-show 
That occupies mankind below. 

Secure and at his ease. 

• 

You think, no doubt, he sits and rousei 
On future broken bones and bmiaes. 

If he should chance to fiiU; 
No, not a single thought like that 
Employs hb pniJosophie pale. 

Or troubles it «l all. 
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He sees that tViis gricat round-about. 
The world, with all its motley rout. 

Church, army, physic, law. 
Its customs and its businesses 
Are no concern at all of his. 

And says — What says he ? Caw. 

Thrice happy bird I I t^K) have seen 
Mqch of the vanities of men. 

And, sick of having seen 'em. 
Would cheerfully these limbs resign 
For such a pair of wings as thine. 

And s^gh a head between 'em. 



The Country Parsons Blessings. 

Would ye, my friends, live free from care. 
Attentive lend a willing ear ; 
While 1 in humble verse relate 
The blessings of my humble state. 

I have a living brings in clear 
About a hundred pounds a year ; 
The tithe well paid, without law-strife. 
(I'm not encumber'd with a wife). 
A single church, not grand, but neat ; 
My people rather good than great ; 
A strong-built house, and pasture good. 
Where Sorrel crops his livelihood ; 
A garden cloth'd with greens and fruits. 
And intermix'd with flow'ry roots ; 
A walk with well-mow'd greensward laid. 
Where I may smoke in sun or shade j 
A terrace rais'd, whence I survey 
The luailBl folk that pass that way ; 
A shadeJoench where 1 may read 
Old Baker's Chronicle, or Speed : «- 

The neighb'ring clergy kind and free. 
Who give and take civility ; 
Of humor good, of miith and sense. 
Who o'er a glass some wit dispense ; 
CFor where 's the crime to meet and prate 
Of country news and tricks of state ?) 
Some social gcim of goodly worth, 
W^ho scorn to boast of wealth or birth ; 
"Who ne'er assume the courtiers frown. 
Yet keep above the homely clown ; 
Who love their country, king, and church. 
And in no dues the parson lurch. 
With ease I keep a maid and man. 
This Harry call'd, the other Nan : 
A table sleek, with pudding grac'd. 
Or plain or plum, as suits my taste ; 
Attended by a sav'ry dish 
Of mutton, beef, or fowl, or fish ; 
A pile of salad, fresh and green ; 
In summer, fruit well pick'd and clean ; 
Sound sparkling ale, and sometimes wine. 
When patron deigns with Vic to dine. 
Oh o'^r the fields with gun I stride. 
And faithful Banter by my side ; 
Then, if a mushroom b in sight. 
It serves to supper me at night ; 
Or else a fielclfare or a snipe, ^ 
Sometimes a dish of double tripe. 

Thus joyous do I paw my life. 
Stranger to tumult or to stnft; 



Pleasures I feel in this blest state, 
Unfelt, unknown, to rich and ^eat. 
When airy fancy mounts on wmg, 
I think myself a sort of king ; 
My pipe my sceptre, cup my crown. 
My elbow chair my regal throne. 

On hearing of a Gentleman s Pocket leit 
picked of his Watch. 

He that a watch would wear, this he mutt dc 
Pocket his watch, and watch his pocket too. 

The Happy Ftre-Side. 

The hearth was clean, the fire was clear. 

The kettle on for tea ; 
Palemon, in his elbow chair. 

As blest as man could be. 

Clarinda, who his heart possess'd. 
And was his new-made bride. 

With head reclin'd upon his breast. 
Sat toying by his side. 

Stretch'd at his feet, in happy state, 

A fav'rite doc was laid ; 
By whom a little sportive cat 

In wanton humor play'd. 

Clarinda's hand he gently press'd ; 

She stole an am'rous kiss. 
And, blushing, modestly conibssM 

The fulness of her bliss. 

Palemon, with a heart elate, 

Pray'd to Almighty Jove, 
That It might ever be his fate. 

Just so to live and love. 

Be this eternity, he cried. 

And let no more be given ; 
Continue thus my lov'd fire-side, 

I ask no other neavcD. 

llie Retrospect qfLife, 

RicRBS chance may take or give 5 

Beauty lives a day, and dies ; 
Honor lulls us while we live; 

Mirth's a cheat, and Pleasure flies. 

Is there nothing worth our care ; 

Time, and chance, and death, oar to^ 
If our joys so fleeting are. 

Are we only tied to woes ? 

Let bright Virtue answer. No; 

Her cternal^w'rs prevail. 
When honors, riches, cease to flow, 

And beauty, mirths and pleasure fail* 

Jn Invitation to the Country, 

The swallows in their torpid state 

Compose their useless wtn^ 
And bees in hives as idly wait 

The call of early spring. 

The keenest frost that binds the streaio, 

The wildest wind that blows. 
Are neither felt nor fear'd by flicm. 

Secure of their r^M|^ 
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H-fceliDgand awake, 
my scene surveys ; 
nt ills his heart nuist ache, 
t for brighter days. 

r, hahing o'er the mead, 
and Mury mourn ; 
Spring peeps o*cr his head, 
ispers your return. 

I, with her sister May, 
ase him from the bow'rs, 
f fresh garlands ev'ry day, 
n the smiling Hours. 

ar, that speaks regret 
ler times, appear, 
of joy that we liave met 
ine, and dry the tear. 

to ike feathered Race, Greaves^ 

! balmy zephyr blows, 
rdure decks the grove ; 
with remal rapture glows, 
es his notes to love. 

warblers ! hither fly, 
in the noon-tide heat : 
a cooling shade supply ; 
es, a safe retreat. 

.y hop from spray to spray, 
•e the mossy nest : 
and sing the live-long day; 
t, here sweetly rest. 

a>ol translucent rill 

ckles down the glade, 

: your plumes, here dfink your fill, 

el in trie shade. 

•boy rude, to mischief prone, 
ws his ruddy fjce, 
his bow, or hurls a stone, 
lequcater'd place. 

> vocal thrush repairs ; 
lie linnet sings ; 
nch dreads no slimy snares 
her painted wings. 

nel ! ah, quit thy haunt 
tant woods among, 
1 my friendly grotto chant 
eetly plaintive song. 

e harmless red-breast fear, 
ic bird, to come, 
a sure asylum here, 
ne that loves his home. 

or von, ye artless tribe ! 
: of fruit preser\'e ; 
' thus your friendship bribe ; 
feed without reserve. 



For you these cherries I protect. 

To you these plums belong ; 
Sweet is the fruit that you have pcck*d. 

But sweeter far your song. 

Let then this league betwistt us made 

Our mutual interests &mard : 
Mine be the gift of Cruit and shade; 

Your songs be my reward. 

Addren to a Nightingale, Thompsov. 

O NIGHTINGALE 1 best poct of the gro\*e. 

That plaintive strain can ne*er belong to thee. 
Blest in the full possession of thy love : 

lend that strain, sweet nightingale 1 to me, 

'Tis mine, alas! to mourn my wretched (ate; 

1 love a maid who all my bosom charms. 
Yet lose my days without this lovely mate ; 

Inhuman Fortune keeps her from my arms. 

You, happy birds I by nature's simple laws 
Lead your soft lives, sustain d by nature's fare^ 

You dwell wherever roving fancy draws. 
And love and song is all your pleasing care : 

But we, vain slaves of int*rest and of pride. 
Dare not be blest, lest envious tongues fhould 
blame ; 
And hence in vain I languish for my bride : 
O mourn with me, sweet bird 1 my hapless 
flame. 

Retaliation, Goldsmith. 

Tlie title and nature of tbit Poem thoir that it owed its 
birth to some preceding cirt>ttm»iRnoet o£ fietdve mcr^ 
riroent, which from the wit of the C0B|iany and the 
very ingenious author't peculiar odJitici, were pro- 
bably enlivened by tome ttroket of humor. Thji 
piece wu only intended for the Doctor's private 
amusement, and that of the particular frienus who 
were its subject; and he unfortunately did not live to 
revise, or even fini«h it, in the manner which bt in- 
tended. The public have, however, already showa 
how much they were pleated with its appearance, 
even in its preient form. 

Opold, when Scarron hiscompanions invited. 
Each guest brought his dish, and the feast was 

united ; 
If our laiMllord* supplies us with beef and with 

fish, 
Let each guest bring himself, and he hringi 

the best dish : 
Our Deanf shall be venison, just fresh fitnn 

the plains ; 
Our Burket shall he tongue, with a garnish of 

brains ; 
Our Will J shall be wild-fowl, of ezcellcDt 

flavour ; 
And Dick || with his pepper shall heighten their 

savour : 



master of the St. Jameses Coffee-house, where the Doctor and the friends he has cha- 
in this poem held an occasional club. 

ir Barnard, l>eau of Derry in Ireland, author of many ingeniotis pieces. 
Idiuund Burke, member for Wendover, and one of the greatest orators in thb kingdom. 
Villiam Burke, late Secretary to General Conway, anu member for Bedwin. 
tichard Burke, Collector of Grenada, no lest remarkable in the walks of wit md hu<- 
Q his brother Edmund Burke is justly distinguished in all the branches of useful uii 
alturc. 
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Our Camberland's* sweet-bread its place shall 

obtain. 
And Dou^lasf is pudding substantial and plain; 
Our Garrick*s{ a salad, for in him we see 
Oil, vine^r, sugar, and saltness a^ree: 
To make out the dinner full certam I am 
That Ridee§ is anchovy and Reynolds || is lamb, 
Tliat HicKey's^ a capon : and by the same rule, 
Magnanimous Goldsmith a gooseberry- fool. 
At a dinner so various, at such a repast, 
Who*d not be a glutton, and stick to the last ? 
Here, waiter, more wine, let me sit while I *m 

able. 
Till all my companions sink under the table ; 
Then with chaos and blunders encircling my 

head. 
Let me ponder, and tell what I think of the dead. 
Here lies the good Dean, re-united to earth, 
Who mix*d reason with pleasure, and wisdom 

with mirth : 
If he had any faults, he has led us in doubt. 
At least in six weeks I could not find *em out ; 
Yet some have declared, and it can't be denied 

'em, ['em. 

That sly-boots was cursedly cunning to hide 

Here lies our good Edmund, whoae genius 

was such 
We scarcely can praise it or blame it too much ; 
Who, born for ifie universe, narrow'd his 

mind, [mankind : 

And to party gave up what was meant for 
Though fraught with all learning, yet straining 

his throat [him a vote : 

To persuade Tommy Townshend** to lend 
who, too deep for his hearers, still went on re- 
fining, fofdinine; 
And thought of convincing, while they thought 
Thoujjh eoual to all things, for all things unBt, 
Too nice for a statesman, too proud for a wit ; 
For a patriot too cool ; . for a drudge disobedient ; 
And too fond of tlieright to pursue the expedient. 
In short, 'twas his fate, unemployed or in place, 

Sir, 
To eat mutton cold, and cut blocks with a razor. 
Here lies honest William, whose heart was 

a mint, [was in*t; 

While the owner ne'er knew half the sood that 
The pupil of impulse, it forc'd him along, 
Hit conduct still right, with his argument 

wrong ; 
Still aiming at honor, yet fearing to roam. 
The coach man was tipsy, the chariotdrove home : 



Wopld you ask for his merits, alas! he 
What was good was spontaneous, 

were n is own. 
Here lies honest Richard, whose f 

sigh at, 
Alas, that such frolic should now be 
What spirits were his, what witand w 
Now breaking a jest, and now b 

limbtf; 
Now wrangling and pumbling to k( 
Now teasing and vexing, yet laughii 
In short, so provoking a devil was C 
That we wished him uiU ten times a 

Nick ; 
But, missing his mirth and agreeabl 
As often we wishM to have Dick ha* 
Here Cumberland lies, having acte< 
The Terence of England, the mendei 
A flattering painter, who made it hi 
To draw men as they ought to be, not : 
His gallants are all faultless, his won: 
And Comedy wonders at bein^ so fi 
Like a tragedy-queen he has dizen'd 
Or rather like Tragedy giving a rout 
His fools have their follies so lost in 
Of virtues and feelings, that folly jrc 
And coxcombs, alike in their faiHn^ 
Adopting his portraits are pleas'd with 
Say, where has our poet this malady 
Or wherefore his characters thus witl 
Say, was it, that vainly directing his 
To 6ndout nien*s virtues, and finding 
Quite sick of pursuing each troubles 
He grew lazy at last, and drew frono 
Here Douglas retires from his toil 
The scourge of impostors, the terror 
Come all ye quack bards, and ye qu 

vines. 
Come and dance on the spot where 3 
When Satire and Censure encircled 1 
I fear'd for your safety, I fear'd for e 
But now he is gone, and we want a 
Our Dodds shall be pious, our Ken 

lecture ; 
Macpherson write bombast, and call 
Our Townshend make speeches; i 

compile ; 
New Lauders and Bowers the Tweed 
No countryman living their tricks ti 
Detection her ta|>er shall quench to 
And Scotchman meet Scotchman ac 

the dark. 



* Author of the West Indian, Fashionable Lovers, The Brothers, and other dnim; 

f Doctor Douglas, Canon of Windsor, an ingenious Scotch gentleman, who has 1 
tingaished himself as a citizen of the world, tnan a sound critic, in detecting sevei 
mbtakes, or rather forgeries, of his countrymen -, particularly Lauder on Milton, ac 
Historv of the Popes. 

( David GrarricK, Esq. ioint Patentee and acting Manager at the Theatre Royal, D 

4 Counsellor John Ridj^, a gentleman belonging to the Irish bar, the relish of wl 
abfeafid pointed conversation is admitted, by all his acquaintance, to be very properly 
to the above sauce. 

K Sir Joshua Reynolds, President of the Royal Academy. % An eminent 

•• Mr. T. Townshend, member for Whitchurch. 

ft Mr. Richard Burke. This gentleman having slightly fractured one of his ars 
at different timca, the Doetor bu rallied hun on those accidents, as a kind of retribu 
fox breaking his j«ti upon other people. 
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H«e lies David GarrLck, describe him wbo 
cin? 

Afltluidginent of all that was pleasant in man ; 

As 10 aclor, confess'd without rival to shine ; 

As t wit, if not first, in the very first line ; 

Yet with talents like these, and an excellent 
heart. 

The man had his failings, a dupe to his art ; 

Like an ill-judging beauty his colors he spread. 

And beplaster*d with rouge his own natural red. 

On the stage he was natural, simple, affecting 3 

Twas only that when he was off he was acting ; 

MTitb no reason on earth to go out of his way. 

He tam*d and he varied full ten times a day ; 

Hiough secure of our hearts, yet confoundedly 
sick 

If tbey were not his own by finessing and trick , 

HecMtoff his friends as a huntsman his pack. 

For be knew when he pleas'd he could wnistle 
them back. [came. 

Of piaise a mere glutton, he swallow a what 

And the puff of a dunce he mistook it for fame ; 

Till his relbh grown callous, almost to disease, 
Who peppered the highest was sure best to please. 
Alt let OS be caDdicH and speak out our mind : 
2^ donees applaaded, he paid them in kind. 
xe Kenricks, ye Kellys, and Wood falls so grave, 
^bat a commerce was yours, while you eot 
and you gave I frais d, 

f owdid Grob-street re-«cho the shouts that you 
iHiik he was be-Roscius*d, and you were be- 

prait'd! 
Uit pact to his spirit, wherever it flies, 
^o act as an angel, and mix with the skies ! 
IxMe poets who owe their best fame tohis skill, 
liall still be his flatterers, fga where he will ; 
Nd Shakspeare receive him with praise and 

with love, 
ind Beaumonts and Bens he his Kellys above. 

Here Hickey reclines, a most blunt, pleasant 
creature, 
ind slander itself must allow him good-nature : 
ilecberish*d his friend,and he relish'd a bumper; 
fetooeiaulthehad,and that one wasa thumper. 
EVrhapa jrou may ask if the man was a miser? 
[ answer. No, no, for he always was wiser. 
Too courteous, ocrhaps, or obligingly flat ? 
Eia Yery worst foe can't accuse him of that. 
Perhaps he confided in men as they go, 
Aod so was too foolishly honest? — Ah no! 
then what was his failing ? come, tell it, and 

bum re. 
Re was, could he help it ? a special attorney. 

Here Reynolds is laid, and to tell you my mind. 
He has not lef^ a wiser or better bchina : 
His pencil was striking, resistless, and grand ; 
Rbmaniiers weregentIe,complying, ana bland ; 
Blill bon^to improve us in every part, 
Hb pencil our faces, his manners our b.cart : 
To coxcombs averse, yet most civilly steeiiu^, 
^^lien they judg*d without skill he was siill 
hard of hearing ; [and stuff, 

^eo they talk*d of their Raphaels, Coreggios, 
tiaihiAedf his trumpet*, and only took souff. 

* Sir Joshua Reyaokls wii ao rcmaikablj deaf as to ke uoder the necessity of using an 
roQipet in coippany. 



Lines from Dr, BAiiirAftD Dean ^ DsftftT, to 

Dr. Goldsmith and Mr, Cumberland. 

Dear Noll and dear Dick, since you va 
made us so merry, ^Deirj. 

Accept the best thanks of the poor Dean of 

Though I here must confess that your meat 
and your wine 

Are not quite to my taste, though they're both 
very fine ; 

For sherry s a liquor monastic, you own ; 

Now there *s nothing I hate so, as drinking 
alone : [vicars : 

It may do for your monks, or your curates and 

But for my part, I 'm fond of more sociable li- 
quors, [sauce ia— 

Your venison's delicious, though too sweet your 

Sednon ego maculis offendar paucis. 

So, soon as you please, you may serve me your 
dish up, [bishop. 

But instead of your sherry pray make me a 

On Dr,GoldsmitKs Characierisiicai Cookery, 

A Jeu <r Esprit. 

By David Gar rick. Esq, 

Arb these the choice dishes the Doctor has 

sent us ? [us ? 

Is this the great poet whose works so content 

Thb Goldsmith's fine feast, who has written 

fine books ? [cooks. 

Heaven sends us good meat, but the DetfU sends 

Jupiter and Mercury, A Fable. --^ Written 
some time since. Gar rick. 

'^ Herb, Hermes,'* says Jove, who with 

nectar was mellow, 
'^ Go fetch me some clay, I will make an odd 

fellow. 
Right and wrong shall be jumbled, much gold 

and some dross ; 
Without cause be he pleas'd, without cause be 

he cross. 
Be sure, as I work, to throw in contradictions ; 
A great love of truth, yet a muid tum'd to lie* 

tions : 
Now mix these ingredients, which, warm*d in 

the baking, [raking. 

Turn to learning, and gaming, religion, and 
With the love of a wencn, let his writings be 

chaste ! [^fine tasta { 

Tip his tongue with strange matter, his pen with 
That the rake and the poet o'er all may prevail. 
Set fire to the head, and set fire to the tail : [it« 
For the joy of each sex, on the world I'll bestow 
This Scholar, Rake, Christian, Dupe, Game^ 

ster, and Poet: 
Though a mixture so odd, he shall merit giatt 

fame, [namtl 

And among brother-mortals be Goldsmith hia 
When on earth this strange meteor no more 

shall appear. 
You, Uermes, snail fetch him to moke us sport 

herel" 
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The LumefUatum qf GkimdalctUch/ar the Loss 

qf Crildrig, 

A Pasioral. Gay. 

Soon as Glumdalclitch miw d her pleasing 
care. 
She wept, she hlubber d, and she tore her hair. 

go British miss sincerer grief has known, 
er squirrel missing, or her sparrow flown. 
She furiVI her sampler, and haul'd in her thread, 
And stuck her needle into Grildrig*8 bed ; 
Then spread her hands, and with a bounce let fall 
Her baby, like the giant in Guildhall. 
In peals of thunder now she roars, and now 
She gently whimpers like a lowing cow ; 
Yet lovely in her sorrotv still appears : 
Her locks dishevell'd, and her flood of tears. 
Seem like the lofty barn of some rich swain. 
When from the thatch drips fastashow'rofrain. 

In vain she search'd eacn cranny of the house. 
Each gaping chink impen'ioiis to a mouse. 
** Was it for this," she cried, •* with daily care 
Within thy reach 1 set the vinegar ; 
And fill'd the cruet with the acid tide. 
While pepper-water worms thy bait supplied. 
Where twin*d the silver eel around thy hook. 
And all the little monsters of the brook ? 
Sure iu that lake he dropp*d: my Grilly's 

dr<»wn*d." 
She dragg'd the cruet, but no Grildrig found. 

** Vain is thy courage, Grilly, vain thy boast: 
But little creatures enterprise the motiL 
Trembling I 've seen thee dare the kitten's paw. 
Nay mix with children as they play*d at taw. 
Nor fear*d the marbles as they bounding flew -, 
Marbles to them, but rolling rocks to you. 

** Why did 1 trust thee with that giddy youth? 
Who from a page can ever learn the truth ? 
Ver8*d in court-tricks, that money-lo\ing boy 
To some lord's daughter sold the li\ ing toy -, 
Or rent him limb uom limb, in cnielplay. 
As children tear the wings of flies away. 
From place to place o*er Biobdignag 1 *ll roam. 
And never will return, or bring thee home. 
But who hath eyes to trace the passing wind ? 
How then thy (airy footsteps can 1 flud ? 
Doit thou, bewilder*d, wander all alone 
In the green thicket of a mossy stone; 
Or tumbled from the toadstooFs slippery round, 
Perhapsall niainrd,lie^)vellingon theground? 
Dost thou embosom*d in the lovely rose. 
Or sunk within the peach*s down, repose ? 
Within the king-cup if thy limbs are spread. 
Or in the golden cowslip's velvet head, 
O show me. Flora, * midst those sweets the flow'r 
Where sleeps my Grildrig in this fragrant bow*r ! 

" But, an ! 1 fear thy little fancy roves 
On little females, and on little lox'es. 



Hast thou for these now vcntur'd from the si 
Thy bark a bean- shell, and a straw thy oa 
Or in thy box, now bounding on the mai 
Shall I ne t-r ()ear thyself and house ac^in 
And shall I set thee on my hand no more 
To see ihee leap the lines, and traverse o' 
My spucinus palm ? of stature scarce a spa 
Mnmc the actions'of a real man? 
No more behold thee turn my watch's kc) 
As seamen at a capstem anchors weigh ? 
How wast thou wont to walk withcauttousti 
A dish often, like milk-pail, on thy head 
How chase the mite that bore thy cfieesea* 
And keep the rolling maggot at a hay!'* 
She said ; but broken accents siopf >'d her rn 
Soft as the speaking-trumpet's mellow nou 
She sobb'd a storm, and wip'd her flowing* 
Which seem'd like two broad suns in mi^tys 
O squander not thy grief! those tears comn 
To weep upon our cod in Newfoundland: 
The plenteous pickle shall preserve the fisi 
And tun>pe taste thy sorrow's in a dish. 

A Receipt fur stewing T\aL Gay. 

Take a knuckle of veal i 
You may buy it or steal : 
In a few pieces cut it. 
In a stewmg-pan put it. 
Salt, iK'pper, and mace. 

Must season this knuckle; 
Then what's join'd lo a place*. 

With other herbs muckle ; 
That which kill'd king Willf; 
And what never stands still |, 
Some spri^ of that bed§ 
Where children are bred ; 
Which much you will mend, if 
Both spinach and endive. 
And lettuce and beet, 
. With mar\'gold meet. 
Put no water at all. 
For it maketh thinss small ; 
Which lest it should happen, 
A close cover clap on. 
Put this pot of Wood's metal || 
In a hot l)oil>rig kettle. 
And there let it be 

(Mark the doctrine I teach) 
About — let me see — 

Thrice as long as yoti preach f. 
So skimming the fat ofl*. 
Say grace with your hat ofT. 
O, then with what rapture 
Will it fill dean and cliapter \ 

Spring, An Ode. Dr. Jonvsov* 

Stbrn Winter now, by Spring repress'd. 
Forbears the long-continued strife ; 

And Nature, on her naked breast. 
Delights to catch the gales of life. 



Thj pigmy children, and thy tiny spouse. 
The haby playthings that adorn thy house. 
Doors, windows, chimneys, and the spacious 
lit]ual in size to cells of honey- combs, [rooms, 

• Vulgo, salary, f Supposed sorrel. J This is by Dr. Bcntley thought to be time, or th; 

§ Pktsley. Vide Chamberlayne, 

3 Of this composition, see the works of the Copper-farthing Deaa. 

% Which we suppose to be ^ear four hours. 
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he rami kingdom roves 
sure with hrr laughing train ; 
let in the vocal groves, 
etation paints the plain» 

vhom to beds of pain 
: tyranny consigns • ! 
iling nature courts in vain, 
rapture sings, and beauty shines ! 

I my limbs disease invades, 
gs Imagination tries, 
me to the peaceful shades 
— *s humble turrets rise. 

mv soul, thy rapid flight, 
n the pleasing groves depart, 
t great nature charmed my sight, 
visdom first informVl my heart. 

e through the vales pursue 

a father, and a friend ; 

great nature's works review, 
ire to wisdom's voice attend. 

caresses, causeless strife, 

pe, vain fear, alike rcmov'd ; 

: learn the use of life, 

rst enjoyed, when most improv*d. 

thou venerable bowV, 
litation's quiet seat, 
us scorn of venal pow'r. 
It grandeur of retreat. 

s by guilt to greatness climbs, 
2; factions rush to war, 
: learn to shun the crimes 
event, and will not share. 

ill by subtler foes, 
isdom, teach nie Curio's art 
ig passions to compose, 
1 tne rebels of the heart. 



Idfummers JFisk. An Ode, 

Dr. Jouvsov. 

! down the western sky 
; diffuse thy burning ray ; 
I distant worlds supply. 
e them to the cares or day. 

,e eve, the friend of ease ! 
rnthia, lovely queen of night ! 
with a cooling breeze, 
r me with a lambent light. 

TC o*er the verdant ground 
I carpet nature spreads ; 
rreen bow'r, with roses crown'd, 
s its fragrant foliage sheds. 

' peaceful hour with wine, 
die along the grove ; ^ 
bowl let myrtles twine, 
r strain be tun d to love. 

I, queen of all my heart 1 
m to fill its vast desires 1 



Thy looks perpetual joys impart. 
Thy voice perpetual love inspires. 

Whilst, all my wish and thine complete. 
By turns we languish and we bum. 

Let sighing gales our sighs repeat. 
Our murmurs, murmuring brooks return* 

Let me, when nature calls to rest. 
And blushing skies the mora foretel. 

Sink on the down of Stella's breast. 
And bid the waking world farevvrll. 
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Autumn, An Ode, Dr. Johnsov* 

Alas ! with swifk and silent pace 
Impatient time rolls on the year ; 

The seasons change, and nature's £ice 
Now sweetly smiles, now frowns severe. 

'Twas Spring, 'twas Summer, all was gay. 
Now Autumn bends a cloudy brow ; 

The flow'rs of Spring are swept away. 
And Summer fruits desert tne bough. 

The verdant leaves that play*d on high. 
And wanton'd on the western breeze. 

Now trod in dust neglected lie. 
As Boreas strips the bending trees. 

The fields that wav'd with golden grain. 
As russet heaths are wild and bare. 

Not moist with dew, but drench'd in rain; 
Nor health nor pleasure wanders there. 

No more, while through the midnight shade 
Beneath the moon's pale orb I stray. 

Soft pleasing woes mv he^t invade. 
As Progne pours tne melting lay. 

From this capricious clime she soars ; 

O would some god but wings supply 1 
To where each mora the Spring restores. 

Companion of her flight 1 'd fly. 

Vain wish ! me fate compels to bear 
The downward season's Iron reign. 

Compels to breathe polluted air. 
And shiver on a blasted plain. 

What bliss to life can Autumn yield. 
If dooms, and show'rs, and storms prevail ; 

And Ceres flies the naked field. 
And flow'rs, and fraits, and Phoebus fail } 

O I what remains, what lingers yet. 
To cheer me in the darkening nour? 

The grape remains, the friend of wit. 
In love and mirth of mighty pow*r. 

Haste, press the clusters, fill the bowl ; 

Apollo, shoot thv {>arting ray : 
Tliis gives the sunshint of the soul. 

This god of health, and verse, and day. 

Still, still the jocund strain shall flow. 
The pulse with vigorous rapture beat ; 

My Stella with new charms shall glow. 
And every bliss in wine shall meet. 



• The author being ill of the gout. 
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Winter. An Ode. Dft. JoHKioir. 

No more the morn, with tq)id rays, 
UnfulJs the flow*r of various hue ; 

Noon spreads no more the genial blaze. 
Nor gentle eve distils the dew. 

The lingering hours prolong the night. 
Usurping darkness shares the day. 

Her mists restrain the force of light. 
And Phoebus holds a doubtful sway. 

By gloomy twilight half reveal'd, 
with sighs wc view the hoary hill. 

The leafless wood, the naked field. 
The snow-topt cot, the frozen rill. 

No music warbles through the grove. 

No vivid colors paint me plain ; 
No more with devious step* I rove 

Through verdant paths now sought in vain. 

Aloud the driving tempest roars, 

CongeaVd, impetuous show'n descend ; 

Haste, close the window, bar the doors. 
Fate leaves me Stella, and a friend. 

In Rature*8 aid let art supply 

With light and heat my little sphere ; 

Rouse, rouse the fire, and pile it high : 
Light up a constellation nere. 

Let music sound the voice of joy. 
Or mirth repeat the jocund tale ; 

Let Love his wanton wiles employ. 
And o*er the season wine prevail. 

Yet time life*s dreary winter brings. 
When mirth*3 gay tale shall please no more; 

Nor music charm, though Stella sings ; 
Nor love, nor wine, tne spring restore. 

Catch then, O catch, the transient hour ; 

Improve each moment as it flies. 
Lifers a short Summer, man a flow*r; 

He dies— <«las 1 how soou he dies ! 



An Evening Ode. To Stella. 

Dr. Johnsok. 

Ey EKING now ffom purple wings 
Sheds the grateful gifU she oriiigs ; 
Brilliant drops bedeck the mead ; 
Coolinff bVeezes shake the reedj^ 
Shake tne reed, and curl the stream 
SilverM o'er with Cynthia's beam j 
Near the chequerM lonely grove. 
Hears and keeps thy secrets Love. 
Stella, thither let us stray 
Lightly o'er the dewy way* 
Phoebus drives his burning car • 

Hence, my lovely Stella, ikr; 
In his stead, the oueen of nicht 
Round us pours a lambent li^t ; 
Light that seems but inst to show 
Breasts that beat, and cheeks that glow* 
Ijti us DOW, in whisper'd joy, 
Evenins's silent hours employ ; 
Silence best, and conscious snades. 
Please the hearts that love invades ; 
Odior pleasures give them pain^ 
Lovcn all but lo?e disdain. 



The Natural Beauty. To Stella. 

Dr. JoHNSoir. 
Whzther Stella's eyes are found 
Fix'd on earth or glancing round. 
If her face with pleasure glow. 
If she sigh at others' woe. 
If her easy air express 
Conscious worth or sofl distress, 
Stella's eyes, and air, and face. 
Charm with undiininish'd erace. 

If on her we see display *d 
Pendant ^ms, and rich brocade ; 
If her chintz with less expense 
Flows in easy negligence ; 
Still she lights the conscious flame. 
Still her charms appear the same: 
If she strikes the vocal strincs. 
If she's silent, speaks, or smgs. 
If she sit, orifsnemove. 
Still wc love, and still approve. 

Vain the casual, transient glance. 
Which alone can please by cmmce. 
Beauty which depends on art. 
Changing with tne changiiig heart, 
Whicn demands the toilet's aid. 
Pendant gems and rich brocade. 
I those charms alone can priae 
Which from constant nature rise. 
Which nor circumstance nor cbvsi 
E'er can make or more or 1cm. 



The Vanity of WeaUk. Da. JoHKSOf. 

No more thus brooding o*er yon hca(s 
With Avarice painful vigils keep ; 
Still uncnjoy'd the present store. 
Still endless sighs are breath'd for moit. 

quit the shadow, catch the priae 
Which not all India's treasure buys! 
To purchase heaven has gold the pow*r? 
Can gold remove the mortal hour? 
In lite can love be bought with gold ? 
Are friendship's pleasures to be sold ? 
No— all that e worth a wish, a thoog^t. 
Fair virtue gives unbrib'd, unbought 
Cease then on trash thy hopes to bind. 
Let nobler views engage thy mind. 
With science tread tne wondrous ww. 
Or learn the Muse's moral lay ; 

In social hours indulge thy soul. 
Where mirth and temperance mix tktbffii; 
To virtuous love resign thy breast. 
And be, by blesttng beauty, blest. 

Thus taste the feast by nature spmd, 
£t^ youth and all its joys are fled : 
Come taste with me tlie balm of Ii(c, 
Secure from pomp, and wealth, and sHift. 

1 boast whatever tor man was meaDt^ 
In health, and Stella, and content ; 
And scorn (O let that seom be thme*!) 
Mere things of cloy that <Kg the mtiie. 



-, on her giving Hke Autktr i 



To Mist • ■■ 

Gold and aOk Ne^Jufori'^FiiSaff ket m^ 
vJeavtng. Dit.JonfMf* 

Though ^old and silk their charms oniM^ 
To make tfay ounons wtb de^ii^ 



r. 
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le varied work would bhiiie 
It by any liaiidjbut ihioe j 
, that knows (he subtler art 
those nets that catch the heart. 

out by me, the roving coin 
may catch, but not confine; 
hope the silken chain 
ring vagrants sliali restrain. 
lla« was it then decreed^ 
ouce caught should ne cr be freed ? 



•n elderly Lady , Or. Johnson, 

is whom starry rays invest, 
mng poets given, 
e by lavish lovers drcs t 
le pomp of heaven ! 

ot all the beams on high 
gild a lover's lays ; 
)ur sister of the sky, 
« share the praise. 

loci's draplay the moon, 
ws a cloud do sliow : 
ibows round her eyes arc seen, 
>w'rs from eitlicr (low. 

the night with darkness dyes, 
an^d with pimples o'er; 
e like nimble hgiitning piics, 
I with thunder roar. 

^liuda, while I sing, 
niy Lycc shines : 
e pens of Cupid's wing 
ny gentle lines. 

f fair Zclinda's eye, 
her bards express, 
nakes as good a sky, 
ot flatter less. 



lapk on Sir Thomas H*tnmer, 

Dr. Johnson. 

ho survey'st these walls with curious 

!• tomb where Hanmeb's ashes lie : 
I worth ihcoueh variiid life attend, 
his virtues while thou mourn'st his 

5 of genius bum'd in early youth 
\i of knowledge and with love of 

g, join'd with each endearing art, 
rcry ear, and g^in'd ou every heart, 
ly wise, ill* eodangef d realm to aid, 
realfd him frooi toe studious shade : 
It bloom his public toils begwi, 
mmenc*d the senator and man. 
ess dext*rous, weighty in debate, 
long years he labored for the state, 
eech persuasive wisdom flowed, 
t refolgeDi virtue glow*d ; 
fiiccioo «eas*d fiom rage and strife^ 
I elo^oeooe, and praise his life. 
I merit fix*d the Senate's choice, 
1 him Speaker with nailed voice 
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Illustrious age ! how bright thy glories shoM^ 
When Hammer fill'd the chair, and Anne the 
throne ! 

Then when dark arts obscur d each fierce 
debate. 
When mutual frauds perplex'd the maze of state. 
The Moderator firmly mild appeared. 
Beheld with love, with veneration heard. 

This task performed, he sought no^ gainful 
poet, 
Nor wished to glitter at his country's cost: 
Strict on the right he fix'd his steadfast eye. 
With temperate zeal, and wise anxiety ; 
Nor e'er from Virtue's paths was lur*d aside^ 
To pluck the flowVs of pleasure or of pride. 
Her gifts despis'd. Corruption blush*d and fled| 
And Fame pursu'd him where Conviction ItL 
Age call'd at length his active mind to rest. 
With honors sated, and with cares opprest: 
To lettered eaw retir'd, and honest mirth. 
To rural grandeur, and domestic worth. 
Delighted still to please mankind, or meoAf 
The natriot's fire yet sparkled in the friend. 

Calm Conscience then his former life tur* 
veyVJ, 

And recollected toils endear'd the shade ; 
Till Nature call'd him to the general doom. 
And Virtue's sorrow dignified his tomb. 



SONNETS BY WARTON. 
H^riUen at JVynslade, in Hampshire. 

WiNSLAOE, thy beech-capt hills, withwaWof 

§rain ' 

ed, thy chequer'd views of wood aa4 
lawn, 

Whilooi could charm, or when the gradual 
dawn 
'Gan the grey mist with orient purple stain^ 

Or evening glimmer'd o'er the SMtd train i 
Her fairest landscapes whence my Muse hat 

drawn. 
Too ^oe with servile courtly phraee to fiMm, 

Too weak to try the buskin's stately strain. 

Yet now no more thy slopes of beech and com^ 
Nor views invite, since he far distant strays 

With whom I trac'd their sweets at ei'c ioi 
mom. 
From Albion far, to cull Hesperian bay»^ 



In this alone they please, howe er forlorn. 
That still they can recall those happier oajt« 



On Balking. 

When late the trees were stript by winter paJe^ 
Young Health, a dryad-maid in vesture fftai$ 
Or like the forest's silver-nquiver'd oueen. 

On early uplands met the piercing gale $ 

And, ere its earliest echo snook the vale* 
Watching tlie hunter's joyous horn was weof 
But since, gay-thron'd in fieiy chariot shees^ 

Summer has smote each daisy-dappled dale ; 

She to the cave retires high-arch'd, beoeath 
The foupt that laves proiid Isb' taw'rcd hrkn 
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And now all glacl the temperate air to breathe, 
While cooling drops distil from arches dim^ 

Binding her dewy locks with sedgy wreath. 
She sits amid the quire of Naiads trim. 



JFriUen in a Blank Leqf of Dugdale s Mo* 

nasticon. 

Deem not devoid of el^nce the sage, 

By Fancy^s genuine feelings unbeguil'd. 

Of painful Pedantry the poring child, 
Who turns of those proua domes th* historic 

page, 
Now sunk by Time and Henry's fiercer rage. 

Think'st thou the warbling Muses ever smird 
On his lone hours? Ingenious views engage . 

His thought, on themes, unclassic falsely sty Fd, 
Intent. While cloister*d Piety displays 

Her moulderingroll, the piercingeye explores 
New manners, and the pomp bidder days. 

Whence culls the pensive bard his pictured 
stores. 
Nor rough nor barren are the winding ways 

Of hoar Antiquity, but strewn with flow*rs. 



JVritien at Stonehenge, 

Thou noblest monument of Albion's isle! 

Whether bv Merlin'said, fromScythia*s shore 

To Ambers fatal plain Pendragon bore. 
Huge frame of giant hands, the mighty pile, 
T* entomb his Britons slain by Hengist*8 guile* : 
Or Druid priests, sprinkled with human gore, 
Taught *mid thy massy maze their mystic lore: 
Or Danish chiefs, enriched with savage spoil. 
To .Victory's idol vast, an unhewn shrine, 

Heard the rude heap; or, in thyballow'd 
round. 
Repose the kings of Brutus' genuine line: 

Or here those kings in solemn state were 
crown'd : 
Studious to trace thy wondrous origin, . 

We muse on many an ancient tale renown'd. 



fVriUen aJXcr seeing Wilton-House, 

From Pembroke's princelydome, where mimic 
Art 

Decks with a magic hand the dazzling bow'rs. 

Its liTing hues where the warm pencil pours. 
And breathing forms from the rude marble start. 
How to life's humbler scene can I depart ? 

My breast all glowing from those gorgeous 
tow'rs. 

In my low cell how cheat the sullen hours ? 
Vatn the complaint : for Fancy can impart 
(Tb Pate superior, and to Fortune's doom) 

Whate'er adorns the stately storied hall : 
She, 'mid the dungeon's solitary gloom. 

Can dress the Graces in their Auic pall ; 
Bid the green landscape's vernal beauty gloomy 

And in bright trophies clothe the twilight 
wall. 

* Oaeof thebtrdish tradiiivotaboutStonehenge. 



To Mr. Gray. 

Not that her blooms are mark'd ^ 
hue. 

My rustic Muse her votive chap! 

Unseen, unheard, O Gray, to tin 
While slowly pacing through the < 

dew. 
At curfew-time, beneath the dark ) 

Thy pensive Genius strikes the m 

Or, borne sublime on Inspiratio 
Hears Cambria's bards devote the d 
Of Edward's race, with murders fc 

C:ui aught my pipe to reach thin 
No, bard divine ! tor many a care 

By the sweet magic of thy soothi 
For many a raptur'd thought, and 

To thee this strain of gratitude 1 



Sonnet, 

While summer-suns o'er the i 
plc-w'd, 
Through Surrey's verdant scenes, w 
spreads, 
'Mid intermingling elms, her floi 
And Ilascombe's nill, in tow'ringgrc 
Rear'd its romantic steep— with mi 
I journey 'd blithe. Full pensive 
For now my breast with hope 
burn'd. 
Wet with hoar mists appear'd the j 
Which late in careless indolence 
And Autumn all around those hi 
Where past delight my recent grief i 
Sad cnange ! that Nature a congi 
Should wear, when most, mycheerl 
chase, 
I wished her green attire, and woi 



On King Arthurs Round Table ai i 

Where Venta's Norman castle sti! 

Its rafter'd hall, that o'er the gras 

And scattered flinty fragrants, cla 
On yonder steep in naked state app 
High-hung remains, the pride of wa 

Old Arthur's Board : onthecapw 

Some British pen has sketch'd th^ 
nown'd. 
In marks obscure, of his immortal ( 
Tho' join'd by magic skill, with man 

The Druid frame unhonor'd ialU 
To the slow vengeance of the wisai 

And fade the British characters a 
Yet Spenser's page, that chants in ve 

Those chiefs, shall live unconscioi 



To the River Lod&n. 

Ah ! what a weary race my feet ha^ 
Since first I trod thy banks with aide 
And thought my way was all thv 
ground. 

Beneath the aiuxe sky, and goldc0 1 
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st my muse to lisp her notes begun ! 
lensive memory traces back the round 
Is the x'aried interval between, 
isure, morcof sorrow, marks thescene. 
itive stream ! those skies and sun so 

re 

return to cheer my evening road ! 

1 one joy remains, that not obscure 

«all my vacant days have flow*<i, 

3Uth*s gay dawn to manhood's prime 

ifure; 

the Muse*s laurel unbestow*d. 



grim and ihe Peas. A true Slory^ 

Pbtbr Pindar. 

of sinners, for no ^ood, 
rder*d to the Virgin Mary's shrine, 
x>retto dwelt, in wax, stone, wood, 
a fair white wig look*(l wondrous fine. 

)g miles had those sad rogues to travel, 

lething in their shoes much worse 

in graoet ; 

iheir toes so gentle to amuse, 

; had ordered pens into their shoes : 

) famous in old Popish times 

'ing souls that stunk with crimes ; 

>f apostolic salt, 

>pi»n parsons for its powers exalt 

3g souls of sinners sweet, 

r Kitchen salt keeps meat. 

es set off on the same day, 
€ir shoes, to go and pray ; 
y different was their speed, I wot : 
e sinners gaIlop*d on 
bullet from a gun ; 
ler limp*d as if he had been shot, 

ihe ViRoiK soon — pcccavi cried— 
I soul whitewashed all so clever; 
le again he nimbly hied. 
It with saints above to liveybr cocr. 

z back, however, let me say, 
IS brother-rogue about half-way, 

with outstretched bum and bending 
>ees, 

tlie souls and bodies of the peas: 
1 tears, his cheeks and brows m sweat, 
ipathizing with his groaning feet. 

wr," the light-toed, whitewashed pil- 

im broke, 

>u lazy lubber ?'* 

urse It 1" cried the other, " *tis no 

jncc hard as any rock, [joke ; 

re DOW as soft as blubber, 

me. Virgin Mary, that I swear— 
retto, I shall not set there ; 
%t l>evil my sinful soul must go, 
ne if 1 han't lost ev*ry toe. 
her sinner, do explain 
that you are not lo pain ^ 



" What Pow'r hath work*d a wonder for 

jfour toes ; 
Whilst /just like a snail am crawling. 
Now swearing, now on saints devoutly bawling. 
Whilst not a rascal comes to ease my woes ? 
How is*t that you can like a greyhound go. 
Merry as if that nought bad happen*d, bum 
ye?" — 
" Why/* cried the other, grinning, " you must 

know. 
That, just before I ventured on my journey. 
To walk a little more at ease, 
I took the liberty \o boil my peas.** 



j1 Country Bumpkin and Razor-seller, 

Peter Pivoar. 

A FULLOW in a market town, 

Most musical^ cried razors up and down. 

And offer*d twelve for eighteen pence ; 
Which certainly scem*d wondrous cheap. 
And for the inoi^y quite a heap. 

As every man would buy with cash and sense. 

A country bumpkin the great offer heard,— 
Poor Hodge, who sufTer'd by a broad black 
beard. 
That seem*d a shoe-brush ^uck beneath hit 
nose: 
With cheerfulness the eighteen pence he paid; 
And proudly to himself iu whispers said, 
** This rascal stole the razors, I suppose. 

•* No matter, if the fellow be a knlave : 
Provided that the razors shave. 

It certainly will be a monstrous prize.** 
So home the clown with his good fortune went. 
Smiling, in heart and soul content. 

And quickly soap'd himself to ears and eyes. 

Being w^ell lather*d from a dish or tub, 
Hodge now beg^n with grinning pain to grub» 

Just like a hedger cutting furze ; 
*Twas a vile razor ! then the rest he tried-^ 
All were impostors—** Ah I* Hodge sigh'd, 

** I wish myeighieeu pence within my purse." 

In vain to chase his beard, and bring the graces. 
He cut, and dug, and winc*d, and stamp*d, 
and swore ; 
Brought blood, and danc*d, blasphem*d, and 
made wry faces. 
And curs*d each razor s body o>r and o*er. 

His MtJZZLE, formed o? opposition stuff. 
Firm as a Foxitc, would not lose iu ruff: 

So kept it — laughing at the steel and suds. 
Hodce, m a passion, strctch*d his angry jaws. 
Vowing the direst vengeance, with clench*d 
claws. 

On the vile cheat that sold the goods. 
'* Razors !— a damn*<l, confounded dog !— 
Not fit 10 scrape a hog;** 

Hodge sought the fellow, found him, and be- 
gun— 
''Perhaps, Matter Razor-Rogoe, to joa*Uifin% 
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That people flay themselves out of their lives : 
You rascal ! for an hour I have been grubbing, 
Giving my scoundrel whiskers here a scrubbing. 

With razors just like oyster knives. 
Sirrah ! I tell you you're a knave^ 
To cry up razors that can t shave " 

** Friend,** quoth the razor-man, " I 'm not a 
knave : 

As for the razors you have bought. 

Upon my soul I never thought 
That they would skave** 

'* Not think they'd shave T quoth Hodge, with 
wond*ring eyes. 
And voice not much unlike an Indian yell ; 
" What were they made for then, you dog ?" 
he cries : 
''"Made!" quoth the fellow with a smilcrr^ 
<* to sfUr 

The Bald-paled Welshman and the Fly. 

SOMERVILLE. 

— ** Qui noti moderabitur ira, 

Infectum volet esse, dolor quod suaserit et mens, 

Duxo poenaaodio per vim festinat inulto." H o r . 

A SQUIRE of Wales, whose blood ran higher 
Than that of any other squire. 
Hasty and hot ; whose peevish honor 
Reveng'd each slight was put upon her ; 
Upon a mountain s top one day 
£xpos*d to SoPs meridian ray. 
He fum'd, he rav*d, he curs d, he swore, 
Bxhal'd a sea at ev*ry pore ; 
At last, such insults to evade. 
Sought the next tree's protecting shade ^ 
Where at he lay dissolv'd in sweat. 
And wip*d off many a rivulet. 
Off in a pet the beaver flies. 
And flaxen wig, tirae*^s best disguise. 
By which folks of maturer ages 
Vie with smooth beaux, and ladies* pages ; 
Though *twas a secret rarely known, 
lU-natur'd age had cropp*d his crown, 
Grubb*d all the covert up, and now 
A Urge smooth plain extends his brow. 
Thus as he lay with numskull bare, 
Atul courted the refVeshing air, 
Kew persecutions still appear ; 
A noisy fly offends his ear. 
Alas 1 what man of parts and sense 
Could bear such vile impertinence? 
Yet, so discourteous is our fate, 
Tools always buz about the great. 
This insect now, whose active spite 
Teas*d him with never-ceasine bite. 
With so much judgment play d his part. 
He had him both in tierce and carte : 
In vain with open hands he tries 
To guard his eart, his nose, his eyes ; 
For now at last, familiar grown. 
He perch*d upon his woruiip s crown, 
WitQ teeth and claws his skm he tore, 
htA fltuffd himself with human foit : 
At last, in manners to excel, 

Uali«ii*4 » poia^ icmm MUbon iril. 



But now what rhetoric coukl assuage 
Tlie furious squire, stark mad with ragjt? 
Impatient at the foul disgrace 
From insect of so mean a race. 
And plotting vengeance on his foe. 
With double fist he aims a blow. 
The nimble fly escaped by flight. 
And $kipp*d from this unequal flght. 
Th* in)|)ending stroke with all its weight 
Fell on his own beloved pate. 
Thus mi^ch he gain d by this adventorooa 
He foul'd his fingers, and he broke his b 

MORAL. 

Let senates hence learn to preserve 

state. 
And scorn the fool, below their grave de 
Who by the unequal strife grows popuk 

great. 
Let him buz on, with senseless rant defy 
The wise, the good, yet still 'tis but a ^ 
With puny foes the toil's not worth the < 
Where nothing can be gain'd, much o 

lost: 
Let cranes and pigmies in mock-war en( 
A prey beneath the gen rous eagle's rage, 
True honor o'er the clouds sublimely wi 
Young Ammon scorns to ran with ka 

kings. 



The Incurious Bencher, Somervil: 

At Jenny Mann's, where heroes mee 
And lay their laurels at her feet ; 
The modern Pallas, at whose shrine 
They bow, and by whose aid they dine | 
Colonel Brocade, among the rest. 
Was every day a welcome guest. 
One night as carelessly he stood. 

Cheering his reins before the fire 
(So every true-born Briton should) 

Like that he chafd and fum'd with ir 
*' Jenny," said he, ** 'tis very hard. 
That no man's honor can be spar'd ; 
If I but sup with Lady Duchess, 
Or play a game at ombre, such is 
The malice of the world, 'tis said. 
Although his Grace lay drunk in bed, 
*Twas I that caus'd his aching head. 
If Madame Doodle would be witty. 
And i am summon'd to the city. 
To play at blindman's-buff or so. 
What won't such hellish malice do? 
If I but catch her in a corner. 
Humph ! 'lis ** Your servant. Colonel Hoi 
But rot the sneering fo|)8, ife'er 
i prove it, it shall cost iheni dear; 
I swear by this dead-doing blade. 
Dreadful examples shall be made. 
What, can't they drink bohra and cream 
But (d — n them) I must be their thettcl 
Other men's business let alone. 
Why should not coxcombs mind their V 

As thus lie rat *d with ail his mi^^l 
(How insecure fVtym foitiiuf "^ ^fiXt^ 
Alas, is ev'7 ttonti Wi|^t !) 
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i ancient spleen to Mars, 
an caught him by the a — ; 
skirts, insatiate varlct ! 
:h pleasure on the scarlet. 
id iQ the corner, sate 
;rave, with looks sedate, 
s pipe, warm at a toast, 
^ over Inst week*8 Post ; 
foe the fort invade, 
nelt out the breach he made ; 
'ord — a little sly 
tis true, and from each eye 
g;lancc sometimes he sent, 
m news, and watch th* event, 
jpon that tender part 
or lodges (as of old 
iudibras has told) 
ng colonel felt asmart ; 
for his aflronied bum, 
pp'd, and bounc'd about the room : 
3g short — ** 2^unds, sir,** he cries; 
im 1 had the fool no eyes ? 
a man be burnt alive ? ' 
ot. Sir, inquisitive,** 
Gravity, ** to know 
>or Honor*s pleas*d to do : 
burn vour tail to tinder, 
iiave 1 to do to hinder ? 
8 business let alone, 
d not coxcombs mind their own ?** 
locking out his pipe with care, 
his penny at the bar ; 
ing rouna his frieze surtout, 
s crabtree anil walk*d out. 

^rog*t Choice. Somervillb. 

iir M w Bttl^f fiptTo) itirtowrrfu. 

t&p ^affi K&x ifjifiitoit' 01 3) Kol aCrc) 

ir^cX/ijajy {/K\p /xlfOf aXy** "'/cvnt, 

tate of nature, long 

s at random liv*d, 

I prey unto the strong, 

archy oppress*d and griev*d. 

he lawless rout, 

their sufifVings, grew devout; 

y to Jove they sent, 

C(*d his highness would bestow 

d form ofgovernmenty 

rule the fens below. 

ng, grants their odd request : 
th* indulgent pow'r bestow'd, 
ght suit their ^nius best : 
a prodigious size, 
its cumbrous load, 
mbling from the skies. 

1 dash against the shore, 
ow caverns roar : 

return the dreadful sound, 
ons shake the ground, 
ude with horror fled, 
lis oozy bed 
ling coward hid his head. 

II is now erown calm again, 
Mthly gli£n the liquid plain, 
oore resolate and bold, 
with caution Qrvn hil bold^ 
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Recovered from his first surprise. 

As o er the wave his head he popp*d. 

He saw, but scarce bcliev*d his eyes. 

On the same bank where first he dropp*d, 
Th* imperial lubber lies. 

Stretch 'd at his ease, careless, content. 

" Is this the monarch Jove has sent*** 

Said he, " our warlike troops to lead ? 

Ah, *tis a glorious prince indeed I 

By such an active general led, 

llie routed mice our arms shall dread. 
Subdued shall quit their claim : 

Old Homer shall recant his lays. 
For us new trophies raise, 

Singourvictoriousarms,andjustifyourfamcl 

Then laughing impudently loud. 

He soon alarm*d the dastard crowd. 

The croaking nations with contempt 

Behold the worthless indolent. 

On wings of winds swift scandal flies. 
Libels, lampoons, and lies. 
Hoarse treasons, tuneless blasphemies. 
With activcleapatlastuponhisback thej 
And on the royal loggernead in triuoipn ridt. 

Once more to Jove they prayers addres6*d. 
And once more Jove,granta their request ; 
A stork he sends, of monstrous sizt« 
Red lightning flashes in his eyes. 
Rufd by no block, as heretofore. 
The gazing crowds press*d to his court; 
Admire his sutely mien, his haughty port. 
And only not adore. 
Addresses of congratulation. 
Sent from each loyal corporation. 

Full fraught with truth and feDte^ 
Exhausted all their eloauence. 
But now, alas ! 'twas nigntj kiogi muii htve 
meat : 
The Grand Vizier first goes to pot ; 
Three Bassas next, happy their lot 1 

Gain*d Paradise by oeing eat. 
" And this,** said he, '' and this is mine. 

And this by right divine :" 
In slrort, *twas all for public weal. 
He swallow*d half a nation at a meal. 

Again they beg Almighty Jore 
This cruel tyrant to remove. 
With fierce resentment in his eyes. 
The frowning Thunderer replies : 
*< Those evils which yourselves create. 
Rash fools I ye now repent too late ; 
Made wretched by the public voice. 
Not through necessity, oat choice I 
Begone 1 ^nor wrest from Heaven some heavier 
curse: 
Better bear this, this Stork, than worse." 



MORAL. 

OpnretsM with happiness, and sick with 
Not Heftveii itself our fickle minds can pUisc. 
Fondly we wish, ck)y*d with celotial store. 
The ledtfl and onions whidi we loath*d before : 
Still nwing, still desiring, neter pleased. 

With {4enty8ttrf'd,tirf^wilhhedihdiMi*4s 
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"With partial eyes each present good we view. 
Nor covet what is best, but what is new. 
Ye pow'rs above, who make mankind yourcare. 
To bless the supplicant, reject his pray*r ! 

The Oyster. Sombrvxlle. 

In jus 
Acres procurrunt, magnum spectaculum 
uterque. HoR. 

Two comrades, as grave authors say 
(But in what chapter, page, or line. 

Ye critics, if ye please, define). 
Had found an oyster in their way. 
Contest and foul debate arose : 

Both view'd at once with greedy eyes. 

Both challenged the delicious pnze. 
And high words soon improved to blows. 
Actions on actions hence succeed. 

Each hero's obstinately stout. 

Green bags and parchments fly about. 
Pleadings are drawn, and counsel fee'd. 
The parson of the place, good man ! 

Wnose kind and charitable heart 

In hu6[)an ills still bore a part. 
Thrice shook his head, and tnus began : 

'' Neighbours and friends, refer to me 

This doughty matter in dispute, 

I'll soon decide th* important suit^ 
And finish all without a fee. 
Give me the oyster then — ^'tis weir'— 

He opens it, and at one sup 

Gulps the contested triHe up. 
And smiling, eives to each a snelL 
*' Henceforth Yet foolish discord cease. 

Your oyster's good as e'er was eat ; 

I thank you for my dainty treat ; 
God bless you both, and live in peace." 



Ode. 



Thomson. 



MORAL. 

Ye men of Norfolk and of Wales, 

From this learn common sense ; 
Nor thrust your neighbours into jails 

For ev'ry slight offence. 
Banish those vermin of debate 

That on your substance feed ; 
The knaves who now are serv'd in plate 

Would starve, if fools agreed. 



Epitaph on Miss Basnet, in St. Pancras 
Church-yarn^ 



Go, spotless Honor, and unsullied Truth ; 
Go, smiling Innocence and blooming Youth ; 
Go, female sweetness, join'd with manly Sense \ 
Go, winning Wit, that never eave offence ; 
Go, soft Humanit]^, that bless'd the poor ; 
Go, saint-eyed Patience, from Affliction's door; 
Go, Modesty, that never wore a frown ; 
Go, Virtue, and receive thy heavenly crown. 
Not from a stranser came this heart-felt verse ; 
The friend inscribes thy tomb whose tears be- 
dew'd thy hoarse. 



Tell me, thou soul of her 1 love. 
Ah ! tell me whither art thou fled ? 

To what delightful world above. 
Appointed for the happy dead? 

Or dost thou free at pleasure roam. 
And sometimes share the lover s woe ; 

Where, void of thee, his cheerless home 
Can now, abs I no comfort know ? 

O ! if thou hov'rest round my walk. 
While, under every well-known tree, 

I to thy fancied shadow talk. 
And every tear is full of thee : 

Should then the weary eye of grief. 
Beside some sympathetic stream. 

In slumber find a short relief, 
O visit thou my soothing dream ! 

On Time. Anon. 

E'en while the careless, disencumber'd so 
Sinks all dissolving into pleasure's drear 

E'en then to Time's tremendous verge we 
With headlonghaste along life's surgysU 

Can gaiety the vanish'd years restore. 
Or on the withering limbs fresh beauty! 

Or^oothe the sad, inevitable hour. 

Or cheer the dark, dark mansions of the < 

Ah ! beauty's bloom avails not in the gra' 
Youdi's lofty mien, nor age's a%vful gn 

Moulder alike unknown the prince and s 
Whclm'd in ih' enormous wreck of hi 
race I 

The thought-fix'd portraiture, the brea 
bust. 

The arch with proud memorials arrayV 
The long-liv'd pyramid, shall sink in dosJ 

To dumb oblivion's ever-desert shade, 

■ 

My Mother. 

Who fed me from her gentle breast. 
And hush'd me in her arms to rest. 
And on my cheek sweet kisses prest ? 

^ MyM( 

When sleep forsook my open eye. 
Who was it sung sweet lullaby. 
And rock'd me that 1 should not cry? ^ 

My Mi 

Who sat and watch'd my infant head. 
When sleeping on my cradle bed. 
And tears of sweet afleciion shed ? 

My M 



When pain and sickness made me cry. 
Who gaz'd upon my heavy eye. 
And wept for fear that I should die ? 

My M 

Who drest my doll in clothes so gay. 
And taught me pretty how to play. 
And minded all I had to say ? 

MyM 
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to help me ivhen I fell, 
lid iomc pretty story tell, 
tie place to make it well ? 

My Mother, 
ght my infant lips to pray, 
Socfs holy Word and day, 
k in Wisdom's pleasant wav? 

My Mother. 
1 e^er cease ip be 
late and kind to thee, 
ist so very kind to me. 

My Mother? 
The thought I cannot bear, 
God please my life to spare, 
shall reward thy care. 

My Mother. 

loii art feeble, old, and grey, 
thy arm shall be thy stay, 
^ilf soothe thy pains away, 

My Mother, 
en I see thee hang thy head, 
f my turn to watch thy bed, 
's of sweet affection shed. 

My Mother. 

I, who lives above the skies, 
ook with vengeance in his eyes, 
uld ever dare despise 

My Mother. 

'he Butterfly s Ball Roscoe. 

ike up vour hats, and away let us haste 
Butterfly t ball, and the Urasshopper* s 
east. [crew, 

impeter. Gad-fly, has summon d the 
! revels are now only waiting for you. 

little Robert, and pacing along, 
ry companions came forth in a throng, 
the smooth grass, by the side of a 
vooH, 

I a broad oak that for ages hvid stood, 

c children of earth, and the tenants 

>fair, 

nrening's amusement together repair. 

ere came the Beetle, so blind and so 

)lack, [back. 

arried the Emmet, his friend, on his 

ert! was the Gnat and the Dragon-fly 
oo, [blue. 

II their relations, green, orange, and 
ere came the Aloth, with his plumage 
)fdown, [brown; 
le Hornet in jacket of yellow and 



Who with him the JTasp, his companion, did 
bring, [«in^ 

But they promised that evening to lay by their 

And the sly little Dormotue crept out of hb 
hole. Mole, 

And brought to^e feast his blind brother, the 

And the Snail, with his horns peeping out of 
his shell, [an ell. 

Came from a great distance, the length of 
A mushroom their table, and on it was laid 
A water-dock leaf, which a table-cloth made. 

The viands were various, to each of their taste. 
And the Bee brought her honey to crown the 

repast. 
Then close on his haunches, so solemn and 

wise, [skies. 

The Frog from a comer look*d up to the 

And the Squirrel, well plcas*d such diversions 
to see, [from a tree. 

Mounted high over head, and look*d down 
Then out came the Spider, with finger so fine. 
To shew his dexterity on the tight hne. 

From one branch to another, his cobwebs he 

slung. 
Then quick as an arrow he darted along. 
But just in the middle, — Oh 1 shocking to 

tell, [fell. 

From his rope, in an instant, poor harleqoia 

Yet he touch'd not the ground, bat with taloo* 

outspread. 
Hung suspended in air, at the end of a thread. 
Then the Grasshopper came with a jerk and a 

spring, [his wing; 

Very long was his leg, though but short was 

He took but three leaps, and was soon oat of 
•»gbt, the night. 

Then chirp*d his own praises the rest of 
With step so majestic the Snaii did advance. 
And promi8*d the gazers a minuet to dance. 

But the^r all laugh*d so loud that he pull*d in 

his head. 
And went in his own little chamber to bed. 
Then, as evening gave way to the shadows of 

n»ght, with a light. 

Their watchman, the GlouMcorm, came out 

Then home let us hasten, while yet we can 

«*«• [me. 

For no Watchman is waiting for you and for 
So said little Robert, and pacmg along, 
His merry companions return'd in a thron^. 
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I. Song, Lord Lyttblton. 

lira, why is gentle Love 
anger to that mind, 
pity and esteem can move, 
CO can be just and kind i 



Is it because you fear to share 
The ills that love molest, ' 

The jealous doubt, the tender care. 
That rack the am'rous brc|«i? 
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re*ve told jou aM on lores, 
rwise all our fears ; 
lb declaration moves 
y for our tears ; 
of no inconstancy, 
x> much of that at sea, 
a fa, &c. 



Song. Lord Laksdowvs. 

:] creature, why so bent 
I tender heart ? 
d title you relent; 
ows in vain his dart. 

ng fops in court be great, 
let armies move: 
uld have no other bait 
Je vows and love. 

endless charms you lay 
le that's their due; 
:hcmselves too poor to pay, 
md worlds too few. 

ision without vice, 

; disguise or art, 

! if true love*s your price, 

t in my heart. 



Song, Sir Car Scroope. 

, when all the village slept, 

*s sad despair 

tied shepherd waking kept, 

he woods his care : 

* said he, *' fond thoughts, begone ! 

ve your sorrows o*er ! 

Id you waste your tears for one 

inks on you no more i 

ft birds, ye (locks, ye pow*rs 
ell within this grove, 
)w many tender hours 
; have passed in love 1 
ibove (my cruel foes) 
ard how she has sworn, 
) times, that, like to those, 
le should ever burn 1 

e 8he*s lost, O let me have 

1, and quickly die! 

d bank I'll make a grave, 

re for ever lie : 

neales the watch shall keep, 

diy here comi>lain." 

n ihe shepherd lay to sleep, 

:r rose again. 



§ 7. -^ Pastoral Elegy* 

m, dear shepherd, adieu ! 
and 6rsl nature idlied, 
n fondness yKv: grew ; 
M wc together had 4M 1 



For thy faith, which Msembled my own. 
For thy soul, which was spotless and true. 

For the joys wc together have known. 
Ah, Damon, dear shepherd, adieu 1 

What bliss can hereafter be mine ? 

Whomever Mg^ging I see. 
To his friendship I ne'er can incline. 

For fear 1 should mourn him like thee. 
Though the miises should crown me with art. 

Though honor and fortune should join ; 
Since thou art denied to my heart. 

What bliss can hereafter be mine ? 

Ah Ddtnon, dear shepherd, farewell ! 

Thy grave with sad osiers I' 11 bind ; 
Though no more in one cottage we dwell, 

I can keep thee for ever in mind. 
Each morning I *11 visit alone ' 

His ashes who lov*d me so w«ll. 
And murmur each eve o*er hit stone, 

" Ah Dampn, dear shepherd, fartwdl f 



§ 8. Song. Moore. 

Harr ! hark ! 'tis a voice from the tomb ! 

Come, Lucy, it cries, come away! 
The grave of my Colin has room 

To i«t thee beside his cold clay. 
I come, my dear shepherd, 1 come ; 

Ye friends and companions, adieu ! 
I haste to my Colin's dark home. 

To die on his bosom so true. 

All mournful the midnight bell rung. 

When Lucy, sad Lucy, arose j 
And forth to the green turf she sprung. 

Where Colin* s pale ashes repose. 
All wet with the night's chilling dew. 

Her bosom embrac'd the cold ground ; 
While stormy winds over her blew. 

And night-ravens croak'd all around. 

How long, my lov*d Colin, she crW, 

How Ions must thy Lucy complain? 
How long shall the gpve my low hide? 

How long ere it join us again ? 
For thee thy fond shepherdess iiv'd. 

With thee o*er the world would she fly; 
For thee has she torrow'd and griev'd, 

For thee would she lie down and die. 

Alas ! what avails it how dear 

Thy Lucy was once lo her swain I 
Her face like the lily so fair. 

And eyes that gave lisht to the plain ! 
The shepherd that lov'dher is gone. 

That face and those eyes charm no more ; 
And Lucy, forgot and alone. 

To death shall her Colin depbte. 

While thus slie lay sunk in despair. 
And moum'd to the echoes around, 

Inflam*d all at once crew the air. 
And thunder shook dieadJU tke giomd ! 

I hear the kind call, mni obey, 
O Colin, iccciv« ne, 4m ccW : 
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Then breathing a groan o*er his chy. 
She huog on his tomb-stooe, and died. 



§ 9- Song. Gay. 

•TwAS when the seas were roaring 
With hollow blasts of wind, 

A damsel lay deploring, 
All on a rock rcclin d. 

Wide o'er the foaming billows 
. She cast a wistful look ; 

Her head was crown'd with willows 
That trembled o*er the brook. 

Twelve months arc gone and over. 

And nine long tedious days ; 
Why didst thou, veni'rous lover, 

W^hy didst thou trust the seas? 
Ceaie, cease, thou cruel ocean. 

And let my lover rest : 
Ah ! what's thy troubled motion 

To that within my breast ! 

The merchant, robb'd of pleasure. 

Views tempests in despair ; 
But what's the loss of treasure 

To losing of my dear ? 
Should you some coast be laid on 

Where gold and diamonds grow. 
You'll find a richer maiden. 

But none that loves you so. 

How can they say that nature 

Has nothing made in vain ? 
Why then beneath the water 

Do hideous rocks remain ? 
No eyes these rocks discover. 

That lurk beneath the deep. 
To wreck the wand' ring lover. 

And leave the maid to weep. 

All melancholy lying, 

Thus wail'd she for her dear ; 
Repaid each blast with sighing, 

Eadi billow with a tear : 
When, o'er the white wave stooping. 

His floating corpse she spied ; 
Then, Hke a lily drooping. 

She bow'd her htan, and died. 



§ 10. A Persian Song ofllqfiz. 

Sir William Jones. 

Sweet maid. If thou wouldst charm my sights 
And bid tlwse arms thy neck enfuld ; 
That rosy cheek, that lily hand. 
Would give thy poet more delight 
Than all Bocara's vaunted gold. 
Than all the gems of Samarcand. 

Boy, let yon liquid ruby flow, 
And bid thy pensive heart be glad, 
Whate'er the frowning lealots say : 
Tell them thtir Eden canoot show 



A stream so dear as Rocnabad, 
A bower so sweet as Mosellay. 



O ! when these fair, perfidious maids. 
Whose eyes our secret haunts infest. 
Their dear destructive charms display. 
Each glance my tender breast invades. 
And robs my wounded soul of rest. 
As Tartars seize their d«^n*d prey. 

In vain with love our bosoms slow : 
Can all our tears, can all our sighs. 
New lustre to those charms impart? 
Can cheeks where living roses olow. 
Where Nature spreads her richest dyes^ 
Require the borrow'd gloss of art? 



Speak not of fate : — ah ! change the throi^ 

And talk of odofs, talk of wine. 

Talk of the flowers that round us bloom: 

'Tis all a cloud, 'tis all a dream 1 

To love and joy thy thoughts confine. 

Nor hope to pierce the sacred ^oom. 

Beauty has such resistless power. 
That e'en the chaste Egyptian dame 
Sigh'd for the bloomins Hebrew boy; 
For her how fatal was tne hour. 
When to the banks of Nilus came 
A youth so lovely and so coy ! 

But ah ! sweet maid, my counsel hear : 
(Youth should attend when those advise 
Whom lon^ experience renders sage :) 
While music charms the ravish'd ear; 
While sparkling cup delight our ear j 
Be gay, and scorn tne frowns of age. 

What cruel answer have I heard ! 
And yet, by heaven, I love thee still ; 
Can aught be cruel from thy lip ? 
Yet say, how fell that bitter word 
From lips which streams of sweetness fill. 
Which nought but drops of honey sip? 

Go boldly forth, my simple lay. 
Whose accents flow with artless ease. 
Like orient pearls at random stning: 
Thy notes are sweet, the damsels say; 
But O ! far sweeter, if they please 
The nymph for whom these notes are song. 



§ 11. Song, 

Hard by the hall, our master's house. 
Where Mersey flows to meet the main ; 

Where woods, and winds, and waves dispoJ*"*" 
A lover to complain ; 

With arms across, along the strand 
Poor Lycon walk'd, and hung his head j 

Viewing the footsteps in the sand. 
Which a bright nymph had midt* 



SONGS, BALLADS, Sec. 
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aid he, will soon erase 
•ks so li^tly here imprest ; 
r tide will ne'er deface 
ge in my breast. 

; sav age beast of prey, 
me horrid monster grown, 
»he flies 50 swift away, 
I me with a frown ? 

n soft, that lily skin 
ot the fairest outside show !) 
marble heart within, 
lid under snow. 

le flints and pebbles wound 
ler feet, from whence there fell 
ison drops which stain the ground, 
utify each shell. 

ne, moderate thy flight, 
I more in vain pursue, 
ly leave for a long night ; 
lov'd maid, adieu. 

he took a. running leap, 
a Lovef^s Leap indeed, 
'd into the sounding deep, 
iQDgry fishes feed. 

dioly hern stalks by ; 
the squalling sea-gulls yell ; 
roaking ravens fly, 
his funeral bell. 

r roll abo\'e his head, 
>ws toss it o'er and o'er, 
ones lie scattered, 
iten all the shore. 



^. Jemmy Dawson*, Suekstoiie. 

n to my mouniful tale, 
T hearts and loven dear ; 
)U scorn to heave a sigh, 
you blush to shed a tear. 

dear Kitty, peerless maid ! 
a pensive ear incline ; 
inst weep at every woe, 
every plaint but mine. 

^son was a gallant youth, 
er never trod the plain ; 
\c lov'd one charming maid, 
rly was he lov'd again. 

maid she lov*d him dear, 
! blood the damsel came : 
ss was her beauteous form, 
less was her virgin fame. 



But curse on party's hatefol strife. 
That led the favor*d youth astray ! 

The day the rebel clans appear'd, 
O had he never seen that day ! 

Their colors and their sash he wore. 
And in that fatal dress was found ; 

And now he must that death endure 
Which gives the brave the keenest wound. 

How pale was then bis true-love's cheek. 
When Jemmy's sentence reach'd her ear 1 

For ne\'er yet did Alpine snows 
So pale, or yet so chill appear. 

With faltering voice she weeping said : 
'* O Dawson, monarch of my heart. 

Think not thy death shall end our loves. 
For thoa and I, will De\'er part. 



" Yet mi^ht sweet mercy find a place. 
And bring relief to Jemmy's woes, 

O George ! without a pray*r for thee 
My orisons should never close. 

*' The sracious prince that gave him life 
Would crown a never-dying flame ; 

And every tender babe I bore 
Should learn to lisp the giver^s name. 

' ' But tho*, d^r youth, thou shouldst be dragg'd 

To yonder ignominious tree ; 
Thou shalt not want a faithful friend 

To share thy bitter fate with thee.- 

O then her mourning-coach was call'd. 
The sledge niov*d slowly on before j 

Though borne in his triumphal car. 
She had not lov'd her favorite more. 

She follow'd him, prepar*d to view 

The terrible behests of law; 
And the last scene of Jemmy*s woes 

With calm and steadfast eye she saw. 

Distorted was that blooming (ace. 
Which she had fondly lov'd so long; 

And stifled was that tuneful breath. 
Which in her praise had sweetly M^g : 

And severed was that beauteous neck. 
Round which her arms had fondly dosM ; 

And mangled was the beauteous breast 
On which her love-sick head repos'd ; 

Aa'l ravish'd was that constant heart. 

She did to every heart prefer ; 
For, though it could its ling forget, 

*Twas true and loyal still to her. 

Amid those unrelenting flames 
She bore this constant heart to see ; 

But when 'twas mouldei'd into dust, 
" Now, now," she cried, '* I follow tficil 



n JamesDawson, the amiabia and unfortunate subject of these beautiful Stanzas, 
the eight oflicers belonging to the Manchester regiment of volunteers, in the service 
2 Chevalier, who were nanged, drawn, and quartered, on Kennington-Common, in 
mis Ballad, written about the time, is founded on a remarkable circumstance which 
opened at his execution. Just before his death he wrote a song oa his own misfor- 
:n is suppcMed to be stUl ciLtaut. 



0^ 

«* My death, roy death, alone can show 
The pure ana lasting love I bore : 

Accept, O Heaven ! of woes like ours. 
And let us, let us weep no more.'* 

The dismal scene was o*er and past. 
The lover*s mournful hearse retired ; 



The maid threw back her languid head. 
And, sighing forth his name, expir'd I 

Though justice ever must prevail. 
The tear my Kitty sheds is due ; 

For seldom shall she hear a tide 
So sad, so tender, and ao trne. 



§ 13. Smig. A Morning Piece: or, a H^mn 
-far th$ Ha^-mahers, S|£ART* 

Brisk chaanticleer his matins had begun. 

And broke the silenoe of the night: 
And thrice he call'd aloud the tardy sun. 
And thrice he hail*d the dawn s ambiguous 
light J 
Back to their graves the fear«-b(^tten phantoms 

run. 
Strong Labourgotupwitfa his pipe in his mouth. 

And stoutly strode over the dale ; 
He lent new perfume to the breath of the south. 

On his back hung his wallet and flail. 
Behind him came Health from her cottage of 

thatch. 
Where never physician had lifted the latch. 

First of the village Colin was awake. 
And thus he sung, reclining on his rake : 

Now the rural Graces three 

Dance beneath yon maple-tree ! 

First the vestal V irtne, Known 

By her adamamtine aone ; 

^ext to her, in rosy pride. 

Sweet Hociety, the bride ; 

Last Honesty, full seemly drest 

In her deanty homespun vest. 



ELEGANT EXTRACTS, Book 

§ 14. Song, Sir John Sucklivo» 

Why so pale and wan, fond lo^pr ? 

Pry* thee why so pale ? 
Will, when lookmg well can *t move her. 

Looking ill prevail ? 

Pr'ythce why so pale ? 



The abbey-beils, ia wak*mng roonds. 

The vsranig peal have given ; 
And pious Gratitude resounds 

Her morning hymn to Heaven. 
All nature wakes ; the birds unlock their throats. 
And mock the shepherd's rustic notes. 

All alive o'er the lawn, • 

Full dad of the dawn. 

The attle laoibkios pla][ : 
Sylvia and Sol ariae, and all ia day I 

Come, my mates, let us work. 

And all hands !• the fork. 
While the sun shines, our haycockj to make ; 

So fine is the day, 
' And as fragrant the hay. 
That the meadow's as blithe as the wake 1 

Our voice let us raise 

In Phoebus's praise : 
Inipir'd by ao glonous a theme, 

Onr mttsical words 

9ha1l be join'd Iw the birds. 
And we'll dance to ine tune of tb9 



Why so dull and mute, young sinner ? 

Pr'ythce why so mute ? 
Will, when speaking well can't %vin her, 

Saying nothing do*t? 

Pr'ythee why so mute ? 

Quit, Quit, for shame ! this will not mo^'e, 

This cannot take her ; 
If of henelf she will not love. 

Nothing^ can make her i 

The devil take her. 



§ 15. Song. Humphrey Gubhvis Cgurisi 

A oouRTiii# I went to my love. 

Who is sweeter than roses in May; 
And when I came to her, by Jove, 

The devil a word could I say. 
I walk'd with her into the garden. 

There fully intending to woo her ; 
But may I be ne'er worth a farthing. 

If of love I said any thing to her. 

I claspM her hand close to my breast. 

While my heart was as lignt as a feather 
Yet nothing 1 said, I protest. 

But — " Madam, 'tis very (ine weBtheb^"* 
To an arbor I did her attend. 

She ask'd me to come and sit by har; 
I crept to the furthermost end. 

For 1 was afraid to come nigh her. 

I ask'd her which way was the wind. 

For 1 thought in some talk we musterHrr: 
"Why, Sir, (she answer'd, and grinnd,) 

Have you just sent yoar wits for a wum t t V 
Then I tollow'd her into her house. 

There I vow'd I my passion woaJd tiy; 
But there I was still as a tnotise ; 

O what a dull booby was i ! 



§ l6. Song. The Despairing Lover. WaM«' 

Distracted with care. 
For PhilJis the fair. 
Since nothing could move her. 
Poor Damon, her lover. 
Resolves in despair 
No longer to languish. 
Nor bear so nujch anguish j 
But, mad with bis love. 
To a precipice goes. 
Where a kap from abo&m 
Would tooo fiaish hit 



When, m rage, hepamelhev. 
Beholding how steep 
The sides did appear, 
And the bottom liovrik^i 



rs 



jnnents projecting, 

sadly reflecting, 

a lover forsaken, 

w love may g^t ; 

. neck, when once Ifkroken, 

lever be set : 

that he coukl die 
ne\'er he would ; 
hat he could live 
IS long as he could -, 
grieroQS toerer 
X)rraent might grow, 
x>rn*d to endeavour 
nish it so. 
x>ld, unconcerned, 
louKhts of the pain, 
ilmly returned 
is cottage again. 

$ 17. Song. 

tLBR there was, and hclivM in a stall 
rv*d him for parlour, forlutcheo, and 

a his pocket, no care in his pate, 
ion had he, nor duns at his sate. 
f down, down, down, derry down. 

I he work*d, and he thought himself 

ppy 

U he could purchase a jug of brown 

ugh then, and whistle, and sing 
», roost sweet ! D^^^ ' 

ust to a hair I have made both cods 
fdown« down, &c. 

the disturber of hi^ and of low, 
ts at the peasant as well as the beau ; 
ie poor cobbler quite thro* the hearty 
had hit some more ignoble part, 
r down, down. Sec. 

m a cellar this archer did play, 
ruxom youns damsel continually lay ; 
bone so brignt when she rose every 

(hot the pooir cobbler quite over the 

f down, dowxg &c. 

ler love-soags as he sat at his work, 

as as hard as a Jew or a Turk : 

' he spoke she would flounce and 

uld fleer. 

It the poor cobbler quite into despair, 

r down, down, &c. 

p his awl that he had in the world, 
ike awajr with hiooaelf was resolv'd ; 
1 througn his body insteaid of the sole, 
ibler he died, and the bell it did toll, 
f down, down, &c. 

, in niMd will, I advise, as a friend, 
rs tuLt warning by this oobbler*s end : 
' hearts out of love, for we find, by 
iat*s past, 

brings OS all to an end at tiie last, 
r down, dowst iomv, deny dofru. 
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When Damon languish*d at my feet. 

And I beli^'d him true, 
Tlic moments\>f delight how sweet! 

But oh ! how swift they flew 1 

The sunny hill, the flowery vale. 

The ^rden, and the grove. 
Have ecno*d to his ardent talc. 

And j^ows of endless love. 

The conquest gain*d, he left his px\2&. 

He left her to complain ; 
To talk of joy with weeping e^es. 

And measure time by pain. 

But Heaven will take the moomefs ptrt, 

In niiy to despair; 
And tne last sign that rends the heart 

Shall waft the spirit there* 



§ 19. Song. The Lass of the BiU. 

Miss Mart Jowwb. 

Ov the brow of a hill a young shephexdesi 

dwelt. 
Who no pangs of ambition or lore had e'er fehs 
For a few sober maxims still ran in her head. 
That 'twas better to earn ere she ate her bvown 

bread; 
That to rise widi the lark trat conducive to 

health. 
And to folks in a cottage, contentment waa 

wealth. 

Now young Roger, who liv*d in the valley 

below. 
Who at church and at market was reckon'd a 

beau. 
Had many times tried o*er her heart to prevail 
And would rest on his pitchfork to tell her his 

tale: [henrt; 

With his winning behaviour he melud her 
But, quite artless herself, she soapected no art. 

He had sigh*d, and protested, had kneel'd and 

implor'd. 
And could lie with the grandeur and air of a 

lord : 
Then her eyes he commended in language well 

dress*d. 
And enlarged on the torments that troubled hit 

breast; 
Till his sighs and his tears had so wrought on 

her mind, 
That in dowmight cotiipassioB to love she in- 

cltn*d. 

But as soosi as he melted the ice of her hMM^ 
All the flames of his love tna rooaMn tdeciees'd ; 
And at noon he goes flaunting all over the vale. 
Where he boasts of his conquest to Susan and 

Nell: 
Though he sees her but seldom, he's almys 

in haste. 
And, if ever heiaciitioas her, oukes hex hisjcst. 



d* 
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All the day she goes sighing, and hanging her 

head. 
And her thoughts are so pestefd, shp scarce 

earns her bread ; 
The whole village cries shame, when a-milking 

she goes. 
That so little affection is shown to the cows : 
But she heeds not their railing, e*en let them 

rail on. 
And a fig for the cows now her sweetheart is 

gone. 

Now beware, ye young virgins of Britain's gay 

isle, 
Howye yield up a heart to a look or a smile : 
For Cupid is artful, and virgins are frail. 
And you*ll find a false Roger in every vale. 
Who to court you, and tempt you, will try all 

his skill ; 
But remember The Lass on the brow of the 

Hill. 

§ 20. Song, Barton Booth, Esq. 

Sweet are the charms of her I lore. 
More fragrant than the damask rose. 

Soft as the down of turtle dove. 
Gentle as air when Zephyr blows. 

Refreshing as descendins rains 

To sun-burnt climes ana thirsty plains. 

True as the needle to the pole. 

Or " as the dial to the sun ;*' 
Constant as gliding waters roll. 

Whose swelling tides obey the moon! 
From ev*ry other charmer free. 
My life and love shall follow thee. 

The lamb the flow*ry thyme devours. 

The dam the tender kid pursues; 
Sweet Philomel, in shady bow'rs 

Of verdant spring, her note renews; 
All follow what they most admire. 
As I pursue my soul s desire. 

Nature must change her beauteous face. 

And vary as the seasons rise ; 
Af winter to the sprins gives place. 

Summer th* approach of autumn flics ; 
No change in love the seasons bring. 
Love only knows perpetual spring. 

Devouring time, with stealing pace. 
Makes lofty oaks and cedars bow ; 

And marble tow*rs, and gates of brass. 
In his rude march he levels low : 

But time destroyins far and wide. 

Love from the souican ne'er divide. 

Death only with his cruel dart 
The gentle godhead can remove; 

And drive him from the bleeding heart. 
To mingle with the bless'd above; 

Where known to all his kindred train. 

He finds a lasting rest from pain. 

Love, and his sister fair, the Soul, 
Twin-born, from heaven together came ; 

Jjove will the universe control. 

When dying seasons lose their name ; 

Divine abodes shall own his pow*r, 

When time tnd death shall ht oo more. 



§21. Song. Paritbl l . 

Mt days have been so wondrous free. 

The little birds that fly 
With careless ease from tree to tree 

Were but as bless*d as L 

Ask gliding waters, if a tear 
Of mine incre<is*d their stream ? 

Or ask the flying gales, if e'er 
1 lent a sigh to them ? 

But now my former days retire. 
And 1 *m by beauty caught ; 

The tender chains of sweet desire 
Are fix*d upon my thought. 

An eager hope within my breast 
Does every doubt controul ; 

And lovely Nancy stands confest 
The fa v' rite of my soul. 

Ye nightingales, ye twisting pines. 
Ye swains that haunt the grove. 

Ye gentle echoes, hree«y winds. 
Ye close itoeats of love ! 

With all of nature, all of art. 

Assist the dear design ; 
O teach a young, unpractised heart. 

To make her ever mine. 

The very thought of change I hate 

As much as of despair ; 
Nor ever covet to be great. 

Unless it be for her. 

Tis true, the passion in my mind 
Is mixM with soft distress : 

Yet, while the fair I love is kind, 
1 cannot wish it less. 



§ 22. Song, May Eve ; or, Kate qfAbtritcn, 

CoMIffGHAM. 

The silver moon's enamor*d beam 

Steals softly through the night. 
To wanton with the winding stream. 

And kiss reflected light. 
To beds of state go, lialmy sleep, 

(Tis where you 've seldom been) 
May^s visil while the shepherds keep 

With Kate of Aberdeen. 

Upon the green the virgins wait. 

In rosy chuplets gay. 
Till morn unbar her golden gate. 

And give the promis*d May. 
Methinks 1 hear the maids declare 

The promis*d May, when seen. 
Not half so fragrant, half so fair 

As Kate of Aberdeen. 

Strike up the tabor*s boldest notes. 

We'll rouse the nodding srove ; 
The nested birds shall raise uieir throats, 

And hail the maid I love. 
And see, the matin lark mistakea» 

He quits the tufted green : 
Fond bird ! 'tis not the morning breaks, 

Tia Kate of Aberdeen I 
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>me o*er the level mead, 
I id night Fairies rove, 
the jocund dance we *11 lead, 
htt reed lo love. 
e rosy May draws nigh ! 
IS a virgin queen ; 
the happy shepherds cry, 
of Aherdeen I 



g. Salii/ in our Alley. Caret. 

;irls that are so smart, 
lone like pretty Sally : 
larling of my heart, 
lives in our alley, 
er a lady in the land, 
ilf so sweet as Sally : 
arling of my hearty 
lives in our alley. 

iie makes cnbhage-nets, 
•ugh the streets does cry *cm : 
• she sells laces long, 
is choose to buy *em : 
ch folks could ne*er beget 
a girl as Sally ; 
larlin^ of my hearty 
lives m our alley. 

is by I leave my work, 
r so sincerely ; 
comes, like any Turk, 
gs me most severely ; 
bang his bellyfull, 
it allfor Sally : 
larlins; of my heart, 
lives in our alley. 

Ia3r8 that *s in the week, 

iove but one day ; 

the day that comes betwixt 

ay and Monday; 

m dress*d, all m my best, 

abroad with Sally : 

arline of my heart, 

lives m our alley. 

carries me to church, 
n am I blamed, 
?aYe him in the lurbh, 
as text is named : 
church in sermon time, 
k away to Sally : 
larlin^ of my heart, 
lives m our alley. 

istmas comes about again, 
n 1 shall have monev ; 
I up, and box and all, 
it to my honey, 
it were ten thousand pound, 
t all to Sally : 
larlin^ of ray heart, . 
lives ID our alley. 

and the neighbours all 
roe of me and Sally ; 



And but for her, I 'd better bd 

A slave, and row a galley. 
But, when mv seven long years are out, 

O then I '11 marry Sally ; 
O then we*ll wed, and then we 11 bed. 

But not in dur alley. 



§24. Sang. The true Tar. By the same, 

A KNAVE 's a knave. 

Though ne*er so brave. 
Though diamonds round htm shin^; 

What though he *s great, 

Takes mighty state. 
And thinks himself divine? 

His ilU^t wealth 

Can*t give him health, . 
Or future ills prevent : 

An honest tar 

Is richer far. 
If he enjoys content. 

A soul sincere 

Scorns fraud or fear, 
Within itself secure; 

For vice will blast. 

But virtue last 
While truth and time endurei 

Blow hi^hj blow low. 

Frown fate or foe. 
He scorns to tack about ; 

But to his trust 

Is strictly just. 
And nobly stenis it out. 



§ S5. Song, JOHNSOV. 

Not the soft sighs of vernal eales^ 
The fragrance of the flowery vaies. 
The murmurs of the crystal rill. 
The vocal grove, the verdant hill ; 
Not all their charms, though all unites 
Can touch my bosom with delight. 

Not all the gems on India*s shore. 

Not all Peru s unbounded store ; 

Not all the powV, nor all the fame. 

That heroes, kings, or poets claim; 

Nor knowledge, which the learned approve^ 

To form one wish my soul can move. 

Yet nature*s charms allure my nres. 

And knowledge, wealth, and rame I prize ) 

Fame, wealth, and knowledge I obtain. 

Nor seek 1 nature's charms in vain ; 

In lovely Stella all combine. 

And, lovely Stella 1 thou art mine. 



§ 2(3. Delia, A Pastoral, Conitingram. 

The gentle swan, with graceful pride. 

Her glossy plumase laves. 
And, sailing down the silver tide. 

Divides the whispering waves : 

3^ 
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The silver tide, that wandering ilpws, 

Sweet to the bird must be ! 
But not so sweetj blithe Cupid knows. 

As Delia is to me. 

A parent-bird^ in plaintive mood. 

On yonder fruit-tree sung, 
And still the pendant nest she view'd 

That held ner callow young : 
Dear to the mother's fluttering heart 

The genial brood must be ; 
But not so dear, the thousandth part. 

As Delia is to me. 

The roses that my brow surround 

Were natives of the dale ; 
Scarce pluck*d/ and in a garland bound. 

Before their sweets grew pale ! 
My vital bloom would thus be fro%e. 

If luckless torn from thee ; 
For what the root is to the rose. 

My Delia is to me.- 

Two doves I found, like new-falFn snow. 

So white the beauteous pair; 
The birds on Delia J Ml bestow. 

They *re, like her bosom, fair ! 
When, in their chaste connubial love. 

My secret wish she '11 see ; 
Such mutual bliss as turtles prove. 

May Delia share with me. 



§ 27* Song. Akensidb. 

The shape alone let others prize. 

The features of the fair; 
I look for spirit in her eyes. 

And meaning in her air. 

A damask cheek, and iv*ry arm. 

Shall ne'er my wishes win : 
Give me an animated form. 

That speaks a mind within : 

A face where awful honor shines. 
Where sense and sweetness mov^ 

And angel innocence refines 
The tenderness of love. 

These are the soul of beauty's frame. 

Without whose vital aid 
Unfinish'd all her features seem, 

And all her rosesi dead. 

But ah ! where both their cAarms unite. 

How perfect is the view. 
With ev ry image of delight. 

With graces ever new I 

Ofpow*r to charm the greatest woe. 

The wildest rage control ; 
Diffusing mildness o'er the brow. 

And rapture through the aoul. 

Their pow*r but faintly to exprwa 

All languase must despair ; 
But go, l^hpld Arpasia's fac^ 

And read it perf^st tbtr%* 



§ 28. Song. On Yotofg Orlihdti. 

When Innocence and beauty meet. 
To add to lovely female grace. 

Ah, how b^ond expression sweet 
Is every feature of the face ! 

By virtue tipen'd from the bud. 
The flow r angelic odours breeds : 

The fragrant charm of being good 
Makes gaudy vice to smell like weeds. 

O sacred Virtue ! tune my voice 
With thy inspiring harmony ; 

Then I shall sing of rapturous joys. 
Which fill my soul with love of thee : 

To lasting brightness bq refin*d» 
When this vain shadow fties away; 

Th* eternal beauties of the mind 
Will last when all things else decay. 



§ ?9, Song, From tJie Lapland Tongum 

Steele 

Tiiou rising sun, wliose gladsome ray 
Invites my fair to rural play. 
Dispel the mist, and clear the skies. 
And bring my Orra to my eyes. 

were 1 sure my dear to view, 

1 'd climb that pine-tree's topmost bougii. 
Aloft in air that quiv'ring plays. 

And round and round for e^'er gaze. 

My Orra Moor, where art thou laid ? 
What wood conceals my sleeping maid ? 
Fast by the roots, eoragd, J 'd tear 
The trees that hide my pj[oa),is*d &ir. 

O could I ride oa clouds and skies» 
Or on the raven's pinions rise I 
Ye storks, ye swa,Qs, a momeo^t stajt* 
And waft a lover on his way 1 

My bliss loo long my bride denies : 
Apace the wasting summer flies : 
Nor yet the wintry blasts I fear, 
Kor storms nor night shall keep me here. 

What may for strength with steel compare I 
O, Love fias fetters stronger far ! 
By bolts of steel are limbs confin*d. 
But cruel Love enchains the mind. 

No longer then peirplex thy breast ; 
VVhen thoughts tofiuent, the first are beit» 
'Tis mad to go, 'tis death to stay : 
Away to Orra, haste away ! 



§3Q. Song, Thf JUidiHmmfr ITiih. 

Croju^ll 

Waft me, some soft and cooling breeze. 
To Windsor's shady, kind retreat; 

Where sylvap sQenea, wide spreading tre«% 
Repel the dqg^itaf't r«gU\g beat : 
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re tufted grass, and mossy beds. 
Ford a rural, calm repose ; 
;rc woodbines hang their dewy heads, 
id fragrant sweets around disclose. 

)ozy Thames, that flows fast by, 
ong the smiling valley plays, 
glassy surface cheers the eye, 
1(1 through the flow'ry meadow strays. 

'ertile hanks with herbage green, 
s vales with golden plenty swell ; 
K'er his purer streams are seen, 
te gods ot health and pleasure dwell. 

ic thy clear, thy yielding wave 
itb naked arm once more divide ; 
ee my glowing bosom lave, 
d stem thy gently-rolling tide. 

ne, with damask roses crownM, 
leath some osier's dusky shade : 
•e water-lilies deck the ground, 
lere bubbling springs refresh the glade. 



i 31. Song, Miss Whateley. 

(, dear Pastora, come away ! 
d hail the cheerful spring: 
fragrant blossoms crown the May, 
d woods with love-notes ring: 
Phoebus to the west descends, 
d sheds a fainter ray ; 
as our rural labor ends, 
: bless the closing day. 

ider artless maple bow*r 

th blooming wtKxlbincs twin*d, 

I enjoy the evening hour, 

earth s soft lap reclined : 

lere yon poplar's verdant bought 

t crystal current shade ; 

;n, fair nymph, to hear the vows 

faithful heart has made. 

n this breast no soft deceit, 

artful flattery bides : 

uth, scarce known among the great, 

' ev'ry thought presides : 

ide*s false glare 1 look with scorn, 

I all its glittering train ; 

ne the pleasures which adorn 

s ever-peaceful plain. 

then, my fair, and with thy love 
b rising care subdue ; 
reseace can each grief remove, 
I ev'ry joy renew, 
ly faaes, the rose grows faint, 
ir transient bloom is vain ; 
»ting truth and virtue paint 
ora of the plain. 



$ 32. Song. 

Come, dear Amanda, quit the town. 

And to the rural hamlets fly ; 
Behold, the wintry storms are gone, 

A gentle radiance glads the sky. 
The birds awake, the flowers appear. 

Earth spreads a verdant couca for thee ; 
'Tisjoy and music all we hear 1 

'Tis love and beauty all we see ! 

Come, let us mark the gradual spring. 

How peep the buds, the blossom blows« 
Till Philomel begins to sing. 

And perfect May to spread the rose. 
Let us secure the short aelight. 

And wisely crop the blooming day; 
For soon, too soon, it will be night: 

Arise, my love* and come away. 



§ 33. Song. From the Lapland Tongue. 

Steele. 

Haste, my rein-deer, and let us nimbly go 

Our anrrous journey through this dreary 

waste : 

Haste, my rein-deer ! still, hljj^ thou art too 

slow ! [haste. 

Impetuous love demands the lightning's 

Around ns far the rushy moors are spread : 
Soon will the sun withdraw his cheerful ray ; 

Darkling and tir'd we shall the marshes tread. 
No lay unsung to cheat the tedious way. 

The wat'ry length of these imjoyous moors 
Does all the flow'ry meadows pride excel ; 

Through these I fly to her my soul adores ; 
Ye flow'ry meadows, empty pride, fare'welM 

Each moment from the charmer I'm confla'd. 
My breast is tortur*d with impatient fires ; 

Fly, my rein- deer, fly swifter than the wind 1 
Thy tardy feet wing with my fierce desires. 

Our pleasing toil will then be soon o'erpaid. 
And thoti, in wonder lost, shalt view my fair. 

Admire each feature of the lovely maid. 

Her artless charms, her bloom, her sprightly 
air. 



§ 34. Song. Arno*$ Vale. 

Earl of Middlesex.* 

When here, Lucinda, first we came. 
Where Arno rolls his silver stream. 
How blithe the nymphs, the swains how ^1^ ! 
Content iospir'd each rural lay. 
The birds in livelier concert sung. 
The grapes in thicker clusters himg ; 
All look*d as joy could never fail 
Among the sweets of Arno's valo. 



harles Sackville, afterwards Duke of Dotset. It was written at Florence in 17379 on the 
>f John Gaston, the bte Duke of Tuscany, of the house of Medici ^ and i^ddietsed t9 
a Muscoviu^ a singer, a favorite of the iMithor's. 
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But since the good Palemon died. 
The chief of shepherds, and their pride. 
Now Arno*s sons must all give pliice 
To northern men, an iron race. 
The taste of pleasure now is o'er ; 
'illy' notes, Lucinda, please no more ; 
The muses droop, the Goths prevail 1 
Adieu, the sweets of Arao*s vale ! 



§ 35. Song, The patsionaie Shepherd to his 
Love, Mar LOW. 

Come live with me, and be my love. 
And wc will all the pleasures prove 
That valle)'s, groves, or hills and fields. 
And all the stee|)y mountain yields. 

And we will sit upon the rocks. 
Seeing the shepherds feed their flocks. 
By shallow rivers, to whose falls 
Melodious birds sing madrigals. 

And I will make thee beds of roses. 
And a thousand fragrant posies, 
A cap of flowers, and a kirtle 
Embroider d ail wkh leaves of mirtle: 

A gown mad^f the finest wool, 
Which from our pretty lambs we pull ; 
Fair lined slippers for the cold. 
With buckles of the purest gold : 

A belt of straw, and ivy buds. 
With coral clasps and areber studs : 
And if these pleasures may thee move, 
Couie, live with me, and be my love. 

The shepherd swains shall dance and sing 
For thy delight each May morning : 
If these delijjhts thy mind may move. 
Then live with me, and be my love. 



§ 36. Song. The Nymph* s Reply to the Shvp- 
herd. Sir W. Raleigh. 

If all the world and love were young, 
And truth in every shepherd*s tongue. 
These pretty pleasures might me move 
To live with thee, and be thy love. 

Time drives the flocks from field to fold. 
When rivers ran and rocks grow cold. 
And Philomel becometh dumb ; 
The rest complain of cares to oome. 

The flow'n do iade, and wanton fields 
To wayward winter reck'uing yields ; 
A honey too^, a heart of gnll. 
Is fanc^s spnng, but sorrow s fall. 

Thy gowns, thy thpes, thy beds of rotes. 
Thy cap, thy kirtle, and thy posies. 
Soon break, soon wither, soon forgotten, 
la folly ri[>e, in reason rotten. 

Thy belt of straw, and ivy buds, 
Thy coral clasps, and amber stud?, 



AH these to me no means can mo^ 
To come to thee, and be thy love. 

But could youth last, and love stil 
Had joy no date, nor age no need . 
Then these delights my mind mig 
To li\e with tliec, and be thy lovt 



§ 37. Song. Summc 
Thomas Bkerbw 

Where the light canii ■>;: pierce, i 
tall trees, 
With my fair one as blooming 
Undisturbed by all sound* but the 
breeze. 
Let me pass the ho' noon of th 

When the sun, less intense, 10 i 
inclines. 

For the meadows the groves wc 
And see the rays dance, as inveru 

On the face of sonic river or la: 

Where my fairest and 1, on it3 vei 
CFor 'tis she that must still be 1 

Our shadows may view on the w. 
While the fish arc at play in tV 

May the herds ceaac to low, and 
to bleat. 

When she sing$ me sonic amo 
All be silent and hush'd, unli>:i:» 1 

The kind words and swectsoism 

And when we return to our colta 
Iland-in^hand as wc suuntcriu 

Let the moon's siU or beams throi 
give us light. 
Just direct us, and chequer our 

Let ilie nightingale warble its note 
As thus gently and slowly we 

And let no single thought be ex- 
til U, 
But of fricnd^l^ip improv'd int< 

Thus enchanted each day with t 
lights. 

And secure from ambition's al 
Soft love and repose shall divide a 

And each morningshall rise witl 



§ 38. ^^o«J. Moop 

How bless'd has uiy time bet 
have I known, 
Since wedlock's soft bondage ni; 

own 1 
So joyful my heart is, so easy my 
That frce<ioni is tasteless, and ro> 

Through walks grown with wood 

we stray, 
Around us our i)oy8 and girls frol 
How pleasing their sport is, the wa 
And [>orr(;\v iheii !i>o!'.5 from my 
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cmper, sometimes am I seen 
ith ihe nymphs of the green ; 
ny absence, my doubts she 

night with compliance and 

cr checks the rose loses its hue, 
-humour bloom all the year 

es, adds increase to her truth, 
uind what he steals from her 

ly, who make love to ensnare, 
se vows the too credulous fair, 
leasure how vainly you roam ! 
, you must find it at home. 



Hc*d have thought better on*t> and Instead of 

his brine [wine. 

Would havefill'd the vast ocean with generous 

What trafHcking then would have been on the 

main. 
For the sake of good liquor as well as for ga7n ! 
No fear then of tempests, or danger ofsinkinc; 
The fishes ne*er drown that are always a-drink- 

ing. 

The hot thirsty suiv then would drive with 

more haste. 
Secure in the evenin|^ of such a repast ; 
And when he*d got tipsy would have taken his 
With'tlouble the pleasure in Thetis's lap. [nap 

By the force of his rays, and thus heated with 

wine. 
Consider how gloriously Phcebus would shine; 
What vast exhalations he*d draw up on hish. 
To relieve the poor earth as it wanted supply. 

How happy us mortals, when bless*d with such 

ram. 
To fill all our vessels, and fill them again ! 
Nay even the beggar, that has nc*er a dish, 
i Might jump into the river, andiMJ^ like a fish. 

I What mirth and contentment on ev*ry one*s 
brow, [plough ! 

I Hob a:; great as a prince dancing after the 
Tlie birds in the air, as they-play on the wing. 
Although they but sip, woukl eternally sing. 

The sfars, who, I think, don't to drinking in- 

:c these, dear maid, conspire Would frisk and rejoice at the fume of the wine; 
t!!«- ^Kle»« A^:^ And, merrily twinkling, w:ould soon let us 

know 
That they were as happy as mortals below. 

Had this been the cose, then what had we en- 

joy d. 
I Our spirits still rising, our fancy ne*er cloy*d ; 

, A pox then on Neptune, when *twas in hispow*r, 

I To slip, like a fool, such a fortunate hour 1 



Song. Fitzgerald. 

?h blooming beauty shows 

vcnly fair, 

1 the rose, 

e apt, compare. 

ipt ; for, ah ! how soon, 
all decay ! 
he rose is gone, 
C8 away. 

virtue shines confessed, 
crcti'on joiiiM ; 
alms the peaceful breast, 
iides the mind : 



rous chaste desire, 

5 love. 

of time or fate 
lall endure; 
sion they create, 
int, pure. 



Song. 



}4(). 

, thirsty fly, 
nnd drink as I : 
(I my cup, 
aiu! sip it up : 
r life vou mav; 

wears away. I 

ine and thine, 
to their decline : 
•r, mine no more, 

to threescore; 
lers, when they're gone, 
lort as one. 



J 41. Song, 

, when first he took charge of 

at least been as merry, as we. 



§ 42. A Song, Shexstoke. 

Adiei7, ye jovial youths, who join 
To plunge old Care in floods of wine ; 
And, as your dazzled eye- balls roll. 
Discern nim struggling in the bowl 1 

Not yet is hope so wholly flown. 
Not yet is thought so tedious grown. 
But limpid streams and shady tree 
Reta'^n as yet some sweeu for me. 

And see, through yonder silent grove^ 
See yonder does my Daphne rove : 
Witii pride her footsteps I pursue. 
And bid your frantic joys adieu. 

The sole confusion I admire. 
Is that my Daphne's eyes inspire : 
I scorn the madness you aiiprovc^ 
And value reason next to k>«c 







E^^^ ^"^ . The CO-;;;- -"^ilnU -;;J^& 

Extremes ar ^^^^t ^T^*'"^ ^ . 

^**- Zatuin the W« state 

Noh«iW'«fPfe4,tvpta«e 

No ^ a»n .'*'**Ke «aV abide : 

Must »n the »»o»o,e 

No charms of yo»*^V,^st-. 
The<=onsta%«;^fteetolove 

\xrbo leaves a p«» © ^, 
i'^ShaUletma.lthet ^.^^^.^ 

In such a heart «°VVlj7boood i 
Or c?to <*" 



To^none «^|r!:Udespw«* *^^* 
^or^h,ja^'»^"'*^^^,i^Ubey crave; 

Some have too inuct^J ^^ 

1 liulc have, yet sw ^^^.y, the? n 

Th« ate but ?«'?'' '^httule storey 
* f^ A 1 ain rich wi"» i „,ve; 

^° JLr 1 rtc^i ^\!.'y ^ne llwe. 

1 laugh not at anotW^;-"- 

I Rtudae notat ano ^^„ toss, 

1^0 WW/";^ "'over's bar.e. 

1 brooV that » ano j^j^nj . 

, i " „„ foe. i>oT faw".":,, mine eoi 




■i 



li:rr.ofoe.norf;««;^„i„eend. 
1 loathe not We, n f^^ease: 

i.h is beaUb, and V"' r jefenoe : 
^''^V conscience c^ to please, 

1 never seek W """^^e offence •• 
1^ "C>... i,„ desert to g'V'^ , .• 



\ 



1 ne^^^ek by brj^^ Xice •• 
^"'^Aw/thu'-ri'' 

»falt'-«;;\;: 

ltaVeno3oy>n';^^S^th.a3tra--. 

^IrraTnl&ne's^^-^iCov. 

f„. beaut, W^^^.„^ 
l^i.hbat^batl^^^^^^ ^i 
1 ««nd'=\"^ t cViTtib no htU ; 

lUketbe|^>nJ;,a"t"."»;°Stt 
In greaW*' '"^ ^.^^ to.\ m *»' 

1 feisn not w^e w ^jU; 

lieaWr»^PthemVght}-s^«' 
1 wait n..v ai » j^ „„ "*" ' v. 

1 ftel no «*"*» " 



§45. So«g- ^^ 

i A healtby. c'^i^e summ« » *» 
Wen shaded from ^^ 

Far oft worn . ^^^^ 

«?\,ete RuiHy rates o° -j jpte, 

, -.^r s tears, not en>y ^Lht : 
1 >; or nnser 8 ' ^^^^ „( the WB 
i To break ibe sa ^^ 

Pew ta>lo« • r Heaven shall p 
Conienito«*ej^ jease. 
A longer ot a sn 

c „ Miss T?'*'*'***''* 
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cinnatiis at his plough 
righter lustre shune, 
ly C.Tsar e'er could show, 
scaled on a throne. 

us joys and restless nights 
>n ever knows, 
r to the calm delights 
f and repose. 

from envy, care, and strife, 
le, ye pow'rs divine! 
W, wlien ye demand my life, 
hat life resign ! 



ig. The Character of a happy Life, 
Sir Henry Wotton. 

py is he born and taught, 
rveth not another's will ; 
mour is his honest thought, 
nple truth his utmost skill ; 

issioiis not his masters are, 
soul is still prcpr'd for death : 
ito the world by care 
lie fame, or private breath ! 

ies none that chance doth raise, 
te hath ever understood j 
ydx. wounds are giv'n by praise, 
Ies of state, but rules of good ! 

1 his life from rumors freed, 
conscience is his strong retreat ; 
lie can neither flatterers feed, 
n make oppressors great ! 

1 doth late and early pray 
f hb grace than gifts to lend , 
(tains the harmless day 
religious book or friend ! 

is freed from servile hands, 
e to rise, or fear t« fall : 
imself, though not of lands, 
iving nothing, yet hath all. 



^ong. HiLDEBRAND JaCOB, Esq. 

' not the mighty great, 
w'rful rulers of the state, 
le nations as they please, 
m at th' expense of ease. 

er the shepherd swain, 
y drudges on the plain, 
tly in some humble shed 
pillows lays his head. 

ambition breaks his rest, 
us wars divide his breast; 



His flocks, his pipe, and artless fair. 
Are all his hope, and all his care 



§ 49 Song. 

No glory I cotret, no riches I want. 

Ambition is nothing to me ; 
The one thing 1 beg of kind Heaven to grant. 

Is a mind independent and free. 

With passions unrftflled, untainted with pride' « 

By reason my life let me square ; 
The wants of my nature are cneaply supplied. 

And the rest are but folly and care. 

The blessings Vehtcfh Providence freely has lent, 

ril justly and gratefully prize; 
Whilst sweet meditation, and cheerful content. 

Shall make me both healthful and wise. 

In the pleasures the great man's possessioDi dis« 
play, 

Unenvied 1*11 challenge my part; 
For ev'ry fair object my eyes can survey 

Comributes to ^adden my heart. 

tlow vainly, through infinite troftle and strife* 

The many their labors employ! 
Since all that is truly delightful in life 

Is what all, if they please, may enjoy. 



§50. Song, Dr.Darlton*. 

Nor on beds of fading flow'rs. 
Shedding soon their gaudy pride. 

Nor with swains in syren bow'rs. 
Will true pleasure long reside. 

On awful virtue's hill sublime 
Enthroned sits th* immortal fair : 

Who wins her height must patient climb ; 
The steps are peril, toil, and care. 

So from the first did Jove ordain 
Eternal bliss for transient pain. 



§51. Song, A Moral Thought. 

Dr. Hawki8Wortjb< 

Through groves sequester*d, dark, and still. 
Low vales, and mossv cells among. 

In silent paths the careless rill 
With languid murmurs steals along. 

A while it plays with circling sweep. 
And ling ring leaves its native plain ; 

Then pours impetuous down the steep. 
Ana mingles with the boundless main. 



he Masque of Comus. It seems to be imitated from a passage in the 17tl^book of 
erusalem. 
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O let Biy years thus devious glide 
ThrougQ silent scenes obscurely calm ; 

Nor wealth nor strife pollute the tide. 
Nor honor's sanguinary palm. 

When labor tires, and pleasure palls. 
Still let the stream untrotfhled be, 

As down the steep of age it falls. 
And mingles with eternity. 



ELEGANT EXTRACTS, Book IV, 

§ 54. Song, Robert DoDtLSTf. 

How happy a state does the miller fjossess. 
Who would be no greater, nor fears to be less! 
On his mill and himself he depends fur support. 
Which is better than sen'ilely cringinp; at court. 



§ 52. Sonp;, 

From the court to the cottage conrcy me away, 
Fori *m weary of grandeur, and what they call 
gayj 

Where pride without measure. 

And pomp without pleasure. 
Make life in a circle of hurry decay. 

Farremoteand retir'd from the noise of the town, 
1*11 exchange rny brocade for a plain russetgown : 

My friends snail be few. 

But well chosen and true. 
And sweet recreation our evening shall crown. 

With a rural repast, a rich banquet for me. 
On a mossy s[;^u turf, near some shady old tree. 

The river*j clear brink 

Shall afford me my drink, 
And tempVance my friendly physician shall be. 

Ever calm and serene, with contentment still 

blest. 
Not too jjiddy with joy, or with sorrow deprest, 

1*11 neither invoke. 

Or repine at death's stroke. 
But retire from the world as I would to my rest. 



§ 53. Song. The Blind Bou. 

COLLEY ClBBER*. 

SAY what is that thing call'd light, 
Which 1 njust ne'er enjoy ? 

What are the blessing of the sight ? 
O tell your poor bhnd boy! 

You talk of wondrous things you sec, 
You say the sun shines bright ; 

1 feel him warm, but how can he 

Or make it day or ni^lu ? 

My day or night myself 1 make, 

Whene'er I sleep or play; 
And could I ever keep awake. 

With me 'twere always day. 

With heavy sighs 1 often hear 

You mourn my hapless woe ; 
But sure with (latience 1 can bear 

A loss I ne'er can know. 

Then let not what I cannot have 

My cheer of mind destroy : 
Whilst thus I sing, I am a king. 

Although a poor blind boy. 



What though he all dusty and whiien'd doesgo. 
The more he's be-powder'd , the more like a beau ; 
A clown in his dress may be honester far 
Than a courtier who struts in his garter and star.. 

Though his hands are so daub*d they*re not 

to be seen. 
The hands of his betters are not very clean : 
A palm more polite may as dirtily deal ; 
Gold, in handling, will stick to the fingers li 

meal. 

What if, when a pudding for dinner he lack. 
Hecribs withoutscruple from other nien*ssac[ 
In this of right noble example he brags. 
Who bonow as freely from other men's 

Or should he endeavour to heap an estate. 
In this he would mimic the tools of the si 
Whose aim is alone their own cofiert to 61 
As all his concern 's to bring grist to his 

He eats when he's hungry, he drinks when 

dry. 
And down, when he's weary, contented 
Then rises up cheerful to work and to ti 
If so happy a miller, then who*d be a ki 



Jf 




lie; 



§55. Song. The Old Manks JFuk. Dr-I^^o^^. 



If I live to grow old, for I find I go 
Let this be my fate :— In a country towft. 
Mayl have a warm house, with a stoneatt}i«^j^^ 
And a cleanly young girl to rub mjr bald pate/ 
May I govern my passion with an abao^ 

sway, 
And grow wiser and better as my atreogth 

wears away. 
Without gout or stone, by a gentle deeiy 1 

Near a shady grove, and a murmuring bipok « 
With the ocean at distance, whereon I roayloc^^* 
With a spacious plain, without hedge or stL^^* 
And an easy pad-nag to ride out a mde. 
May I govern, Ike. 

With Horace, and Petrarch, and two or 

more 
Of the best wits that reign'd in the ages befo: 
With roast mutton, rather than \*en'son or ti 
And clean, though coarse, linen at ev*ry m 
May I govern, ^c. 



With a pudding on Si^ndays, with stoot 

ming liquor. 
And remnants of Lalin to welcome the wcr 
W ith Munte Fioicone, or Bursundy wine^ 
To drink the king's health as oft as 1 dine* 
May 1 govern, &c. - 



♦ Written for, and 'set by, the late celebrated Mr. Stanley, organist of St. Andrew, Holfcxwo!/ 
f Id the entertainment of the Miller of Mansfield. 
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irage undaunted may I face my 

ay.; 

I am dead, mav the better sort say, 

ling when sober, in the evening 

I nifUovv, 

md [has] left not behind him his 

v: 

Tfid his passion with an absolute 
iaer and better as his strength wore 
lit or stone by a gentle decay. 



Sang, Timers Alteraiian. 

old cap was new, 
two hundred year, 
hen we knew, 
ings plenty were ; 
ip now decays 
ae this is true), 
not in those days 
s old cap was new. 

[>f our land 

ch delighted then 

heir command 

' lusty men, 

iieir coats were known 

, red, or blue, 

on their sleeres shown, 

s old cap was new. 

lath banishM all, 
land's reproach, 
hose means are small 
\ both horse and coach ; 
hundred men, 
I allows but two \ 
•t thought on then, 
8 old cap was new. 

ality 

ishd then of many; 
len starve and die, 
lot help*d by any : 
waxeth cold, 
is found in few ; 
*t in time of old, 
is old cap was new. 

>a travelled then. 
It meet on the way 
ts and gentlemen, 
leir country grey, 
3US would appear, 
ly welcome you : 
then were, 
is oUl cap was new. 

in those days, 

abit went ; 

was then worth praise, 

the best cc/utent : 



French (iishions then were scorn*d. 
Fond fangles then none knew. 

Then modesty women adorn*d, 
When this old cap was new. 

A man might then behold 

At Christmas, in each hall. 
Good fires to curb the cold. 

And meat fof great and small : 
The neighbours were friendly bidden. 

And all had welcome true. 
The poor from the gates were not chidden. 

When this old cap was new. 

Black jacks to ev'ry man 

Were ftll'd with wine and beer. 
No pewter pot, nor can. 

In those days did appear : 
Good chber in a nobleman's house 

Was counted a seemly show ; 
We wanted no brawn or souse. 

When this old cap was new. 

We took not such delight 

In cups of silver fine : 
None under degree of a knight 

In plate drank beer or wine : 
Now each mechanical man 

Hath a cupboard of plate for a shew. 
Which was a rare thing then 

When this old cap was new. 

Then brib'ry was unborn. 

No simony men did use ; 
Christians diid usury scorn, 

Devis'd among tne Jews : 
The lawyers to be fee*d 

At that time hardly knew. 
For man with man agreed. 

When thb old cap was new. 

No captain then caroused. 

Nor spent poor soldiers* pay; 
They were not so abused 

As they are at this day : 
Of seven days they make eight. 

To keep them from their due; 
Poor soldiers had their right 

When this old cap was knew ; 

W*hich made them forward still 

To go, although not press*d ; 
And going with good-will. 

Their fortunes were the best. 
Our English then in fight 

Did foreign foes subdue. 
And forc'd them all to flight. 

When this old cap was new. 

God save our {gracious kinj^. 

And send him long to live ! 
Lord, mischief on them bring 

That will not their alms give; 
But seek to rob the poor 

Of that which is tneir due : 
This was not in time of.yoie. 

When this old ctp was new. 
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§ .^7. Spnf^. The Vicar of Bray, 

Ik good king Charles's golden days, 

VVhcn loyalty no harm meant, 
A zealous high-churdnnan 1 was. 

And 60 I got preferment : 
To teach my flock I never miss'd. 

Kings arc by God api)ointed. 
And damn*d are those tnat do resist 
Or touch the Lord's Anointed. 
And this is law I will maintain 

Until my dying day, sir — 
That whatsoever king shall reign, 
I'll be the vicar ofBray, sir. 

When Royal James obtain'd the crown. 

And popery came in fashion, ' 
The penal laws I hooted down. 

And read the ]!)eclaration : 
The church of llome I found would fit 

Full well my constitution ; 
And had become a ^Jesuit, 

But for the Revolution. 
And this is law, &c. 

When WiiliaDi was our king declar'd. 

To ease the nation's grievance ; 
With thi^s new wind about I steer'd. 

And swore to him allegiance: 
Old principles 1 did re^'oke. 

Set conscience at a distance ; 
Passive obedience was a joke, 

A jest wa.- non-resistaricc. 
And this is law, &:c. 

When gracious Anfie became <;iir queoir, 

The church of England's glory. 
Another face of things was seen, 

And I became a tory: 
Occa'iional conformists base, 

I (l.imn'd their moderation ; 
And thought the church in dan'^cr was 

J>y such prevarication. 
And this is law, &c. 

When George in pudding time came o'er. 

And mod'ratc men look'd big, sir ! 
I turn'd a cat-in-pan oncJe more. 

And so became a whig, sir : 
And thus preferment I procured 

From our new faith's defender ; 
And almost cv'ry day abjur'<l 

The |)ope and the pretender. 
And this is law, &c. 

Th' illustrious hoyse of Hanover, 

And protcstant succession ; 
To these I do alleq;iance swear — 

While they can keep |X)ssession : 
For in my fauh and loyalty 
I never more will fnftcr, 
And George my lawful king shall Mt — 
Until the times do alter. 
And this is law I ivi11 maintain 

Until my dyins day, sir — 
That whatsoever Kingshall rieign, 
I 'JJ be the vidur otBray, sir. 



§ 58. Song, ■ The Shrm. G. A. Stevi 

Cease, rude Boreas, blustering railer ; 

List, ye landsmen, all to me ! 
Messmates, hear a broiher sailor 

Sing the dangers of the sea ; 
From uounding billows fast in motion. 

When the dist^mt whirlwinds rise. 
To the tempest-troubled ocean. 

Where the seas contend with skies! 

Hark ! the boat'?wain hoarsely bawling. 

By topsail-siiects and tiaulyards standi 
Down top-gallants quick be hauling, 

Down your stay-sails, hand, boys, hand 
Now it freshens, set the braces. 

The topsail sheets now let go; 
Luff, boy9, luff ! don't make Wiry fnices. 

Up your topsails nimbly clew. 

Now all you on down beds sporting;. 

Fondly lock'd in beauty's arms; 
Fresh enjoyments wanton courting. 

Safe from all but love's alarms ; 
Round us roars the tempest louder. 

Think what fear Our minds enthrals; 
Harder yet, it yet blows harder. 

Now again the boatswain calls ! 

The top-sail yard^ point to the wind, be>^ 

See all clear to reef each course ; ^ 

Let the fore-sheet go, dOn\ mrnd, tloyii. 

Though the weather should be worte.. 
Fore and aft the sprit-sail yard get, * 

Reef the mtzen, see iiH ctear ; 
Hands up, each pre\ enture-bracc tUt, 

Man tlie fore-yard, cheer, lads, cheer/ 

Now the dreadful thunder's roaring 

Peal on peal con teddinr clash. 
On our heads fierce rain falls pouring. 

In our eyes blue lightnings flashy 
One wide water all ardund tis : 

All above us one black sky; 
Difl'erent deaths at once surround ui: 

Hark ! what means that dreadful ciy) 

The foremast's gone, cries e\''ry tongue oditf 

O'er the lee, twelve feet 'bovedeck; 
A leak beneath the chest-tree's sprung tatf 

Call all hands to clear the wreck. 
Quick the lanyards cut to pieces ; 

Come, my hearts he stout and bold ; 
Plumb the well — the leak increases, 

Fpur feet water in the hold. 

While o'er the ship wild waves are beatinfl 

We for wives or children mourn ; 
Alas ! from thence there's no retreating! 

Alas ! to them there's no return ! 
Still the leak is gaining on us! 

Both chain-pumps are chok'd below ; 
Heaven have mercy here upon us ! 

For only that can save Us now. 

O'er the lee-beam is the land, boys. 
Let the guns o'crboard be thro%m ; 
• To the pump come ev'ry hand, bofs. 
See! our mizcn^mafstb gone 1 
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ire found, it cannot pour fast, 
ten'd her a foot or more ; 
jury foremast, 
she rights, boys, we *re offshore! 

)re on joys we *re thinking. 
Heaven has sav'd our lives ! 
1, boys ! let's be drinking 
■ethearts and our wives ; 
mt ship wheel it, 
r lips a brimmer join : 
tempest now, who feels it> 
danger's chrown'd in winfc. 



Neptune $ raging Fury ; or the 
mt Seaman s Sufferings, 

en of England 
t home at case, 
fou think upon 
rs of the seas ; 
» the mariners, 
vill plainly^show 
es, and the fears, 
stormy winds do blow. 

^ill be seamen, 
a valiant heart, 
a come upon the seas 
not think to start ; 
be faint-hearted, 
in, blow, or snow, 

for to shrink 

stormy winds do blow. 

>rms and tempests 
!n do endure, 

night, with many a fright, 
1 rest secure j 
s disturbed 
>ns strange to know, 
jams on the streams, 
stormy winds do blow. 

taring thunder, 
rkness doth enforce, 
d our ship to stray 
T wonted course : 
th great distractions, 
our hearts full low ; 
:o complain, 
; stormy winds do blow. 

1 Neptune's bosom 
s tost in waves, 
an expecting 
• be their graves ! 
ft she tnounteth, 
1 again so low, 
ives, O with waves, 
: stormy winds do blow. 

again we fall to pray'r, 

)ur might and thought, 

e all doth fail U9, 

nust bear us out ; 

call for succour, 

is, we know, 

id us, and save m, 

t stormy winds do blow. 



The lawyer and the usurer. 

That sit in gowns of fur. 
In closets warm, can take no harm. 

Abroad they need not stir ; 
When winter fierce with cold doth pierce^ 

And beats with hail and snow. 
We are sure to endure. 

When the stormy winds do blow. 

We bring home costly merchandise. 

And jewels of great price. 
To serve our English gallantry. 

With many a rare device ; 
To please our Enclish gallantry. 

Our pains we lireely show. 
For we toil and we moil. 

When the stormy winds do blow. 

We sometimes sail to th' Indies, 

To fetch home spices rare ; 
Sometimes asain, to France and Spain, 

For wines oeyond compare ; 
Whilst gallants are carousing, 

1 n taverns on a row. 
Then we sweep o'er the deep. 

When the stormy winds do blow. 

When tempests are blown over. 

And greatest fears are past. 
In weather fair, and temp' rate air. 

We straight lie down to rest ; 
But when the billows tumble. 

And waves do furious grow. 
Then we rouse, up we rouse. 

When the stormy winds do blow. 

If enemies opnose us. 

When England is at war 
With any foreign nations. 

We fear not wound nor scar ; 
Our roaring guns shall teach 'em 

Our valor lor to know. 
Whilst they reel, in the keel. 

When the stormy winds do blo«r. 

We are no cowardly shrinkers. 

But true Englishmen bred. 
We'll ply our parts, like valiant hearts. 

And never fly for dread ; 
We'll play our business nimbly 

Whene er we come or jzo. 
With our mates, to the straits. 

When the stormy winds do blow. 

Then courage, all brave mariners. 

And never be dismay'd. 
Whilst we have bold adventurers 

We ne'er shall want a trade ; 
Our merchants will employ us. 

To fetch them wealth, i know ; 
Then be bold, work for gold. 

When the stormy winds do blow. 

When we return in safety. 

With wages for our pains. 
The tapter and the vintner 

Will help to share our gains : 
We call for liuuor roundly. 

And pay before we go : 
Then we 41 roar on the shore. 

When the stonny winds do hkuw. 
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§ Go, Soi:g. Goldsmith. 



The wrcich ctindciiiii'd with life to part 

Still, siill on hope relics j 
And evry pang tliat rends the heart, 

Bids cx|>c<!tatinn rise. 
Hope, hke the dinmuring taper's light. 

Adorns and cheers the 'way ; 
And still, as darker grows the night. 

Emits a brighter ray. 



§61. Song. Goldsmith. 

O MEMORY ! thou fond deceiver. 

Still im{>ortunate and vain'. 
To formerjoyj recarring cvei-. 

And turning all the past to {)ain : 
Thou, like file world, th* oppre«s*d oppressing, 

Thy smiles increase the wretch's woe ! 
And nc who wants each other blessing, 

In thee must ever find a foe. 



§ 62. So)ig. 

Gently touch the warbling lyre, 
Chloe seems inclined to rest ; 

Fill her soul with fond desire. 

Softest notes will soothe her breast : 

Pleasing dreams assist in love : 

I^et them all propitious prove. 

On the mossy bank she lies 
(Nature's verdant velvet bed). 

Beauteous flowers meet her eyes. 
Forming pillows for her head ; 

Zephyrs waft their odours round, 

Aftd mdulging whispers sound. 



§ 63. The tame parodied. 

Gektly stir and blow the fire. 
Lay the mutton down to roast. 

Dress it quickly, I desire. 
In the dripping put a toast. 

That I hunger may remove ; 

Mutton is the meat I love. 

On the dresser see it lie, 

O ! the charming white and red ! 
Finer meat ne'er met my eye. 

On the sweetest grass it fed : 
liCt the jack ^o swiftly round. 
Let nie have it nicely brown'd. 

On the table spread the cloth. 

Let the knives be sViarp and clean : 

Pickles get, and salad l>oth^ 

Let them each be fresh and green : 

With small beer, sood ale, and wine, 

O ye Gods ! how I shall dine 1 



§ 64. Song. Sharspeare. 

Ukder the green- wood tree. 
Who loves to lie with me. 
And tune his merry note 
Unto the sweet bird's, Uiroat, 



Come hither, come hither, coine hither; 

Here sliall he see 

No enemy, 
liut winter ancl rough weather. 

Who doth ambition shun. 

And loves to lie i* th* sun. 

Seeking the food he eats. 

And pleas'd with what he gets. 

Come hither, come hither, come hither; 

Here shall he see 

No enemy. 
But winter and rough weatlier. 



0*. J Dirge. D*Urfey. 

Sleep, sleep, poor youth I sleep, sleep in peace, 
Reliev'd from love, and mortal care; 

Whilst we, that pine in life's disone. 
Uncertain blest less happy are. 

Coucird in the dark and silent grave. 
No ills of fate thou now canst fear; 

In vain would tyrant power enslave. 
Or scornful beauty be se\ere. 

Wars that do fatal storms disperse^ 
Far from thy happy mansion keep: 

Earthnuakes that snake the universe, 
(^an t rock thee into sounder sleep. 

With nil the charms of peace possest. 
Secure from life's tormentor, pain. 

Sleep, and indulge thyself with rest, 
Nor dream thou ere sbalt rise agsio. 

CHORUS. 

Past is the fear of future doubt. 

The sun is from the dial gone. 
The sands are sunk, the glass is oat. 

The folly of the ftxce is done ! 



§ 66, Song. Garrick. 

Tifou soft flowing Avon, bythysilTcrs^ittii 
Of things more than mortal sweet Shaktpeare 

would dream. 
The ^iries by moon-light dance round bit peen 

bed. 
For hallow'd the turf is which pilkwM bii 

head. 
The love-stricken maiden, the soft-iigliing 

swain, [p»in: 

Here rove without danger, and sigh without 
The sweet bud of beauty no blight shall here 

dread. 
For hallow*d the turf is which pillow'd his head. 
Here youth shall be fam'd for their love lod 

their truth. 
And cheerful old age feel the spirit of yowthj 
For the raptures of fancy here jioets shall tread,. 
For hallow'd the turf is that pillow'd hishcai 
Flow on, silver Avon, in sonc ever flow'. 
Be the swans on thy borders still whiter tban 

snow ! 
Ever full be thy stream, like hisi fame may it 

spread 1 

And the turf ever halIow*d which pilkiw'dbis 
head. 
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()7« Seng. The Fairies. 

low, follow me, 
es that he, 
ng o'er the green ; 
V Mab, your queen : 
nd we'll dance around, 
ce is fairy ground. 

mortals are at rest, 
loriiig in iheir nest; 
rd and uncspied, 
jh key-holfs we do glide ; 
, sioob, and shelves, 
vith our fairy elves. 

the house be foul 
;>lattcr, dish, or bowl, 
irs we nimbly creep, 
nd the sluts asleep; 
ioc^ their arms and thighs ;; 
•ars, and none us spies. 

the house be swept, 
•oMi uncleanness kept, 
aise the household maid, 
uly she is paid : 
t before we go, 
tester in her shoe. 

o'er a mushroom's head 
|ble-cloth we spread ; 
in of rye or wheat, 
let thai we cat ; 
» of dew we drink, 
jps fiird to the brink. 

rains of nij^htingaJes, 
unctuous tat of snails, 
!en two cockles stew'd, 
at that 's easily chew'd ; 
wan, and marrow of mice, 
I dish that 's wondfous nice ! 

rasbhopixT, p;n;u, and fly, 
for our niinistrclsy ; 

said, we dance a while, 
o the time beguile : 

moon doth hide her head, 
worm lights us home to bed. 

ops of deuT grass 

nbly we do pass, 

oung and tender slalk 

bends where we do walk ; 

morning may be seen 

the night before have been. 



gr. The Thief and Cordelier. Prior. 

as e'er been at Paris miist needs know 
Creve^ 

:etreai of th* unfortunate brave ; 
nor ami justice most (Kidly contribute 
rroes* pams by a halter and gibbet, 
r doiTh, down, hey derry down. 

th breaks the shackles which force 
1 put on, * 

angman completes what the judge 
1 begtin : 



There the squire of the pad, and the knight of 

the post. 
Find their pains no more balk'd, and their 

hopes no more cross'd. 
Derry down, &c. 

Great claims are there made, and great secrets 

are known ; 
And the king, and the law, and the thief, has 

his own ; 
But my hearers cry out, Whlit a deuce dost 

thou ail ? 
Put off thy reflections, and give us thy tale.' 
Derry down, &c. 

*Twas there then, in civil respect to harsh laws. 
And for want of false witness to back a bad 

cause, 
A Norman, though late, was obliged to appear ; 
And who to assist but a grave Cordelier! 
Derry down, &c. 

The squire whose good grace was to open the 

scene, 
Seem'd not in great haste that the show should 

l)egin ; 
i7ow fittid the halter, now travers'd the cart. 
And often took leave, but was loth to depart. 
Derry down, &c. 

What frightens you tlius, my good son ? says 

the priest ; 
Vou murder'd, are sorry, and have been con^ 

fess'd, 
O father ! my sorrow will scarce save my baeon ; 
For 'twas not that I murder'd, but that I was 

taken. 
Derry down, &c. 

Pooh ! pry' thee, ne'er trouble thy head with 

such fancies i 
Relv on the aid you shall have from St. Francis s 
If the money you promised be brought to the 

chest. 
You have only to die ; let the church do the rest. 
Derry down, 6cc. 

And what will folks say if they sec you afraid ? 
It reflects upon me, as I knew not my trade: 
Couraset friend ! to-day is your period of sorrow: 
And tilings will go better, Delicvc me, to- 
morrow. 
Derr\' down, &c. 

To-morrow ? our hero replied in a fright ; 
lie that's hang'd before noon ought to think 

of to-night. 
Tell your beads, says the priest, and be fairly 

truss'd up; 
For you surely to-night shall iu Paradise sup. 
I^rrydowu, &:c. 

Alas! quoth the squire, howe'er sumptuous 

the treat, 
Parbleu ! I shall have little stomach to eat : 
I should therefore esteem it great favor and grace^ 
Would you be so kind as to go in my place. 
Derry down, &c. 

That I would, quoth the father, and thank job 

to boot ; 
But our actions, you know, with our Juty 

must suit : 
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The {qm I pnmQi'd to you, 1 canaot Uate ; 
For this nighl, hyouronler, Umatk'dforafiut. 

Oerry down, &c. 
Then turning about to the hangman, he laid : 
Dispatch me, I pray thee, this troublewiue 

For thy curd and my cord both eaiMllv lie ; 
And we lire by die gold for whicL other mi 

Derry down, down, hey derry down. 



§ 69. Song. Admiral Hotitr'i Ghoil. 

Glover. 
It was written by the m^nioaa author of LeoDidat, 
on the taktntrgf Porto- Belli! f lum thp SraniHrda 
in Adnind Vernon, Nov. '^s, 1T39.-The case 
of Hn^er, which u hern i>a pHtlieiicall; repre- 
sented, wai briefly this; In April, 17^6, tliat 
commander waa sent with a airoDs Aeet to Ibe 
'WeatBidiea, to block up the khUcoiu in ike porta 
of that country ; or.ahonld they preaanie to come 
out, ti> leiie anil carry them to Ei^land : be ai-- 
eorduirly arrive:! at the BasirnieiitoB, npar 
Porto-Bello, hut )iein|[ reitricted by his orders 
from obeyil^ Ihedictales of hia county, lay in- 



u and continued cruiain^ in theie 

till tne »r greater part of hia men periihea ne- 

plorably hy the dueasea ofthat nnhealthj- cli- 
' niatc— This brave man, aceing bis but officen 

and men tliiia daily swept away, bis ibipa ex- 
posed to inevitable deatruclioii, and hinuelf 

Toadc tbe tport of the enemy, is said to have 

died of a broken heart. 
Ai near Porto-Bello lying 

On the gently-swelling flood. 
At midnight with streaineri flying. 

Our triiiniphant navy rode; 
There, while Vernon sate all-sloriou* 

From the Spaniards' late defeat. 
And his crews, with shouts victotions, 

Drank success to England's fleet ; 
On a sudden, shrilly sounding. 

Hideous yells and shrieks were heard: 
Then, each heart with fear confounding, 

A sad troop of ghosts appear'd ; 
All in dreary hammocks shrouded. 

Which for winding-aheeta they wore. 
And, with looks by sorrow clouoed. 

Frowning on thul hostile sliore. 
On them gleam'd the moon's wan lustre; 

When the shade of Hosier brave 
His pale bands were seen to muster. 

Rising from their wat'ry grave: 
O'er the glimmering wave he hied hloi. 

Where the Borford rear'd her tail. 
With three thousand ghosts beside him. 

And in groans did Vernon hail. 
Heed, O heed, our fatal story ! 

I UD Hosier's iujur'd ghost ; 
You, who now have purchas'd gloty 

At this place where 1 was lost : 
Though in Porto-BeHo's ruin 

You now triumph free from fears; 
When you think of my undoing, 

Yott will mix yotw joys with lean. 



See these mournful spectre^ sweeping 
Ghastly o'er this haled wave. 

Whose wan cheeks are stain'd with wee] 
These were Eogliih captains brave. 

Mark those numbers, pale and horrid. 



>id the S|uniah town affright ; 
Nothing then its wealth defended. 

But my orders not to fight. 
1 that in this rolling ocean 

I had cast them with disdain ; 
And obey'd my heart's warm motion 

To have quell'd the pride of Spain! 
For resistance I could fear none, 

Batwth twenty ships had dope 
Whatftou, brave and happy ^nioD, 

Hast achiev'd with six alone. 
Then the Bastioientoi never 

Had our foul dishonor seen, 
Nor the sea the sad receiver 

or this gallant train had been. 
Thus like thee, proud Spain dismayii^ , 

And her galleons leadmg home. 
Though, condemn'd for disobeying 

1 had met a traitor's doom : 
To have fallen, my country crying, 

" He has play'd on Rnglish pan,' 
Had been belter far than dying 

Of a griev'd and broken heart. 
Un repining at thy glory. 

Thy successful arms we hail; 
But remember our sad story. 

And let Hosier's wrongs prevail. 
Sent in this fool clime to languiilli • 

Think what dvosands fell in vaife 
WasMd with disea.<e and anguish. 

Not in glorious battle slam. 
Hence, with all my train attending 

From their oozy tombs below, 
Tlirough the hoary foam ascending. 

Here I feel my coustauKmei 
Hcts, the Bastimentos viewing, 

Wt recall our shameful dopm. 
And, our |)laintive cries reuewiajf. 

Wander through the midnight glMVk 
O'er the waves, fur ever niouniio^ 

Shall we roam deprlv'd of rest. 
If, to Britain's shores returning, 

Vou neglect my just retfuest r 
After tliis proud foe subduing. 

When your patriot Irieuds you sto* 



Think 01 



«fori 



V?" 



And for England — sham d 



§ 70. Sotig. Q^laia Death *. 
The muse and the hero together are fa'4 
lie same noble vieivs have their booDII 
spir'd; 

Wiitt4^, afit iataid, by oncof hiiwnin 



kIV. 



SONGS, BALLADS, &c. 



960 



rtredom they love, and for glory contend, 
rouse o'er tne hero still mourns as a friend : 
here let the muse her poor tribute bequeath 
tne British hero^'tis orave captain Death 1 
ship was the Terrible— dreadtul to see 1 
crew was as brave and as gallant as he ; 
I hundred or more was their good comple- 
ment, 
sure braver fellows to sea never went: 
li man was determin'd toapend his last breath 
ghting for Britain and brave captain Death. 
rize they had taken diminish*a their force, 
1 soon the good prize-ship was lost in her 

course: 
f French privateer* and the Terrible met: — 
i Uittle begun — all with horror beset ! 
heart was dismayed, each as bold as Mac- 
beth j 
^ fau|^hkibr old England, and btfpke cap- 

tam Death. 
I, thunder, balls, bullets, were seen, heard, 

and fell; 
ight that the heart of Bellona would melt ! 
: shrouds were all torn, and the decks filPd 
with blood, [flood : 

I icores of dead Ixxlies were thrown in the 
f fkiod, from the days of old Noah and Seth, 
eraaw such a man as our bravecaptiin I^eath. 
iaitlhe dread bullet came wing'd with his 
fate. Inmate ; 

' brave captain dropp*d, and soon alter his 
h officer fell, and a carns^ was seen, 
It soon dyed the waves to a crimson from 
^rcen : [wreath, 

i Neptune rose up, and he took off his 
dgave it a Triton to crown captain Death. 
OS fell the strong Terrible bravely and bold; 
laucteen sar\'ivcrs the talc can unfold ! 
e Fidfch were the victOKS, though much to 
their cost, . [lost, 

rnany brave French were with Englishmen 
d thus says old Time, ** From good queen 

Elizaoeth, 
k'ci law the fellow of brave captain Death." 

i 71. Song. • The Sea Fight in J^ciif. 

VfttiXAY in the morn, the ides of Mm 
Uoonled for e\cr the famous ninety-two, 
'^e Russel did discern, by dawn of day, 
^ lofty sails of France advancing now ; 



All hands aloft, aloft, let English valor shine. 
Let fly a culvcrin, the signal for the line ; 
Let every hand supply his gun ; 
follow me. 
And you'll see 
That the battle will be soon begun. 

Tourville on the main triumphant rol I'd, 
To meet the gallant Russel in combat on 
the deep ; 
He led a noble train of heroes bold, 

To sink the English admiral and his fleet. 
Now every valiant mind to victory doth aspire. 
The bloody fight's begun, the sea itself on tire : 
And mishtv Fate stood looking on ; 
Whilst a flood. 
All of blood, 
Fill'd the scuppers of the Royal Sun ! 

Sidphur, smoke, and fire, disturbing th^ air. 
With thunder and wonder affright the Gallic 
shore ; 
Their regulated bands stood trembling near. 

To see the lofty streamers now no more. 
At six o'clock the I^cd the smiling victors led. 
To f^ive a second blow, the fatal overthrow ; 
Now death and horror c/^ual reign ; 
Now they cry. 
Run or die, 
British colors ride the v^nquish'd main 1 

See, they flyaoiaz'd o'er rocks and sands ! [fate; 
One danger they grasp at to shua tlic greater 
In vain they cry for aid to weeping lands; 
The nymphs and sea-gods mourn their lost 
estate! 
For evermore adieu, thou Royal dazzling Sun, 
From thy untimely end thy master's fate begun : 
Enough, thou mic;hty god of war ! 
Now we sing. 
Bless the king. 
Let us drink to every English tar. 

§ ^2. Song. PtggyX. Garrick. 

On'cb more I'll tune the vocal shell. 
To hills and dales my p:ission tell, 
A Bame which time can never quell. 

That burns for thee, my Htjrgy : 
Yet greater bards the lyre should hit ; 
For pray what subject is uiore fit. 
Than to record the sparkling wit 

And bloom of lovely Peggy 1 



Called the Vengeance. 
' The great naval victory, intended to be celebrated by this excellent old sons, was determined, 
T a running action of several days, off Cape La Hogue, on the coast of Normandy, the 22d 
^fay, 1692, in favor of the Enslish and Dutch combined fleets, consisting of 99 sail of the line, 
ler the command of Admiral Russel, afterwards Earl of Orford, over a French squadron of about 
fthat number, commaiKled by the Chetllier Tourville, whose ship Le Soled Royal c3Lrried 
rards of a hundred guns, and was esteemed the finest vessel in Euro|)e. This last fleet was 
d out for the purpose of restoring King James the Second to his dominions ; and that prince, 
ther with the Duke of Berwick, and several great officers both of his own court and of the 
rt of France, and even Tourville himself, beheld tlie final destruction of the French ships 
1 an eminence on the shore. It is now certain that Russel had engaged to favor the scheme 
bold master's restoration, 00 condition that the French took care to avoid him ; but Tourville*s 
etuo&ity and rashncis rendered the whole measure abortive : and the distressed and ilUfated 
larch retired in a fit of despondency, to mourn his misfortunes, and iccover hit peace of 
(Lamid the solitary gloom of La Trappe. 
This long was wnttea in compUqifiDt to Mrs. Woffiogton. 
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The sun first rising in the morn. 
That paints the dew-bespangled thorn. 
Does not so much the day adorn. 

As does my lovely Pegsy : 
And when in Thetis* lap to rest. 
He streaks with gold the ruddy west, 
He*8 not so beauteous as undressed 

Appears my lovely Peggy. 
When Zephyr on the violet blows. 
Or breathes upon the damask rose. 
He does not half the sweets disclose 

That does my lovely Peggy. 
1 stole a kiss the other day. 
And, trust me, nought but truth I say. 
The fragrance of the blooming May 

Is not so sweet as Pegffy. 
Were she array*d in rustic weed. 
With her the bleating flocks I *d feed. 
And pine U|>on the oaten reed. 

To please my lovely Peggy : 
With her a cottage would delight. 
All's happy when she's in my sight; 
But when she's gone it's endless night — 

Airs dark without my Peggy. 
While bees from flow'r to flow r shall rove. 
And linnets warble through the grove. 
Or stately swans the rivers Ioa'C, 

So long shall 1 love Peggy : 
And when death whh his pointed dart 
Shall strike the blow that rives my heart. 
My words shall b6, when I depart, 

** Adieu, my lovely Peggy V 



§ 73 . Song. The Miller' m JVedding, G a R r i c K^ 

Leave, neighbours, your work, and to sfiort 

and to play ; 
Let the tabor strike up, and the village be gay: 
No day through the year shall more cheerful be 

seen ; 
For Ralph of the Mill marries Sue of the Green. 

cHOftns. 
I love Sue» and Sue loves me. 
And while the wind blows, 
And while the mill goes, 
Wbo*ll be so happy, so happy as we ? 

Let lords and fine folks, who for wealth take 

a bride. 
Be married to-day, and to-morrow be cloy*d : 
My body is stout, and my heart is as sound ; 
And my love, like my courage, will never give 

ground. 
Chorus 1 love Sue, &c. 

Let ladies of fashion the best jointures wed. 
And prudently take the best bidders to bed : 
Such signing and scaling^s no part of our -bliss ; 
We settle our hearts, and we seal with a kiss. 
Chorus 1 love Sue, &c. 

Though Ralph is not courtly, nor none of your 

beaux. 
Nor bounces, nor flatters, nor wears your flhe 

clothes. 
In nothing hell follow the folks of high life, 
Nore*er turn his back on his friend or his wife. 
Choru s I love Sue, &c. 



While thus I am able to work at iny mill. 
While ^hus thou art kind, and thy tongue l^^ 

lies still. 
Our joys shall continue and ever be new. 
And none be so happy as Ralph arxl his Su^. 
CAoriif— I love Sue, &c. 

§74. Sung in the JVinters Tale - Garricjc. 

Comb, come, my good shepherds, our floch 

we must shear \ 
In your holiday-suits %vith your lasses appear: 
The happiest of folk are the suileiess and free; 
And wno are so guileless, so nappy, as we? 

We harbor no passions by luxury taught, 
We practise no arts with iiypocrisy fraught; 
What ive think in oar hearts you may read in 

ttir eyes ; 
For, knMFing no foUehood, we need nodi^gois^ 

By mode and caprice are the city dames led, 
But we as the children of Natufe are bred; 
By her hand alone we are painted and dreii'd; 
For the roses will bloom wnen there's pexeiD 
the breast. 

That giant, ambition, we never can dradj - 
Our roofs are too low for so lofty a head: 
Content and sweet cheerfulness open our door, 
They smile with the simple, and feed iritb the 
poor. 

When love has possest us, that love we TOtil; 
Like the flocks that we feed are thepassioDsn-e 

feelj "^ 

So harmless and simple we sport and we play, 
And leave to fine folks to deceive and betiay. 

§ 75. Song, GarricC* 

Vb fair married dames, who so oliiU||qikie. 
That % lover o*oe blest is a lover do moi^i 
Attend to my counsel, nor blush tu betiipk 
That prudence must cherish wliat beao^ii* 
caught. 

The bloom of your cheek, asd the (fsatc^d 

your eye, ». 

Your roses and lilies, may malce the ooihsP) 
Butiwes, and lilies, and sighs past a«nf» 
And passion will die as your beauties deaf* 

Use the man that you wed like yo^ inonte 

Though music's in both, they are both apt to jar ; 
How tuneful and soft from a delicate touch, 
Not bandied too roughly, nor play*id on too 

much ! 

The sp:<rrovv and linnet will feed from }00i 
^ liand. 

Grow tame atyour kindness, and come at com- 
mand : 

Exert with your husband the same happy skin, 

For hearts, like young birds, may be tain'd M> 
your will. 

Be gay and goo(^umor*d, complying and kind* 
Turn the chief of your care from your bdtf 

your mind ; 
*Tis thus that a wife may her conquest impcm^t 
And Hymen shall rivet the ^utn of Love. 
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^in Harlequins Invasion, Garrick. 

/e brave mortals^ to arms : 
to renown lies before ye ! 
of King Shakspeare h^s charms 
e you to actions of glory. 

' brave mortals, away ! 
ture calls on you to save her ; 
n but would Nature obey, 
ht for her Shakspeare for ever ! 

Song in the same, Garrick. 

: happy the nation that Shakspeare 
I charmed ! 

sy the bosoms his genius has warm*d ! 
*n of nature, of fashion, and whim, 
d you all, all join to praise him. 
Come away ! come away I 
fiis genius calls — you must obey. 

lest to lowest, from old to the young, 
md conditions by him have been sung; 
IS and humors were rais'd by his p^n ; 
soar with the eagle, and sink with 

wren. 

Come away, &c. 

him ye Fairies and Genii repaif, 
where ye haunted, in earth or in air : 
>m sosubtle^could glide from his view, 
s of his fancy were swifter than you. 
Come away ! come away 1 
[iis genius calls — you must obey. 

ng in ike dntntry. Girl, Garrick. 

ot me of the roses and lilies 

tinge the fair cheek of your Phyllis 3 

t me of the dimples and eyes 

ich silly Cory don diet : 

lining lovers go hang; 

It would you nit, 

r aiTOW with wit, 

les to my heart with a twang, twang, 

nes to my heart with a twang. 

ck to the handsome and pretty, 

ly be touched by 'the witty; 

luty will ogle in vain : 

y to my heart's through my brain. 

lining (oven go hang : 

s, you must know, 

fo strings to our bow, 

them their darts with a twang, twang, 

them their darts with a twang. 



Air in Cymon. Garrick. 

me last week a young linnet, 

in a fine golden cage ; 
•ad the poor thing was within it, 
it did flutter and rage ! 

he mop'd and he pin*d, 
his wings were c6n6n'd, 
pen*d the door of his den : 

10 merry was he ; 

because he* was free, 
le 10 his cage badL agiuiu 



§ 80. Air in Cymon, Garrick. 

Yet a while, sweet sleep, deceive me^ 
Fold me in thy downy arms; 

Let not care awake to grieve me. 
Lull it with ihy ))otent charms* 

I, a turtle doom*d to stray. 
Quitting young the parent's nest. 

Find each bird a bird of prey; 
Sorrow knows not where to rest 1 



§81. Shakspeare* s Mulberry Tree. Garrick. 

Behold this fair goblet ! *twas carv*d from the 

tree, . 
Which, O my sweet Shakspeare, was planted 

by thee ! 
As a relic I kiss it, and bow at thy shrine. 
What comes from thy hand must bleever divine I 
All shall yield to the Mulberry-tree; 
Bend to theei 
Blest Mulberry 1 
Matchless was he 
Who planted thee. 
And thou like him immortal shah be. 

Ye trees of the forest^ so rampant and high. 
Who spread round your branches, whose heads 

sweep the sky ; 
Ye curious exotics, whom taste has brought 
To root out the natives at prices so dear ; [here 
All shall yield to the Mulberry-tree, &c. 

The oak is held royal, is Bri taints great boast. 
Preserved once our king, and will always our 

coast ; [that'fight. 

But of fir we make ships, we have thousands 
While one, only one, like our Shakspeare can 

write. 
All shall yield to the Mulberry-tree, &c. 

liCt Venus delight in her say myrtle bowers, 
Pomona in fruit-trees, ana Flora in flowers ; 
The garden of Shakspeare all fancies will suij« 
With the sweetestof flowers, and fairestof fruit. 
All shall yield to the Mulberry-tree, &c. 

With learning and knowledge the well-letter*d 
birch [church ; 

Supplies law and physic, and grace for the 
But law and thejgospel in Shakspeare we (iod« 
And he gives the b«st physic for body and mind. 
All shall yield to the Mulberry-tree, &e^ 

The fame of the patron gives fame to the tree. 
From him and his merits this takes its degree ; 
Let Phoebus and Bacchus their glories resign. 
Our tree shall surpass both the laurel and vine. 
All shall yield to tha Mulberry-tree, &c. 

The genius of Shakspeare outshines the bright 

day. 
More rapture than wine to the heartcan convey ; 
So the tree that he planted, by makins his own. 
Has laurel, and bays, and the vine, all in one. 
• All shall yield to the Mulberry-tree, &c. 

Then each take a relic of this hallow'd tree ; 
From folly and fashion a charm let it be: 
Fill, fill to the planter the cup to the brim ; 
To honor the country, do honor to hhn* 

34 
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All shall yield to the Mulberry-tree ; 

Bend to thee, 

-Blest Mulberry! 

Matchless was he 

Who planted thee. 
And thou, like him, immortal shalt be. 



§ 82. Th» Friar qfO¥dert Grey. 



<« 



Difpentd through Sbakspetre't dUys are innumer- 
able little fragments of ancirnt l)allada,the entire co- 
piee of wliicn could not be recovered. Many of 
these being of the most beautiful and pathetic sim- 
)>licity, the Editor was teni||ited to select some of 
them, and with a few 8upi>bmental stanzas to con- 



Weep no more, lady, weep no more. 

Thy sorrow is in vain : 
For violets pluck'd, the sweetest show*n 

Will ne'er make grow again. 

Our joys as winged dreams do fly, 
W hy then should sorrow last } 

Since grief but aggravates thy lost. 
Grieve not for what is past. 

O say not so, thou holy friar ! 

I pray thee, say not so ! 
For since my true-love died for me, 

Tis meet my tears should flow. 

un? 



And will he never come a^ir 

-. . . V . . . |...i . 1^ Will he ne'er come agam ? 

nect them tosetber, and form them into a little ule. .. i u • j j y. ■ . • m-* 

One small fr^ment was taken from Beaumont and Ah, no 1 he is dead, and laid m hit grsvc, 

liiMi4uMr »• For ever to remain. 



Fletcher.' 

It was a friar of orders grey 
Walk'd forth to tell hU beads) 

And he met with a lady fair. 
Clad in a pilgrim's weeds. 

Now Christ thee save, thou reverend friar, 

I pray thee tell to me. 
If ever, at yon holy shrine. 

My true-love thou didst see. 

And how should I know your true-love 

From many another one ?— 
O, by his cocKle hat and staff. 

And by his sandal shoon : 

But chiefly by his face and mien. 

That were so fair to view \ 
His flaxen locks, that sweetly curl'd. 

And eyne of lovely blue. 

O ladVf he ii dead and gone 1 ' 

Lady, he's dead and gone 1 
And at hit head a green-grats turf. 

And at hit heels a stone. 

Within these holy cloistert long 

He languish'd, and he died. 
Lamenting of a lady s love. 

And 'plaining of her pride. 

Here bore him, baie-faced on hit bier. 

Six proper youths and ull ; 
And many a tear bedew'd bit grave 

Within yon kirk-yaid wall. 

Aiidart thou dead, thou gentle youth ? 

And art thou dead and gone ? 
And didst thou die for love of me \ 

Break, cruel heart of ttone! 

O weep not, lady, weep not to I 

Some ghostly comfort seek : 
Let not vain sorrow rive thy heart. 

Nor tears bedew thy cheek. 

O do not, do not, holy friar. 

My sorrow now reprove j 
For 1 have lost the sweetest youth 

That e'er won lady's love. 

And now, alas I for thy sad loss, 

I 'II ever weep and sigh ; 
For tliee I only wish to live. 

For thee I wish to die. 



His cheek was redder than the rote. 

The comeliest youth was he. 
But he is dead, and laid in his grave, 

Alas 1 and woe is me I 

Siffh no more, lady, sigh no more. 

Men were deceivers ever ; 
One foot on sea, and one on land. 

To one thing constant never. 

Hadst thou been fond, he had been (ake, 

And left thee sad and heavv ; 
For young men ever were fickle found. 

Since summer-trees were leafy. 

Now say not so, thou holy friar, 

I pray thee, say not so ! 
My love he had the truest hearty 

O he was ever true I 

And art thou dead, thou much-lov*d flA^ 

And didst thou die for me ? 
Then farewell, home ! for evermore 

A pilgrim I will be. 

But first upon my true-love's grave 

My weary limbs I'll lay ; 
And thrice I'll kiss the green-gratt turf 

That wraps his breatliless cloy. ^ , 

Yet stay, fair lady, stay a while 'yL^ 

Beneath this cloister wall : j 

Sec, through the hawthorn blows the vpl 
And drizzly rain dothiall. 

O stay me not, thou holy friar, 

O stay me not, I pray I 
No drizzly rain that fans on me 

Can wash my fault away. 

Yet stay, fair lady, turn again. 

And dry those pearly tears ; 
For see, beneath this gown of grey. 

Thy own true-love appears. 

Here, forced by grief and hopeless love. 

These holy weeds 1 sought: 
And here, amidst these 4onely walls. 

To end my days I thought. 

But haply, for my year of grace 

Is not yet passed away, / 
Might I still hope to win thy love. 

No longer would I ttay. 
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ell grief, and welcome joy 
re unto my heart ; 
've found thee, lovely youth, 
r more will part. 



ng. Black-eyed Susan. Gat. 

he Downs the fleet was moor d, 
roers waving in the wind, 
ack-ey*d Susan came on board, 
shall I my true-love find? 
jovial sailors, tell me true, 
; William sails among your crew. 

who high upon the vard 
f the billows taand iro, 
ler well-known voice he heard, 
I, and cast his eyes below ; 
jlidet swiftly through hia glowing 
Is, 
as lightning on the deck he stands. 

reet lark, high-poisM in air, 
se his pinions to his breast, 

his mate's shrill call he hear, 
»s at once into her nest. 
; captain in the British fleet 

William's lips those kisses sweet. 

Susan, lovely dear ! 

shall ever true remain ; 

its ofl" that falling; tear : 

part to meet again. 

re list, ye winds, my heart shall be 

1 compass that still points to thee. 

ot what the landmen say, 

ipt with doubts thy constant mind : 

sil thee, sailors, wtien away, 

port a mistress find. 

uieve them when they tell thee so, 

t present wheresoe'er I go. 

India's coast we sail, 
are seen in diamonds bright; 
th is Afric's spicy gale, 
is ivory so white, 
beauteous object that Fview 
ly soul some charm of lovely Sue. 

nttle calls me from thy arms, 

3y pretty Susan mourn ; 

amnons fCM^ yet free from harms, 

shall to his dear return : 

aside the balls that round me fly, 

IS tears should drop from Susan's eye. 

twain gives the dreadful word, 
their swelling bosoms spread ; 
r roust she stay on haara : 
•*d; she sigh a ; he hung his head; 
g boat unwilline rows to land ; 
cries, and wav'd her lily hand. 

84. Song. RowB. 

nmer's day, 
iwood shade I lay, 
aid that I lov'd, 
(iuicy mov*d, 
Ag loith that way. 



And as she passed by. 

With a scornful glance of her eye. 
What a shame, quoth she. 
For a swain must it be. 

Like a lazy loon for to lie 1 

And dost thou nothing heed 
What Pan our fpd has decreed. 

What a prize to-day 

Shall be given away 
To the sweetest shephera's reed ? 

There's not a single swain 
Ofall this fruitful plain. 

But with hopes and fean 

Now busily prepares 
The bonny boon to gain. 

Shall another maiden shine 
In brighter array than thine? 
Up, up, duirswain. 
Tune thy pipe once again. 
And make the garland mine. 

Alas! my love, I cried. 
What avails this courtly pride ? 
Since thy dear desert 
Is written in mv heart. 
What is all the worfd beside ? 

To me thou art more gay. 
In this homely russet grev. 

Than the nvmphs ot our green. 

So trim ana so sheen. 
Or the brightest queen of May. 

What though my fortune frown. 
And deny thee a silken gown ; 
My own dear maid. 
Be content with this shade. 
And a shepherd all thy own. 



§ 85. Song, Prior. 

Alexis shunn d his fellow-swains. 
Their rural sports and jocund strains; 

Heaven shield us all from Cupid's bow 1 
He lost his crook, he left his flocks. 
And, wand'rinz through the lonely rocks. 

He nourish a endless woe. 

The nymphs and shepherds round him camcy 
Hisgrief some pity, others blame. 

The fetal cause all kindly seek ; 
He mingled his concern with theirs. 
He gave them back their friendly tean^ 

He sigh'd, but could not speak. 

Clarinda came, among the rest ; 
And she, too, kind concern czpress'd. 

And ask'd the reason of his woe ; 
She ask'd, but with an air and mica 
That made it easily foreseen 

She fear'd too much to know. 

Tbe shepherd rais'd his mournful heaS : 
And will vou pardon me, he said. 

While 1 the cruel truth reveal : 
Which nothing from my breast snould lear^ 
Which n«ver snould oflend your ear. 

But thai you bid me tell ? 
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'Tis thus I rove, 'tis thus complain. 
Since you appeared upon the plain ; 

You are the cause of all my care : 
Your eyes ten thousand daggers dart, 
Ten thousand torments vex my heart, 

I love, and I despair. 

Too much, Alexis, have I heard ; 
'Tis what I thought, 'tis what 1 fear'd. 

And yet I jpardon you, she ctieA ; 
But you shall promise, ne'er again 
To breathe your vows, or speaK your pain : 

He bow a, obey d— and died. 
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§ 86. Song. 

One morning very early, one morning in the 

spring, 
I heard a maid in Bedlam, who mournfully did 

sing J 
Her chains she rattled on her hands, while 

sweetly thus sung «he, [me. 

I love my love, because I know my love lOves 

cruel were his parents who sent my love to sea. 
And cruel, cruel was the ship that bore my love 

from me 1 
Yet I love his parents, since they're his, altho* 

they've ruin'd me. 
And I love my love, beoiuse I know my love 

loves me. 

O ! should it please the pitying pow'rs to call 
me to tne sky, 

1 *d claim a guardian angel's charge, around my 

love to fly } * 

To guard him from all dangers, how happy 

should I be ! 
For I love my love, because I know my love 

loves me. 

I'll make a strawy garland, I 'II make it won- 
drous fine. 

With roses, lilies, daisies, I'll mix the eglantine. 

And I '11 present it to my love, when he returns 
from sea; 

For I love my love, because I know my love 
loves me. 

if I were a little bird to build upon his 

breast, [rest! 

Or if I were a nightingale to sing my love to 
To gaze upon his lovdy eyes all my reward 

should be I 
For I love my love, because I know my love 

loves me. 

O, if I were an eagle, to soar into the sky! 

1 'd gaze around with piercing eyes where I my 

love might sp;|r : 
But ah, unhappy maiden ! that love you ne'er 

shall see : 
Yet I love my lore, because I know my love 

loves roe. 



§ 87. Song. 

The sun was sunk beneath the hill. 
The western clouds were lin'd with ^Id^ 
Clear was the sky, the wind was still. 
The Rocks were penn'd within the'fpld ; 



When in the silence of the grove 
Poor Damon thus despair'd of love : 

Who seeks to pluck the fragrant rose 
From the hard rock or oozy beach. 

Who from each weed that barren grows 
Expects the grape or downy peach. 

With equal faiui may hope to nnd 

The truth of love in woman-kind. 



No herds have I, no fleecy care. 

No fioids that wave with golden grain. 

No pastures green, or gardens^fair, 
A woman's venal heart to gain ; 

Then all in vain my sighs must prove. 

Whose whole estate, alas ! is love. 

How wretched is the foithful youth. 
Since women's hearts are bought and solij 

They ask no vows of sacred truth; 

Whene'er they sigh, they sigh for gold: 

Gold can the frowns of scorn remove; 

But I am scorn'd«— who have but love. 

To buy the gem of India's coast 

What wealth, what riches, would suffice? 

Yet India's shore should never beast 
The lustre of thy rival eyes ; 

For there the world too cheap must pfort: 

Catl I then buy— ^who have but love? 

Then, Mary, since nor gems nor ore 
Can with thy brighter self compare. 

Be just, as fair, and value more 
'Than gems or ore a heart sincere : 

Let treasure meaner beauties move ; 

Who pays thy worth must pay in love. 



§ 88. Sang, 

What beauties does Flora disclose! 

How sweet are her smiles upon Tweed| 

But Mary's, still sweeter than those. 

Both nature and fancy exceed. 
No daisy, nor sweet blushing rose. 

Nor all tlie ^ay flow'rs of the fidd. 
Nor Tweed glidmg gently thiougli tlMl^ 

Such beauty and pleasure can yield, f. 

The warblen are heard in each gfovc. 

The Hnnel, the lark, and the thnuli^ " 
The blackbird, and sw^lBfc.cooing dove. 

With music enchant ev*ry bush. 
Come, let us go forth to the mead. 

Let us see how the primroses spring ; 
We'll lodge in some villaee on Tweed, 

And love while the featner'd folks sir 

How does my lo\'e pass the long day? 

Does Mary not tend a few sheep? 
Do they never carelessly stray. 

While happily she lies asleep ? 
. Tweed's murmurs should lull her to resf ; 

Kind Nature induljging my bliss. 
To relieve the soft pams of my breast 

I 'd steal an ambrosial kiss. 

'Tis she does the virgins excel. 
No beauty with her can compare ; 

liove's graces all round her do a well, 
She's fairest wheie thousands aie fair. 
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er, where do thy flocks stray? 
e, at noon where they feed ! 
: them on sweet winding Tay, 
leasanter banks of the Tweedr 



. Nancy of the Vale. Shbnstonb. 

rn skv was purp)ed o'er 

'ry pleasing ray, 

, reviving, felt no more 

ry heat of day; 

n a hazePs artless bow*r 

bled Strephon*s tongue ; 

the scene, he bless a the hour, 

fancy's praise he sung. 

ith fickle falsehood range 

is of wanton love ; 

eping maids lament their change, 

den ev*ry grove : 

s blessings crown the day 

ir Esham's dale j 

blessing find its way 

cy of the Vale. 

a Avona*s bank the maid 
her lovely beams ; 
shinins glance display 'd 
iad of tne streams, 
wild-duck's tender young, 
at on Avon's tide, 
:he water-lily sprung 
l*ring near its side. 

ie bord'ring flow'rs her bloom, 

all mild to view ; 

halcyon's azure plume 

rer half so blue. 

was like the reed, so sleek, 

', straight, and fair ; 

ed smile, her blushing cheek, 

larming sweet they were ! 

winding vale retir'd 
erless bud I found, 
iwing rocks and woods conspiPd 
e her beauties round, 
re in so lon« a dell 
form a nymph so sweet, 
t to her secret cell 
t my wand'ring feet ! 

ngs sought her for their bride, 
; would ne er incline : 
'our equals true, she cried, 
ill prove to mine, 
hon on the mountain's brow 
in my right good-will ; 
give my plighted vow, 
Lim 1 '11 climb the hill. 

th.her charms and gentle truth, 

d the constant fair ; 

3ne I give my youth, 

iw my future care. 

Q this vow shall faithless prove, 

leae charms forego, 

m that saw our tender love, 

leam shall ceaae to flow. 



§ go. Song, To the Memory of W. Shenstone, 
Esq, Cunningham. 

Come, shepherds, we'll follow the hearse. 

And see our lov'd Corydon laid : 
Though sorrow may blemish the verse. 

Yet let the sad tribute be paid. 
They call'd him the pride of the plain ; 

In sooth he was gentle and kind ; 
He mark'd, in his elegant strain. 

The graces that glow'd in his mind. 

Onpurpose he planted yon trees, 

Tiiat birds in the covert might dwell ; 
He cultur'd the thyme for the bees. 

But never would rifle their cell. 
Ye lambkins that play'd at his feet. 

Go bleat, and your master bemoan $ 
His music was artless and sweet. 

His manners as mild as your own. 

No verdure shall cover the vale. 

No bloom on the blossoms appear; 
The sweets of the forest shall fail. 

And winter discolour the year. 
No birds in our hedges shall sing 

(Our hedges so vocal before). 
Since he that should welcome the spring 

Can greet the gay season no more. 

His Phyllis was fond of his praise. 

And poets came round in a throng ; 
They listen'd, and envy'd his lays. 

But which of them equall'd his song ? 
Ye shepherds, henceforward be mute. 

For lost is the pastoral strain ; ^ 

So give me my Corydon*s flute. 

And thus— let me break it in twain. 



§91. Song. Ltttbltoit. 

Thb heavy hours are almost past 
That part my love and me ; 

My longing eyes may hope at last 
Their only wish to see. 

But how, my Delia, will you meet 
The man you *ve lost so long ? 

Will love in all your pulses beat. 
And tremble on your tongue? 

Will you in ev*ry look declare 
Your heart is still the same ; 

And heal each idle anxious care 
Our fears in absence frame ? 

Thus, Delia, thus I paint the scene 
When shortly we shall meet. 

And try what yet remains between 
Of loit'ring time to cheat. 

But if the dream that soothes my mind 
Shall false and groandless prove j 

If I am doom'd at length to nnd 
You have forgot to u>ve ; 

All I of Venus ask is this— 

No more to let us join ; 
But grant me here the flatt'ring bliss, 
I To die and think you mine. 
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§ 92. Song. Lyttelton. 
When Delia on the plain appears, 
Aw'd bv a thousand tender fears, 
1 woulcl approach, but dare not move; 
Tell me, my heart, if this be love? 

"Whene'er she speaks, my ravish'd ear 
No other voice out hers can hear. 
No other wit but hers approve ; 
Tell me, my heart, if this be love? 

If she some other swain commend. 
Though I was once his fondest friend, . 
His instant enemy I prove ; 
Tell me, my heart, if this be love ? 

WHien she is absent, I no more 
Delight in all that pleas'd before. 
The clearest spring, the shadiest grove ; 
Tell me, my heart, if this be love? 

When fond of |)Ow'r, of beauty vain. 
Her nets she spread for ev*ry swain, 
1 strove to hate, but vainly strove ; 
Tell mc, my heart, if this be love ? 

§ 9:^. Song. SoAME Jentns. 

Too plain, dear youth, these tell-tale eyes 

My heart your own declare ; 
But tor love's sake let it suffice 

You reign triumphant there. 

Forbear yoiir utmost pow*r to try. 

Nor further urj5C your sway ; 
Press not for what 1 must deny. 

For fear I should obey. 

Could all your arts successful prove^ 

Would you a maid undo. 
Whose greatest failing is her love. 

And that her love for you ? 

Say, would you use that very pow'r 

You from her fondness claim. 
To rliin in one fatal hour 

A life of spotless fame? 

Resolve not then to do an ill, 
Because perhaps you may j 
But rather use your utmost skill 
" To save me, than betray. 

Be you yourself my virtue's guard ; 

Defend, and not pursue ; 
Since 'tis a task for me too hard 

To strive with love and you. 

§ 94. Song. The Power of Music. Lisle. 

When Orpheus wen tdown to the regions below. 
Which men are forbidden to see, 

He tun'd up his lyre, as old histories show. 
To set his Eurydice free. 

AH hcU was astonish*d a person so wise 

Should rashly endanger his life. 
And venture so far— but how vast their surprise, 

When they heard that he caiue for his wife! 

To find out a punishment due to his fault. 
Old Pluto long puzzled his brain ; 

But hellhad nottormcnts8ufficient,he thought— 
So he gave him hb wife back agaiu. 



But pity succeeding found place in his heart j 
And, pleas'd with his playing so well. 

He took her again in rewarn of hb art. 
Such power had music in hell 1 

§ 95. Song. RowE. 

To the brook and the willow, that heard hirn 

Ah willow ! willow ! ^complain, 

PoorColin went weeping, and told him his pain. 

Sweet stream, he cr^cd, sadly I '11 teach thee to 

flow, [woe. 

And the waters shall rise to the brink with my 
All restless and painful my Celia now lies. 
And counts the sad moments of time as it flies: 
To the nymph, my heart's love, yesoftslumbeiSi 

repair. 
Spread your downy wings o'er her, and mske 

her vour care ; 
Let me be left restless, mine eyes never ckne, 
So the sleep that I lose give my dear one repose. 
Sweet stream ! if you chance by ber pillow tq 

creep. 
Perhaps your soft murmurs may lull her to sleep: 
But if I am doom'd to be wretched indeed, 
And the loss of mycharmer the fates havedeotcd, 
Believe me, thou fair one, thou dear one, believet 
Few sighs to thy loss, and few tears will 1 |ive \ 
One fate to thy Colin and thee shall betide. 
And soon lay tny shepherd down by thy coklsid^>* 
Then ttlide,gentlcbrook,andto lose thyselfhist^ 
Bear tnis to my willow ; this verse is mjr bst ^ 
Ah willow ! willow 1 Ah willow 1 wiUof^* 

§ 96. Song. 

Dear Chloe, while thus beyond measiifq 

You treat me with doubts and disdaio^ 
You rob all your youth of its pleasare. 

And hoard un an old age ot pain : 
Your maxim, tnat love is still founded 

On charms that will quickly deetft 
You will find to be veiy ill-groundea 

When once you its dictates obey. 

The passion from beauty 6rst drawn. 

Your kindness will vastly improve f 
Soft looks and gay smiles are the dawn^ 

Fruition's the sunshine of love: 
And though the bright beams of your 

Should be clouded that now are so gay^ - 
And darkness obscure all the skies. 

We ne'er can forget it was day. 

Old Darby, with Joan by his side. 

You oft have regarded with wonder; 
He is dropsical, she is sore-ey'd. 

Yet they're ever uneasy asunder : 
Together they totter about. 

And sit in the sun at the door ; 
And aV night, when old Darby's pipe's oat^ 

His Joan will not smoke a whitt more. 

No beauty or wit they possess. 

Their several failings to smother; 
Then what are the charms, can you gue», 

That make them so fond of each other? 
Tis the pleasing remvmbrance of youth, 

The endearments that love did bestow, 
The thoughts of past pleasure and truth, 

The best of all blessings below. 
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ca for ever will last, 

I sickness nor time can remove ; 

I youth and beauty are i>ast, 

:e brings the winter of love, 

hip insensibly grows 

lews of such raptures as these, 

current of fondness still flows, 

t decrepit old age cannot freeze. 



^ Song, Gilbert Cooper. 

let nought to love displeasing, 
inifreda, move thy fear : 
ht delay the heavenly blessing, 
ueamish pride, nor gloomy care. 

Nigh no grants of royal donors 
x>mpous titles grace our blood ; 
ioe in more substantial honours, 
• be noble, we'll be good. 

>ugh from fortune's lavish 1x)unty 
ghty treasures we possess ^ 
id within our pittance plenty, 
i content without excess. 

each kind returning season 
mt for our wishes give ; 
rill live a life of reason, 
iat*s'the only life to live. 

e, while virtue thus w(^ tender, 
weetly sound where'er 'tis spoke, 
he great ones much shall wonder 
hey admire such little folk. 

youth and age, in love excelling, 
nand in hand together tread ; 
liling peace shall crown our dwelling, 
abcs, sweet smiling babes, our bed. 

uld I love the prettv creatures, 
I round my knees tney fondly clung, 
em look their mother's features, 
r them lisp their mother's tongue 1 

•n with envy Time transported 
hink to rob us of our jojrs, 
your girls again be courted, 
U go wooing in my boys. 



§ 98. Song. Percy. 

Y ! wilt thou go with me, 
;h to leave the flaunting town ? 
It glens have charms for thee, 
vnj cot and russet gown ? 
r drest in silken sheen, 
tger deck'd with jewels rare, 
•t thou quit each courtly scene 
! thou wert fairest of the fair i 

1 when thou*rt far awaj, 
hou not cast a wish behirid ? 
it thou face the parching ray, 
rink before the wintry wind } 
at toft and gentle mieiv 
nes of banish ip learn to bear, 
regret each courtly scene 
I thou wert fairest of the fair i 



O Nancy ! canst thou love so true^ 

Through perils keen with me to go ; 
Or, when thy swain mishap shall rue. 

To share with him the pang of woe } 
Say, should disease or pain befall. 

Wilt thou assume the nurse's care. 
Nor wistful those gay scenes recall 

Where thou wert fairest of the fair ? 

And when at last thy love shall die. 

Wilt thou receive his parting breath ? 
Wilt thou repress each struggling sigh, 

AnH cheer with smiles th( bed ofdeath ? 
And wilt thou o'er his breathless clay 

Strew flowers, and drop the tender tear! 
Nor then regret those scenes so gay 

Where thou wert fairest of the »ir ? 



§ 99. Song, Mallbt. 

The smiling mom, the breathing spring. 
Invite the tuneful birds to sing ; 
And, while they warble from each spray. 
Love melts the universal lay. 
Let us, Amanda, timely wise. 
Like them improve the hour that flies ; 
And in soft raptures waste the day. 
Among the shades of Endermay ! 

For soon the winter of the year. 
And age, life's winter, will appear ; 
At this thy living bloom roust &de. 
As thai will strip the verdant shade. 
Our taste of pleasure then is o'er ; 
The feather'a songsters love no more : 
And when they aroop, and we decay. 
Adieu the shades of Lndermay. 



§ 100. ne Spanith Lady 9 Lovt. 

Will you hear a Spanish lady. 

How she woo'd an English man ? 
Garments gay, as rich as may be, 
Deck'd with jeweb had she on : 
Of a comely countenance and grace was she. 
Both by birth and parentage of high degree. 

As his prisoner there he kept her. 

In his hands her life did lie ; 
Cujpid's bands did tie them faster. 
By the liking of an eye. 
In his courteous company was all her joy. 
To favour him in any thing she was not coy. 

But at last there came commandment 

For to set all ladies free. 
With their jewels still adorned. 
None to do them injarr. 
O then, said this lady say, Uill woe is me I 
O let me still sustain this kind captivity 1 

Gallant captain, show some pity 

To a lady in distress j 
Leave me not within this city. 
For to die in heaviness : 
Thou hast set, this present day, my bodv free, 
I But my heart in prison still itmaintwitn thee. 
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** How shouldst thou, fair lady, love me. 
Whom thou know'st thy country's foe? 
Thy ftir words make me suspect theej 
Serpents lie where flowers grow." 
All the harm I wish on thee, most courteous 
knight, [lieht! 

God grant upon my head the same may fully 

Blessed be the time and season 

That thou cam'st on Spanish ground I 
If you may our foes be termed. 
Gentle foes we have you fouad : 
With our city, you have won our hearts each one. 
Then to your country bear away that is your own. 

'' Rest you still, most gallant lady : 

Rest you still, and weep no more ; 
Of fair flowers ^ou have plenty, 

Spain doth yield you wondrous store." 
Spaniards fraught with jealousy we oft do find. 
But Englishmetl throughout the world are 
counted kind. 

Leave me not unto a Spaniard, 

Thou alone enjoy*8t my heart ; 
I am lovely, young, and tender^ 
Love is likewise my desert : 
Still toserve thee day and night my mind isprest; 
The wife of ev*ry Englishman is counted plest' 

** It would be a shame, fair lady. 

For to bear a woman hence ; 
English soldiers never carry 
Any such without off*ence.** 
I will (juickly change myself, if it be so. 
And, like a page« will follow thee where'er 
thou go. 

** I have neither gold nor silver 
To maintain thee in this case : 
' And to travel is great charges. 

As you know, in ev'ry place." 
My chains and jewels ev'ry one shall be thy 
own, [unknown. 

And eke ten thousand pounds in gold that lies 

*' On the seas are many ({angers. 

Many storms do there arise. 
Which will be to ladies dreadful. 
And force tears from wat'ry eyes.** 
Well, in troth, I shall endure extremily. 
For I could find in heart to lose my life fol* tlvee. 

*' Courteous lady, leave this folly. 

Here comes all that breeds the strife \ 
I, in England, have already 
A sweet woman to my wife ; 
I will not falsify my vow tor gold nor gain. 
Nor yet for all the fairest dames that live in 
Spain." 

O how happy is that woman 

That enjoys so true a friend ; 
Many happy days God send her ! 
And of my suit I'll make an end : 
On my knees I pardon crave for my oflence, 
Whicn love and true affection didT first com* 
meoce. 



Commend me to that gallant lady. 

Bear to her this cham of gold. 
With these bracelets for a token ; 
Grieving that I was so bold : 
All my jewels, in like sort, take thou with thei} 
For they are fltting for thy wife, but not for xsm^ 

I will spend my days in prayer. 

Love and all his laws defy ; 
. In a nunnery I will shroud me. 
Far from any company : 
But, ere my prayers have an end, be sure of this, 
To pray for tnee and for thy love I will not nun. 

Thus farewell, most gallant captain ! 

Farewell to ray heart's content I 
Count not Spanish ladies wanton. 
Though to thee my mind was bent : 
Joy aiid true prosperity go still with thee! 
'' The like fall unto thy share, most fair bdyf 



§101. Ballad, The Children in the Wwii 
or. The Norfolk Gentleman s last WUl tad 
Testament, 

Now ponder well, you parents dear. 

The words which I shall write ; 
A doleful story you shall hear. 

In time brought forth to light. 
A gentleman of good account 

In Norfolk liv <1 of late. 
Whose wealth and riches did surmount 

Most men of his estate. 

Sore sick he was, and like to die. 

No help that he could have ; 
His wife ov him as sick did lie. 

And botli possessed one grave. 
No love between these two was lost. 

Each was to other kind : 
In love they liv'd, in love they died. 

And left two babes behind : 

The one a fine and pretty boy. 

Not passiq^ three years ola : 
The other a girl, more young than he^ 

And made in beauty's mould. 
The father left his little son. 

As plainly doth appear. 
When he to perfect age should come, 

Three hundred pounds a year; 

And to his little daughter Jane 

Five hundred pounds in gold. 
To be paid down on marriage day. 

Which mi^ht not be controH'd. 
But if the children chanc'd to die 

Ere they to age should come. 
Their uncle should possess their wealth \ 

For so the will did run. 

Now brother, said the dying man. 

Look to my children dear ; 
Be good unto my boy and girl. 

No friends else I have here : 
To God and you I do commend 

My children night and day ; 
But little while, be sure, we have 

Within this world to stay. 
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be father and mother both, 
cle, all in one ; , 

9 what will become of them 
ail) dead and gone, 
bespake their mother dear ; 
?r kind, quoth she, 
le man must bring our bftbos 
th or misery. 

I keep them carefully, 

od will you reward ; 

le you seem to deal, 

1 your deeds regard. 

IS cold as any stone 

d her children small : 

^ou both, my children dear 

at the tears did fall. 

ches then their brother spoke 

lick couple there : 

)g of your children dear, 

Jter, do not fear ; 

prosper me nor mine, 

nt else that I have, 

>ng your children dear, 

ou are laid in grave ! 

Its being dead and gone, 
dren home he takes, 
I them both unto his house, 
ch of them he makes. 
t kept these pretty babes 
;month and a day, 
their wealth he did dei'ise 
i them both away. 

i*d with two ruffians rude, 

vere of furious mood, 

ihould take the children young, 

them in a wood. 

wife, and all he had, 
he children send 
ight up in fair London, 
t that was his friend. 

went these pretty babes, 
; at that tide ; 
vith a merry mind, 
>utd on cocK-horse ride, 
and prattle pleasantly, 
rode on the way, 
lat should their butchers be, 
k their lives* decay. 

pretty speech they had, 
iird'rers* hearts relent ; 
hat undertook the deed 
: they did repent, 
them, more hard of heart, 

to do his charge, 
i wretch that hired him 
I him very large. 

would not agree thereto, 
hey fell at strife ; 
mother they did fight 
le children s life. 
It was of mildest mood 
the otiier there, 
unfrec|uented wood ; 
ibcs did quake for fear. 



He took the children by the hasd. 

When tears stood in their eye ; 
And bade them come and go with him. 

And look they did not cry : 
And two long miles he led them ou. 

While they for food complain : 
Stay here, quoth he, I '11 bring you bread. 

When I do come again. 

These pretty babes witli hand in hand 

Went wandering up and down : 
But never more they saw the man 

Approaching from the town. 
Their pretty lips with blackberries 

Were all besmear'd and dy d ; 
And when they saw the darksome night. 

They sat them down and cried. 

Thus wandered these two pretty babes. 

Till death did end their grief; 
In one another's arms they died. 

As babes wanting relief , 
No burial these pretty babes 

Of any man receives. 
Till Robin-red-breast painfully 

Old cover them with leaves. 

And now the heavy wrath of God 

Upon their uncle fell ; 
Yea, fearful fiends did hautit his house. 

His conscience felt a hell. 
His barns were fir'd, his goods coiisiuii*d. 

His lands were barren made. 
His cattle died within the field. 

And nothing with him staid. 

, And, in the voyage of Portugal, 

Two of his sons did die ; 
And, to conclude, himself was brought 

To extreme misery : 
Hepawn*d and mortgag'd all his land 

Ere seven years came about ; 
And now at length this wicked act 

Did by this means come out : 

The fellow that did take in hand 

These children for to kill. 
Was for a robbery judg'd to die. 

As was God's blessed will ; 
Who did confess the very truth. 

The which is here express'd ; 
Their uncle died, while he for debt 

In prison long did rest. 

^11 you that be executors made. 

And overseers eke. 
Of children that be fatherless. 

And infants mild and meeV : 
Take you example by this thing. 

And give to each nis right ; 
Lest God with such like misery. 

Your wicked minds requite. 



§ 102. Ballad. The Hunting in Chevy Chase. 

God prosper long our noble king. 

Our lives and safeties all ! 
A woeful hunting once there did 

la Chery Chase belal. 



JP70 ELEGANT 

To drive the deer with hound and horn 

Earl Percy took his way 5 
The child may rue that is unborn 

The hunting of that day. 

The stout Earl of Northumberland 

A vow to (rod did make. 
His pleasura in the Scottish woods 

Three summer's days to take j 

The chiefest harts in Chevy Chase 

To kill and bear away. 
The tidings to Earl Douglas came 

In Scotland^ where he lay; 

Who sent Earl Percy present word 

He would prevent his sport. 
The English earl, not fearing this^ 

Did to the woods resort. 

With fifteen hundred bowmen bold. 

All chosen men of might ; 
Who knew full well, in time of need. 

To aim theuTshafts aright. 

The gallant sreyhounds swiftly ran. 

To chase the fallow deer ; 
On Monday they be^an to hunt. 

When day-lignt did appear j 

And, long before high noon, they had 

A hundred fat bucks slain ; 
Then, having din d, the drqvers w«nt 

To rouse them up again. 

The bowmen muster*d on the hills. 

Well able to endure; 
Their back-sides all, with special care. 

That day were guarded sure. 

The hounds ran swiftly through the woods. 

The nimble deer to take ; 
And with their cries the hills and dales 

An echo shrill did make. 

Lord Percy to the quarry went. 

To view the siaughter*d deer -, 
Quoth he. Earl Douglas promised 

This day to meet me here : 

If that I thought he would not come. 

No longer would I stay. 
With that a brave young gentleman 

Thus to the earl did say : 

Lo ! yonder doth Earl Douglas come. 

His men in armour bright ; 
Full twenty hundred Scottish spears ti 

All marching in our jight ; 

All men of pleasant Tividale, 

Fast by the river Tweed. 
Then cease your sport. Earl Percy said. 

And take your l>ows with speed : 

And now with me, my countrymen. 

Your courage forth advance ; 
For never was there champion yet. 

In Scotland or in France, 

That ever did on horseback come. 

But, if my hap it were, 
I durst encounter man for man. 

With hiaoL to break a spear. 
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Earl Douglas on a milk-white steed. 

Most like a baron bold. 
Rode foremost of the company. 

Whose armour shone like gold : 

Show me, said he, whose men you be. 

That hupt so boldly here ; 
That, wittptat my consent, do chase 

And kin my fallow-deer? 

The man that first did answer make. 

Was noble Percy he : 
Who said. We list not to declare. 

Nor show whose men we be : * 

Yet will we spend our dearest blood, 

1^hy chiefest harts to slay. 
Then Douglas swore a solemn oath, 

And thus in rage did say : 

Ere thus I will out^braved be. 

One of us two shall die : 
I know thee well ; an earl thou art| 

Lord Percy : so am I. 

But trust me, Percy, pity it were. 

And great offence, to kill 
Ally of these our harmless men. 

For they have done no ill. 

Let thou and I the battle try. 

And set our men aside. 
Accurs*d be he, Lord Percy said. 

By whom this is denied. 

Then stepped a gallant squire forth, 
Witherington was his name. 

Who said, 1 would not have it told 
To Henry our king, for shame, 

Tliat e'er my captain fought on foot. 

And I stood looking on : 
You be two earls, said Witheringtoo, 

And I a squire alone : 

I '11 do the best that do I may. 
While I have strength to stand : 

While I have pow'r to wield my swofd, 
I'll 6ght with lieart and hand. 

Our English archers bent their bows. 
Their hearts were good and true ; 

At the 6rst flight of arrows sent. 
Full threescore Scots tliey dew. 

To drive the deer with hound and horn, 
E^rl Douglas had the bent; 

A captain mov'd with mickle pride. 
The spears to shivers sent. 

They clos'd full fast on ev'ry side. 
No slackness there was found ; 

And many a gallant gentleman 
Lay gasping on the ground. 

O Christ ! it was a grief to see. 

And likewise for 10 hear 
The cries of men lying in their gore. 

And scatter'd here and there. 

At last these two stout earls did meet. 
Like captains of ereat might ; 

Like lions mov'd, th^ laid on load. 
And made a cniel nght. 
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i;ht until they both did sweat, 
words of temperVI steel j 
blood, like drop of raio, 
rickling down did feel. 

e, l>ord Percy, Douglas said ; 
1 1 will thee bring, 
l6u shalt high advanceUie^ 
nes our Scottish king. 

om I will freely give, 
lus report of thee : 
the most courageous knight 
ver J did Sjce. 

gla^, quoth Earl Percy then, 
"offer I do scorn ; 
t yield to anv Scot 
ver yet was born. 

It there came an arrow keen 
' an Enn:iish bow, 
truck Earl Douglas to the heart, 
> and deadly blow : 

rer spoke more words than these: 
on, my merry men all ; 
? my life is at an end : 
Vrcy sees my fall. 

lying life. Earl Percy took 
ead man by the hand : 
, Earl Douglas, for thy liiie 
1 1 have loit my land I 

I my very heart doth bleed 
sorrow for thy sake ; 
a more renowned knight 
ance did never take. 

t amongst the Scots there was, 
ti saw ^u-l Douglas die, 
aight in wrath aid vow revenge 
the Earl Percy. 

ii Montgomery he was calKd ; 
with a spear most bright, 
)unted on a gallant steed, 
lercely through the fight : 

s*d the English archers alt, 
rat all dread or fear ; 
Qugh Earl Percy's body then 
rust his hateful spear. 

ch a vehement force and might 
i his body gore, 
ir went through the other side 
;e cloth-yard, and more. 

did both these nobles die, 
te courase none could stain, 
lish archer then perceiv'd 
loble earl was slam ; 

a bow bent in his hand, 
of a trusty tree ; 
w of a cloth-yard long 
I the head drew he: 

Sir Hush Montgomery 
,ht the sliaft he set, 
jT-goose wins that was thereon 
I heart-blood was wet. 



This fight did last from break of day 

Till setting of the sun ; 
For when they rung the evening-beli 

The battle scarce was done. 

With the Earl Percy there was slain 

Sir John of Overton, 
Sir Robert Ratcliff, and Sir John, 

Sir James that bold baron : 

And with Sir George, and good Sir James, 

Both knights of fcood account. 
Good Sir Ralph Raby there was slain. 

Whose prowess did surmount. 

For Wiiherington needs must I wail. 

As one in doleful dumps ; 
For, when his kgs were smitten off. 

He fought upon his stumpe. 

And with Earl Douglas there was slain 

Sir Hugh Montgomery j 
Sir Charles Currel, that fron| the field 

One foot would never fly j 

Sir Charles Murrel of Ratcliffe too. 

His sister's son was he : 
Sir David Lamb, so well esteem'd. 
Yet saved could not be. 

And the Lord Maxwell, in like wise. 

Did with Earl Douglas die : 
Of twenty hund^ Scottish spears. 

Scarce fifty-five did fly. 

Of fifteen hundred Englishmen 

Went home but fifky-three ; 
The rest were slain in Chevy Chase, 

Under the greenwood-tree. 

Next day did many widows come. 

Their husbands to bewail ; 
They wash'd their wounds in brinish tears, 

But all would not prevail. 

Their bodies, bath'd in purple blood. 

They bore with them away ; 
Th^kits'd them dead a thousand times 

When they were clad in clay. 

This news was brought to Edinburgh, 
Where Scotland's king did reisn. 

That brave Earl Douglas suddenly 
Was with an arrow slain. 

heavy news ! king James did say ; 
Scotland can witness be, 

1 have not any captain more 

Of such account as he. 

Like tidings to King Henry came. 

Within as short a ^pace,' 
That Ptercy of Northumberland 

Was slam in Chevy Chase. 

Now God be with him, said our king, 

Sith 'twill no better be ; 
I trust I have within my realm 

Five hundred good as he. 

Yet shall not Scot nor Scotland say. 

Bat I will vengeance take ; 
And be levensed on them all 

For brave Lord Percy's sake. 
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This vow full well the king performed. 

After, oil Humbledown. 
In one day fifty knights were slain. 

With lords of great renown : 

And of the rest, of small account. 

Did many hundreds die. 
Thus ended the hunting of Chevy Chase, 

Made by the Earl Percy. 

God save the king, and bless the land 

In plenty, joy, and peace j 
And grant henceforth, that foul debate 

Twixt noblemen may cease. 

§ 103. Song. Sir Cauline, 

Tliere U something peculiar in the metre of this old 
ballad; it is unusual to meet with redundant stanzas 
of six lines; but the occasional insertion of a double 
third or fourth line, as ver. 31, 44, &c. is an irregu- 
larity I do not remember to have seen elsewhere. 

It may be proper to inform die reader before be comes to 
Ft. 2, ver. 110, 111, that the round table was not pe- 
culiar to the reign of king Arthur, but was common in 
all the ages of chivalry. Tlie proclaiming a 0^t 
tournament (probably with some pecuiiarsolemnities) 
was called <* holding a Round Table." Dugdale tells 
us, that the great baron Rflcer de Mortimer, *< having 
procured the honw of knighthood to be conferred * on 
bis three sons' by king Edward I. he, at liis own costs, 
caused a tournament to be held |it Kenilworth, where 
he sumptuously entertained an hundred knigbts and 
as many ladies, for three days ; the like whereof was 
never before in JSngland ; and there began the round 
table, (so called by reason that the place wherein they 
practised diose feats was environed with a strong wall 
made in a round form :) and upon the fourth day, the 
gcdden lion, in sign of triumph, being yielded to him, 
he carried it (with all the company) to Warwick." 
It Qiay farther be added tlutt Matthew Paris frequently 
calls justs and tournaments Hastiludia Mensm Ro- 
tunda. 

As to what will be observed in this ballad, of the art of 
healing beins practised by a young princess ; it is no 
more than what is usual in all the old romances, and 
was conformable to real manners ; it being a practice 
derived from the earliest times among all the Gothic 
and Celtic nations, for women, even of the hichest 
rank, to exercise the art of stixgery. In the NorUiem 
Chronicles we also find the young damsels stanching 
the wounds of their lovers, and the wives those of 
their husbands. And even so late as the time of 
queen Elizabeth, it is mentioned among the accom- 
plishmenu of the ladies of her court, that ** the 
eldest of them are skilful in surgery." See Harrison's 
Description of England, prefixed to Hollingshed's 
Chronicle, &c. 

The Firsi Pari. 

I IT Ireland, ferr over the sea. 

There dwellcth a bonnye kiuge ; 
And with him a yong and comiye knighte. 

Men call him Syr Cauline. 

The kinge had a lady to his daughter. 

In fashyon she hath no peere ; 
And princely wightes that ladye wooed. 

To be theyr wedded fecre. 

Syr Cauline loveth her best of all. 

But nothing durst he saye ', 
Ne descreeve his counsayl to no man 

But dearlye he lovde this may. ^ 



Till on a daye it so beffell. 

Great dill to him was dight ; 
The maydens love removde his mind. 

To care-bed went the knighte. 

One while he spred his arms him fro. 
One whilejie spred them nye ; 

And aye ! Upl winne that ladyes love. 
For dole now 1 mim dye. 

And when our parish-masse was done. 
Our kinge was bowne to dyne : 

He says. Where is Syr Caulme, 
That is wont to serve the wyne ? 

Then aunswerde him a courteous knighte, 
And fast his handes gan wringe : 

Syr Cauline is sick and like to dye 
Without a good leechinge. 

Fetche me downe my daughter deere. 

She is a leeche fulle fine : 
Goe take him doughe, and the haken hnad, 
And serve him witn the wyne soe red; 

Lothe I were him to tine. 

Fair Christabelle to his chaumber goes. 

Her maydens followyns; nye : 
O well, she sayth, how doth my lord? 

sicke, thou fayre lady^. 

Now ryse up wightlye, man, for shame, 

Never lye soe cowardice; 
For it is told in my father*s halle. 

You dye for love of mee. 

Fayre ladve, it is for your love 

That all this dill 1 diye : 
For if you wold comfort me with a kiae, 
Then were I brought from bale to bliaic^ 

No longer would I lye. 

Syr knighte, my father is a kinge, 

1 ainhis only heire^ 

Alas ! and well you knowe, syr inighte^ 
I never can be your feere« 

O ladye, thou art a kinges daughter. 

And I am not thy peere. 
But let me doe some deedes of armes. 

To be youre bacheleere. 

Some deeds of armes if thou wilt doe, 

My bacheleere to be, 
( But ever and aye my heart would roe, 

Giffharm should nappe to thee,) 

Upon Eldridge hill there groweth a thoroei 

Upon the mores brodinge; 
And dare ye, svr knighte, wake there aU aigl^^ 

Untill the uiir morninge ? 

For the Eldridge knighte, so mickle of migh*^ 

Will examine you bcforne; 
And never man bare life away. 

But he did him scath and scorne. 

That knighte he is a foul paynim. 

And large of limb and bone; 
And but it heaven may be thy speede, 

Thy life it is but gone. 

Nowe on the Eldridge hills He walke. 

For thy sake, fair ladie; 
And He either bring you a ready tok^n, 

Or He never more you tee. 
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is gone to her own chaumb^re, 
rdens following bright : 
e lop*d from care-bed soone, 
Eldridge hills is gone, 
'ake there all night* 

iiKht, that the moone did rise, 

:ed up and downe ; 

htsome bugle heard he blowe 

2 bents soe browne. 

, If cryance come till my heart, 

r from any good towne. 

ie spyde on the mores so broad 
jis wight and fell ; 
ight his brydle led, 
a fayre kyrt^Il : 

Bt he called on syr Cauline, 

1 reede thee flye, 
cryance come till thy heart, 

but thoa mun dye. 

No cryance comes till my heart, 
fayth, I will not flee ; 
thou minged not Christ before, 
me dreadeth thee. 

1^ knighte he pricked his steed ; 
Ime bold abode : 
'I shooke his trustye speare, 
mber these two children * bare 
in sunder slode* 

they out theyr two good swordes, 
ien on full faste, 

and hawk here, mail and sheelde, 
i were well-nye brast. 

Ige knight was mickle of might, 

Ie in stower did stand ; 

uline with a backward stroke 

jt of[ his right hand ; 

; he with paine and lacke of bloud 

^ne on that lay-land. 

rr Cauline lift his brande 
his- head so hye : 
I swcare by the holy roode, 
caytiffe, thou shalt dye. 

nd came that ladye brighte, 
inging of her hande ; 
lydens love, that most you love. 
Id that deadly brande : 

lydens love, that most you love, 
yte no more 1 praye ; 
hatever thou wilt, my lord, 
thy bests obaye. 

r to mee, thou Eldridge knighte, 
e on this lay-land, 
wilt believe on Christ his laye, 
reto plight thy hand : 

bou never on Eldridge come 
e, gamon, or playe ; 
hou here give up thy armcs 
y dying day. 



The Eldridge knighte gave up his armes 
With nmny a sorrowfuUe sighe ; 

And sware to obey syr Caulines best. 
Till the time that he shold dye. 

And he then up, and the Eldridge knighte 

Sett him in his saddle annone. 
And the Eldridse knighte and his hufye 

To theyr casue they are gone. 

Then he tooke up the bloudy hand. 

That was so large of bone. 
And on it he founde five ringes of gold 

Of knightes that had been slone. 

Then he tooke up the Eldridge sworde. 

As hard as any flint; 
And he took oflthose ring^ five 

As bright as fire and brent. 

Home then pricked syr Cauline 

As light as'leafe on tree : 
I wp he neither stint ne blanne. 

Till he his ladye see. 

Then downe he knelt upon his knee 

Before that ladye gay : 
O ladye, I have been on the Eldridge hills : 

These tokens I bring way. 

Now welcome, welcome, syr Cauline, 

Thrice welcome unto mee. 
For now I perce^ye thou art a true knighte. 

Of valor bold and free. 

O ladye, I am thy own true knighte. 

Thy bests for to obaye; 
And mought I hope to winne thy level— 

Ne more his tonge colde say. 

The ladve blushed scarlette redde. 

And fette a aentill sigh^: 
Alas ! sir knighte, how may this bee. 

For my degree's soe highe ? 

But sith thou hast bight, thou comely youth. 

To be my batch ilere. 
He promise if thee I may notjvedde 

I will have none other fere. 

Then shee held forthe her lily-white hand 

Towards that knighte so free : 
He eave to it one gentili kisse. 
His neart was brought from bale to blinc. 

The teares sterte from his ee. 

But keep my counsayl, syr Cauline, 

Ne let no man it knowe ; 
For an ever my father sholde it ken, 

I wot he wolde us sloe. 

From that day forthe that ladye fayre 
Lovde syr Cauline the knighte : 

From that daye forthe he only joydc 
Whan shee was in his si^t. 



Part the Second. 

EvBRTB white will have its Uacke, 
And every sweete its sowre : 

This found the ladye Chriitabelle 
In an uolimely nowre. 



Knights. 
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For 90 it befelfe, as syr Cauline 

Was with that iadye faire. 
The king her father walked forthe 

To take the evenyng aire ; 

And iDto the arboure as he went 

To rest his wearye feet. 
He found his dausnter and syr Cauline 

There sette in daliaunce sweet. 

The kinge hee sterted forth, iwys. 

And an angry e man was hee : 
Now, traytouire, thou shalt hange Or drawe. 

And rewe shall thy ladie. 

Then forth syr Cauline he was ledde. 
And throwne in dungeon deepe ; 

And the Iadye into a tow re so hyc. 
There left to wayle and weepe. 

The queene she was syr Caulines friend, 

And to the kinge said she : 
I pray you save syr Caulines life. 

And let him banisht bee. 

Now, dame, that traitor shall be sent 

Across the salt sea fome : 
But here I will make with thee a band. 
If ever he come within this land, 

A foule deathe is his doome. 

All woe-l)egone was that gentill knight 

To parte trom his ladyi 3 
And many a time he sighed sore. 

And caste a wistful le eye : 
Faire Christa belle, from thee to parte, 

Farre lever had 1 dye. 

Faire Christabelle, that Iadye brighte. 

Was had forthe of the tow re : 
But ever shee droopeth in her minde. 
As, nipt by an ungentle winde, 

Dotn some faire lillye flowre. 

And ever shee doth lament and wee|)e 

To tint her lover scie ; 
Syr Cauline, thou little tliink*st on mee. 

But i will still be true. 

Manye a kinge, and manye a duke. 

And lords of high degree. 
Did fue to that fay re Iadye of love ; 

But never she wolde them nee. 

When many a daye was past and gone, 

Ne comforte she colde finde. 
The kinge proclaimed a tourneament. 

To cheere his daughters mind : 

And there came lords, and there came knightes. 

Fro manye a farre countrylb 
To break a spereTor theyr ladyes love. 

Before that faire Iadye. 

And many a Iadye there vras sette 

In purple and in iialle ; 
But fairt* Christabelle soe woe-begone 

Was the fayrest of them all. 

Then man^r a knighte was mickle of might 

Before Jiis Iadye gaye : 
But a stranger wi^ht, whom no man knewe, 

H« wan the pnze eche daye. 



His acton it was all of blacke. 

His hewberke and his sheelde, 
Ne noe man wist whence he did come, 
Ne noe man knew where he did gone 

When they came out the feelde* 

And now three days were prestl^ past 

In feats of chivalrye, 
When lo, upon the fourth mominge 

A sorrowful le sight they s^. 

A hugye ffiaont stiff and starke, 

AllfouTe of limbe and lere ; 
Two goggling eyen like 6re fardeii^ 

A mouthe from eare to eare. 

Before him came a dwarffe fuU lowe, 

That waited on his knee ; 
And at his backe Bve heads he bare^ 

.All wan and pale of blee. 

Sir, quoth the dwarffip, and looted lowr^ 

Behold that hend soldain ! 
Behold these heads I bear with me I 

They are kings which he hath sliin. 

The Eldridge knighte is his own cooiioe. 
Whom a knighte of thine hathshcDti 

And hee is come to avenge his wrong; 

And to thee, all thy knightes amongp 
Dt' fiance here hath sent- 

But yette he will appease his wrath 

Tny daughters love to winne : 
And but thou yeelde him that fayre nu^ 

Thy halls and towers must brenne. 

Thy head, syr king, must go with met} 

Or else thy daughter deere ; 
Or else within these lists soe broad 

Thou must find him a peere. 

Tlie king he turned him round aboutei 

And in his heart was woe; 
Is there never a knighte of uiy round labi^i 

This matter will undergo ? 

Is there never a knighte amongst yee all 
Will fight for my daughter and mee? 

Whoever will fight yon grimme soldaii^ 
Right (Uire his meede shall be ; 

For he shall have my broad lay-lands. 

And of my crowne be heyre ; 
And he shall winne fayre Christabellfa 

To be his wetlded fere. 

But every knighte of his round tabU 

Did stand both still and pale ; 
For whenever they lookt on the grim loldaDi 

It made their hearts to quail. 

All woe-begone was that fayre lady^. 
When she saw no heloe was nye : 

She cast her thought on her own truc-kfrCf 
And the teares gusht from her eye. 

Up then sterte the stranger knighte. 

Said, Ladye, - be not af{ray*d ; 
lie fight for thee with this grimme loklani 

Thoughe he be unmacklye made. 

And if thou wilt lend me the Eldrtc^ sworfCf 

That lyeth witliin thy bowre, 
I trust in Christe for to slay this fiende, 

Thoughe he be stifTe in stowre. 
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lim downe the Eldridge sworde, 
^ he Clyde, with sperae : 
en assist thee, courteous knighte ; 
hter is thy meede. 

; he stepped into the lists, 
I, Awaye, awaye ; 
) I am the hend soldliii, 
test me here all daye. 

the stranger knishte he came 
acke armoure dij^t : 
tithed a gentle sighe, 
his were my true knighte !** 

he gyaunt and knighte be mett 
:he lists so broad : 
vith swordes so sharp of Steele, 
1 to lay on load. 

strucke the knighte a stroke, 
de him reele asyde : 
begone was that faire ladye, 
ce she deeply sighde. 

strucke a second stroke, 
ie the bloude te flowe : 
d wan was that ladye fayre, 
ice she wept for woe. 

1 strucke a third fell stroke, 
drought the kniehte on his knee ; 
pierced that ladyes heart, 
shriekt loud shriekings three. 

te he leapt upon his feete, 
lesseof the paine; 
But heaven be now my speede, 
[ shall be slaine. 

I his sword with mayne and mighte, 
ing a secrette part, 
t into the soldan*s syde, 
reed him to the heart. 

le people gave a shoute, 
[ley sawe the soldan falle ; 
wept, and thanked Christ, 
d reskewed her from thrall. 

the kinge with all his barons 
pe from off his seate, 
e he stepped into the lisles, 
rteous knighte to greete. 

paine and lacke of bloude ' ' \li 

len into a swounde, 

all wattering in his gore, 

esse on the grounde. 

ne, come downe, my daughter deare, 

ta leecheof skille; 

' had I lose half my landes, 

IS good knighte sholde spille. 

n stepped that faire lady^, 
e him if she maye; 
she did his beavere raise, 
fe, my lord, she sayes, 
iekte and swoond awaye. 

e juste lif^e up his eyes 
le heard his ladye crye: 
am thine owne true love ; 
; I wi^ht to dye. 



Then giving her* one partinee looke. 

He closed his eyes in death. 
Ere Christabelle, that ladye railde. 

Began to draw her breathe. 

But when she founde her comelye knighte 

Indeed was dead and gone. 
She layd her pale cold cneeke to his. 

And thus she made her moane : 

O staye, my deare and onlye lord. 

For me thy faithful feere ; 
Tis meet that T shold followe thee. 

Who hast bought my love soe deart. 

Then fayntinge in a deadly swoune. 

And with a deep-fette sighe 
That burst her nntle heart in twayne, 

Fayre Christabelle did dye. 

• 

§ 104. Robin Hood and Guy <ifGislome. 

** In this time (aboat the tear 1190, in the re^ of 
Richard I.) wer« many robbers and out-laves, among 
the which Robin Hood and Little John, renowoM 
theevet, continued in woods, deifpojling and robbing 
die goods of ihe rich. They killed none but such as 
would invade them; or by res'isuoce for their own de- 
fence. 

** The said Robert entertained an hundred tall men and 
good archers with sueh spoiles and thefts as he got, 
upon whom four hundred (were they ever so sttonf^ 
durst not give the onset. He suffered no woman to 
be oppr es se d , violated, or otherwite molested; poore 
men s goods he spared, abundantlic relieving them 
with that, which by theft he got from abbeys and the 
houses (^ rich carles; whom Maior the historian 
blameth for his rapine and theft, but of all theeveshe 
affirmeth him to be the prince and the most gende 
thecfe.'* Stow^s Attnab, p. 1 39. 

Whan shaws beene sheene, and shraddes full 
foyre. 

And leaves both large and longe, 
Itt*a merrye walkyng in the fayre forrest 

To hear the small birdes songe. 

The woodweele sang, and woM not cease. 

Sitting upon the spraye. 
So lowde, he wakened Robin Hood, 

In the greenwood where he lay. 

Now by my faye, said jol lye Robin, 

A sweaven I had this night ; 
I dreamt me of tow wighty yemen. 

That fast with me gan nght. 

Methought they did me beat and binde. 

And tookc my bowe me froe ; 
Iff I be Robin alive in this lande, 

lie be wroken on them towe. 

Sweavens are sw id, sayd Lytde John, 
As the wind blowes over the hill ; 

For iff it be never so loude this night. 
To-morrow if may be still. 

Buske yee, bowne yee, my merry men all. 

And John shall goe with mee. 
For He goe seeke yond wightv yeomen. 

In greenwood where they oee* 

They then cast on theyr gownes-of grene. 
And took theyr bowes each one ; 

And they away to the grene ibrrett 
A shooting fbi th are gone ; 
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Untill they came to the merry greenwood. 
Where they had gladdest to bee : 

There they wore ware of a wight yeoman. 
That leaned against a tree. ^ 

A sworde and a dagger he wore by hfs side. 

Of manye a man the bane ; 
And he was clad in his capall hyde 

Top and tayll and mayne. 

Stand still, master, quoth Lyttle John, 

Under this tree so sreen. 
And I will go to youd wight yeoman 

To know what he doth meane. 

Ah ! John, by me thou settest noe store. 

And that I farley finde : 
How often send I my men before,' 

And tarry myselfe behinde ? 

It is no cunning a knave to ken. 
An a man but heare him speake ; 

An it were not for bursting of my bowe, 
John, I thy head would breake. 

As often wordes they brecden bale. 
So they parted Robin and John ; 

And John is gone to Barnesdale, 
The gates • he knoweth eche one. 

But when he came to Barnesdale, 
Great heavinesse there hee hadd, 

For he found tow of his owne fell6wes 
Were slaine both in a slade. 

And Scarlette he was flying a-foote 

Fast over stocke and stone. 
For the proud sheriffe with seven score men 

Fast after him is gone. 

One shoote now I will shoote, quoth John, 
With Christ his might and mayne ; 

He make yond tfherifie that wends so fast. 
To stopp he shall be fayne. 

Then John bent up his long bende-bowe. 

And fettled him to shoote : 
The bow was made of tender boughe. 

And fell downe at his foote. 

Woe worth, woe wOrth thee, wicked wood. 

That ever thou grew on a tree '; 
For now this day thou art my bale. 

My boote when thou shold bee. 

His shoote it was but loosely shott. 
Yet flew not the arrowe in vaine. 

For it mett one of the sherifies men. 
And William a Trent was slaine. 

It had bene better of William a Trent 
To have bene abed with sorrowe. 

Than to be that day in the greenwood slade 
To meet with Little John s arrowe. 

But as it is said, when men be mett, 

Fyve can doe more than three, 
The sheriffe hath taken Little John, 

And bound him fast to a tree. 

Thou shatt be drawen by dale and downe. 

And hanged hye on a hill. 
But thou ma^t fayle of thy purpose, quoth 

If it be Christ his will. [John, 



Lett us leave talking of Little John,- 

And thinke of Robin Hood, 
How he is gone to the wight yeoman. 

Where under the leaves he stood. 

Good morrow, good fellowe, sayd Robin i 
fayre. 
Good morrow, good fellow, quo he : 
Methinks, by this bowe tliou beares in th 
hande, 
A good archere thou sholdst bee. 

I am wilfulle'of my waye, quo* the yemao^ 

And of my morning tyde. 
He lead thee through the wood, sayd Robia: 

Good fellow, He be thy guide. 

I seeke an outlkwe, the straunger sayd. 

Men call him Robin Hood ; 
Rather I*d meet with that proud outUwe 

Than fortye pound soe good. 

Now come with me, thou wighty yeman^ 
And Robin thou soone shaft see : 

But first let us some pastime find 
Under tlie greenwood tree. 

First let us some masterye make 

Among the woods so even. 
We may chance to meet with Robin Hood 

Here at some unsett Steven. 

They cut them down two summer shrogp, 
That grew bothunder a breere, 

And set them threescore rood in twaioe 
To shoote the prickes y-fere. 

Leade on, good fellowe, quoth Robin Hooi 

Leade on, I do bidd thee. 
Nay by my faith, eood fellowe, hee sa]fd, 

My leader thou soalt bee. 

The first time Robin shot at the pricke^ 

He mist but an inch it fro : 
The yeoman he was an archer good. 

But he cold never do soe. 

The second shoote had the wightye yemam 

He shot within the earlaud : 
But Robin he shot far better than hei^ 

For he clave the good prick-wande. 

A blessing upon thy heart, he sayd ; 
jfljtlde fellowe, thy shooting is gppde; 
j^^an thy heart be as good as thy hand, 
Thou wert better than Robin Hood. 

Now tell me thy name, good fellowe, tss^ ^i 

Under the leaves of lyne. 
Nay by my faith, quoth bolde Robin, 

Till thou hsrte told me thine. 

I dwelle by dale and downe, quoth htt, 
And Robin to take Ime swome ; 

And when I am called by my right oaflK 
I am Guy of good Gisoorne. 

My dwelling is in thll*wood, says Robifl» 

By thee 1 set right nought : 
I am Robin Hood of Barnesdale, 

Whom thou so long has sought. 



* Ways, passes, paths. 
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lad neyther heen kithe nor kin, 
have seen a full sayre sight, 
)w together these yeomen went 
t)lades l>nth browne and bright : 

>w these veomen together they fought, 
uwres Ota summer s day: 
ler Robin Hood nor Sir Guy 
fettled to fly awaye. 

as reachles on a roote, 
umbled at that tyde ; 
r was quicke and nimble withall, 
itt him upon the syde. 

Ladye, said Robin Hood, thou 
rt both mother and may, 
t was never mans dcstinye 
\ before his day. 

ought on our Ladye dcere, 

ion leapt up a^ine ; 

X he came with a backward stroke, 

e Sir Guy hath slayne. 

Sir Guys head by the hayre, 
uck it u))on his oowes end : 
it been a traytor all thy lift, 
I thing must have an end. 

tiled forth an Irysh knife, 
icked Sir Guy in the face, 
was never on woman born 
now whose head k was. 

re there, lye there, now. Sir Guye, 
ith me be not wrothe : 
lave hail the worst strokes at my hand, 
thalt have the better clothe. 

rl off his gowne of greene, 
1 Sir Guy did throwe, 
»ut on that capull hyde, 
lad him topp to toe. 

e, thy arrows, and little home, 
rith me I will beare ; 
.1 away to Barnesdale, 
how my men doc fare. 

ood sett Guys home to his moutli, 
loud blast in it did blow, 
eard the sherifle of Nottingham^ 
leaned under a lowe. 

hearken, sayd the sherifle, 
: nowe tydings good, 
er I hear Sir Guyes home blowe, 
I hath slaine Robin Hoodc, 

heare Sir Guyes home blowe, 
M'cs soe well in tyde ; 
ler comes that wightye yeoman, 
in his capull hyde. 

her, come hyther, thou good Sir Guy, 
;hat th(Mi wilt of mee. 
none of thy goHk ^1^ Robin, 
will none ofthy fee : 

I have slaine the master, he sayes, 
e goe strike the knave ; 
s all the mecde I aske, 
>ther reward lie have. 



Thou art a madman, sayd the sherifFe, 
Thou sholdst have had a knightes fee : 

But seeing thy asking hath beene soe bad. 
Well granted it shall bee. 

When Little John heard his master speake. 
Well knew he it was his Steven : 

Now shall I bee ioosct, quoth Little John, 
With Christ his might in heaven. 

Fast Robin hee hyed him to Little John, 

He thought to loose him blive ; 
The sherifj^ and all his companye 

Fast after him gan drive. 

Stand abacke, stand abacke, sayd Robin ; 

Why draw you me so neere ? 
Itt was never the use in our country^. 

Ones shrift another shold heere. 

But Robin pulled forth an Irysh knife. 

And losed John hand and tbote. 
And gave him Sir Guyes bow into hii hand. 

And bade it be his boote. 

Then John he took Guyes bow in his hand. 

His bolts and arrowes eche one ; 
When the sherifFe saw Little John bend hisbow^ 

He fettled him to be gone. 

Towards his house in Nottingham towne 

He fled full fast away : 
And so did all the companye: 

Not one behind wold stay. 

But he cold neither runne soe fast. 

Nor away so fast cold ryde, 
But Little John with an arrowe soe broad. 

He shott him into the backe-syde. 



§ 105. Adam Bell, Clym of the Clough, and 
ffiliiam of Cloudesly, 

They were three noted outlaws, whose skill in archery 
rendered them formerly at famous in the North of 
Eofland, as Roliin Hood and his fellows were in the 
midlaod counties. Their place of residence was in the 
forest of Eitgleimod, not far from Carlisle ^calle>1 cor* 
ruptly in the ballad English-wood, whereas Engle or 
InjE^e wood signifies wood for firing). At what time 
tlu^ lived does not appear. The author of the com- 
mon balUd on ttte pedigree, education, and inar* 
riaj^e, of Roliin Hood, makes them contemporary 
with Kol)in Hood's fAther, in order to give him the 
honor of beating them ; viz. 

The fattier of Robin a forester was, 

And be shot in a lusty long bow 
Two north-oounlry miles and an inch at a shot. 

As the pinder of Wakefield does know ; 

For he brou<;ht Adam Bell, aiKi Qim of die Clongfi, 

And William of ClowdHlee, 
To shoot with our ibrester for forty mark ; 

And our forester heat them all three. 

Collect, <if Old Ballads, 1 Ti?, m vol. p. 67. 

This seems to prove that they were coronx>nly thought 
to have lived before the popular hero of Shcrwoud. 

I have only to add further concemii^ the principal hero 
of thb liallad, tliat the Bells were noted mgucs in the 
north so Ute as the time of Q. Elizabeth. $ce, in 
Rymer*s Fflpdera, a letter from Ix>rd William Howard 
to some of ihc olficers of state, wherein he n.eutiona 
them. 

3r 
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Pari the Hfsi. 

Mert it was in grent forhst 

Attiong the lev^ grene. 
Whereas men hunt east and west 

Wyth bowes and arrowes kenc j 

To rysc the dere out of thevr denne : 
Suche sightes hath ofte bene sene ; 

As by thre ^emen of the north countrey. 
By them it is I meane. 

The one of them hight Adam Bel, 
The other Clym of the Clough*, 

The thyrd was William of Cioudesly, 
An archer good ynough. 

They were outlawed for f enyson. 

These yemen everchone ; 
They swore them brethren upon a day. 

To Englyshe wood for to gone. 

Now lith and lysten> gentylmen. 
That of myrthe loveth to here ; 

Two of them were single men. 
The third had a we£ied fere. 

WVIIyam was the wedded roan, 
Muche more than was hys care : 

He sayde to hys brethren upon a day, 
To Carleil he wold fare ; 

For to speke with favre Alyce his wife. 

And with hys children thre. 
By my trouth, sayde Adam Bel, 

Not by the counsell of me : 

For if ve go to Carleil, brother. 
And from thys wylde wode wende. 

If the justice may you take. 
Your lyfe were at an ende. 

If that I come not to-morrow, brother. 

By pryme to you agayne, 
Tniste not els but that I am take. 

Or else that I am slayne. 

He took his leave of his brethren two. 

And to Carleil he is ^n : 
Thevre he knocked at his owne windowe. 

Shortly and anone, 

Whcr be you, fayre Alyce my wyfe. 

And my chyldren thre ? 
L]^tlv let in thine owne husbande, 

Wyliyam of Cloudesl^. 

Alas ! then sayde fayre Alyce, ^ 

And syghedTwonaerous sore, 
Thys place hath ben besette for you- " 

Thys halfc yerc and more. 

Now am I here, said Cloudesl^, 

I wold that in I were : 
Now fetche us meate and drynke ynoughe, 
' And let us make good chere. 

Sh^ fetched hym meate and drynke plenty^, 

Lyke a true wedded wyfe : 
And pleased hym with that she had, 

Whouie she loved as her lyfe. 



There lay an old wyfe in that place, 

A lytle besyde the f^re, 
Whych Wyliyam had found of chary ty^ 

\iore than seven yere. 

Up she rose, and forth she goes, 
Evel mote she spede therefoore ; 

For she had not set no fote on ground 
In seven yere before. 

She went unto the justice-hall. 

As fast as she could hye : 
Thys night is come unto thys town 

Wyliyam of Cloudesly^. 

Thereof the justice was full fayne. 

And so was the sherife alao : 
Thoushalt nottrauaill hither, dame, for ik)I|^ 

Thy mede thou shalt have or thou go. 

They gave to her a ryght good goune 

Of scarlate and ofgraine : 
She toke the gyfte, and home she wente. 

And couched her downe agayne. 

They rysed the towne of meiy Carleile 

In all the haste they can ; 
And came thronging to Wyllyames hMBf, 

As fast as they might gone. 

Theyre they besette that good ytmkn 

About on every side : 
Wyliyam hearde great noyse of folkct. 

That theytherward they hyed. 

Alyce opened a back wyndow. 

And loked all aboute : 
She was ware of the justice and shirife boike, 

Wyth a full great route. 

Alas! treason, cryed Alyce, 

Ever wo may thou be ! 
Goe into my chamber, husband, she ssjd, 

Sweet Wyliyam of Cloudesl^. 

He toke hys sweard and hys bucler, 
Hys bow and hys chyldren thre. 

And wente into hjrs strongest chamber. 
Where he thought surest to be. * 

Fayre Alyce, lik a lover true. 

Took a pollaxe in her hande : 
He shal be dead that here commeth m 

Thys dore, whyle I may stand. 

Cloudesl^ bente a wel-good bowc. 

That was of trusty tre : 
He smot the justice on the brest. 

That hys arowe brest in thrte. 

A curse on his harte, said William, 

Thys day thy cote dyd on ! 
If it had ben no better than myn^ 

It had gone nere thy bone. 

Yeld the, Cloudesli,%d the justisc. 
Thy bowe and thy arrowes the fro. 

A curse on hys hart, said feir Alyce, 
That my husband conceUeth so. 



^ C9/iaof the Cloiigb,meaiisClem.(Clemcnt)of the Valley; forsoCloughsi, 
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the hmise, saide the iherife, 
^11 no better be, 
: we therein William, he saide, 
and chyldren-thre. 

the house in many a place ; 
flew up on hye : 
cryed fair Alyce, 
ere shall dy. 

snyd a back wynd6w, 
iu hys chamber hie, 
hetes let downe his wyfe, 
hys chyldren thre. 

ny treasure, sayde William, 
and my chyldren thre : 
i loTe do them no harme, 
e you all on me. 

ot so wonderous well, 
irrowes were all agpe, 
e so fast upon hym fell, 
bowstryng brent in two. 

I brent and fell upon 
llyam of Cloudesle : 
is a wofuU man, and sayde, 
cowardes death to me. ^ 

, sayde Wyllyam, 
sworde in the route to renne, 
mong myne enemyes wode 
*lly to bren. 

sweard and hys buckler, 
ig them all he ran. 
people were most in prece, 
down many a man. 

it no man abyde bis stroke, 

m them he ran : 

hrtw wyndowes and doret on him, 

ke that good yeman. 

lym bounde both hande and fote, 

;pe dongeon cast. 

lesle, sayd the hve justice. 

It be hanged in hast. 

lew gallowes, sayd the sherife, 
1 1 for the make ; 
cs of Carleil shal be shatte, 
hall come in thereat. ^ 

lot heipe Clvm of the Cloughe, 
lall Adam Bell, 
f come with a thousand mo, 
le devels in hell. 

momynge the justice oprose, 
tes first gan he gon, 
undeth he to be shut full close 
?erycluMic. 

lie to the markctt place, 
he could hye ; 
lew sallous there he set up 
e pyilorye. 

amons them asked, 
aneth that gallow-tree ? 
To hang a good yeamin, 
jfiptm M CKHidesR. 



That lytle boye was the towne swyne-heard^ 

And kept lay re Alyces swine : 
Oft he had scene Cloudesle in the woodei 

And geuend hym there to dyne. 

He went out att a crevis in the wall. 
And lightly to the wood dyde gone ; 

There met he with these wightye yemeu 
Shortly and anooe. 

Alas 1 then sayde that lytle boye. 

Ye tary here all to lonee^ 
Cloudesle is taken, and cUunpned to deaths 

All readye for to honge. 

Alas ! then sayd good Adam Bell, 

That ever we see thys daye ! 
He had better with us have taryed. 

So ofte as we dyd hym praye. 

He myght have dwellyd in grene forbste. 

Under the shadowes grene. 
And have kept both hym and us in reste. 

Out of trouble and teene. 

Adam bent a ryghte good bow, 
A great hart sone had he slayne: 

Take that, chylde, he sayde, to thy dynner. 
And bryng me myne arrowe agayne. 

Now go we hence, sayde these wightye y^meo^ 

Tary we no lenger here ; 
We shall hym borowe by God his grace. 

Though we bye it full dere. 

To Carleil wente these good yemen. 
In a merry mornynge of Maye.— 

Here is a Fyt* of Cfloudeslye, 
And another is for to saye. 

Pari the Second, 

And when they came to merry Carleil, 

And in the momynge tyde. 
They founde the gates shut them untyll 

About on every side. 

Alas ! then sayd good Adam Bell, 

That ever we were made men I 
These gates be shut so wonderous wcl. 

We may not come here in. 

Then bespake him Clym of the Clough, 
Wyth a wyle we wyl us in bryng: 

Let us save we be messengers, 
Streyght come nowe from our king. 

Adam sayd, 1 have a letter written. 

Now let us wysely werke. 
We wyl saye we have the knyges seals ; 

I holde the porter no clerke. 

Then Adam Bell bete on the gate. 

With strokes great and strong ; 
The porter herde such noyse therat. 

And to the gate he throng. 

Who is there nowe, sayde the porter. 

That maketh all thys dinne } 
We be towmessengcrs,$ayde Clim of theClough, 

Be come ryght from our kyng. 

We have a letter, sayde Adam Bel, 
To the justice we must it bryng: 

Let us in our message to do. 
That we were agayne to the kyng. 

• P&rt. 
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Here cometh none in, sayd the porter. 

Be hym that dyed on a tre, 
Tyll a false thefe be hanged up 

Called Wyllyam of CloudesI^. 

Then spake the good yeman Clym of the Clough, 

And swore by Mary fre: 
An if that we stande long without, 

Lyk a thefe honge thou shalt be. 

Lo ! here we have the kyng^s seale : 

What, lurden, art thou wode? 
The porter went it had been so. 

And Iyp;htly dyd off hys hode. 

Welcome he my lordes scale, he sayde ; 

For that ye snail come in. 
He opened the gate full shortlye ; 

An euyl openyng for him. 

Now are we in, sayde Adam Bell, 

Therof we are full faine ; 
Bat (-hrist he knowes, that harowed hell. 

How we shall com out agayne. . 

Had we the keys, sayd Clim of the Clough, 
Ryght wel then should we spede. 

Then might we come out wel ynough 
When \vt se tyme and nede. 

They called the porter to counsell. 

And w range hys necke in two. 
And cast him in a dene dongeon. 

And toke hys keys nym fro. 

Now am I porter, sayd Adam Bell, 

Se, brother, the keys are here. 
The worst porter to merry Carleile 

They have had thys hundred yere. 

And now wyll we our bowes bend. 

Into the towne wyll we gp, 
Fdr to delyuer our dere hrotner. 

That lyeth in care and wo. 

Then they bent theyr good yewe bowes. 
And loked theyr stringes were raund. 

The markett place in mery Carleile 
They beset that stouod. 

And, as they loked them besyde, 

A pair ofnew g^lowes thei see. 
And the justice, with a quest of squyers. 

Had judged theyr fere to de : 

And Cloudesl^ himselfe lay in a carte. 

Fast bound both fote and hand ; 
And a stronge rope about hys necke. 

All readye for to hange. 

The justice called to hym a ladde, 
Cloiideslb clothes should he hara. 

To take the measure of that yemkn, 
Therafier to make hys grave. 

1 have sene as great manreile, sayde Cloudesle, 

As betweyne thys and pryme. 
He that makeih thys grave for me 

Hymselfe may lye iberin. 

Thou spe.ikest proudli, sayd the justice, 
I shall the hanp with my hande. 

Full well herd this his bretheren two. 
There styll as they did ttande* 



Then Cloudesle cast hb eyen asyde. 

And saw hys brethren twaine 
At a comer of the lAarket-place, 

Redy the justice for to slaine. 

I se comfort, sayd Cloudesle, 

Yet hope I weH to fare. 
If I might have my hands at wyll 

Ryght lytic wolae I care. 

Then bespake good Adam Bell 
To Clym of the Clough so free : 

Brother, se ye marke the justice wel ; 
Lo ! yonder ye may him see : 

And at the shcrife shote I ii^U 

Strongly wyth arrowe kene ; 
A better shote in mery Carleile 

Thys seven yere was not sene. 

They loosed their arrowes both at once. 

Of no man had thei dread ; 
The one hyt the justice, the other the tinajk, 

That both theyr sides gan blede. 

All men voyded, that them stode nye. 
When the justice fell to the grounde, 

And the sheryf fell hym by ; ' 

£y ther had his deathes wounde. 

All the citizens fast gan flye. 

They durst no lenger abyde : 
There lyghtly they loosed Cloudesle, 

Where he with ropes lay tyde. 

Wyllyam sterte to an officer of the Unrm^ 
His axe fro hys hand he wronge. 

On cche syde he smote them downe, 
Hym thought he taryed to long. 

Wyllyam saide to his brethren two; 

Thys daye let us lyve and de ; 
If ever you have nede as 1 have now, 

The same shall you finde by me. 

They shot so well in that tyde, 

Theyr stringes were of silke ful sure, 

That tney kept the stretes on every tide ; 
That Mtayle did long endure. 

The fought together as brethren tru, 

Lyke hardy men and bolde. 
Many a man to the ground they throe, 

And many a herte made colde. 

But when their arrowes were all gon. 

Men preced to them full fast. 
They drew their swordes then anone. 

And theyr bowes from them cast. 

They wenten lyghtlye on theyr wi¥, 
with swords and bucklers round : 

By that it was myd of the day. 
They made mani a wound. 

There was many a nout*horne in Ctri^k 
bio wen, 

And the belles backward did ryng, 
Many a woman sayde, Alas 1 

And many theyr haildes did wiyog. 

The mayre of Carleile forth was com, 

Wyth hym a full ^reat route : 
These yemen dred him full sore. 

Of tneir lyves they siode in doatc 
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3rre came amml a full great pace, 
a pollaxe in hys hande ; 
strong man wyth him was, 
: in that stowre to stande. 

yre smot at Cloudesl^ with his bil, 

lucler he brast in two, 

ny a yeman with great evyll, 

they ciyed for wo. 
re the gates fast, they bad, 
these traytours thereout not go. 

3r nought was that the wrought, 
» faste they downe were layde, 
y all thrc, that so manfulh fought, 
gotten without, abraide. 

re your keys, sayd Adam Bel, 
onice I here forsake, 
»'0u do by my counsel], 
? porter do ye make. 

V theyr keys at theyre heads, 
ode them well to thryve, 
that letteth any |ood yeman 
(n and comfort his wyfe. 

these good yemen gon to the wod, 

fehtly, as lefe on lynde ; 

;h and be roerv in theyre mode, 

foes wer ferr behind. 

m they came to the old Englishe wode, 
the trusty tre, 
ey found oowes full good, 
rrowes full great plenty^. 

nc help, sayd Adam Bell, 
)lym ot the (.'lough so fre, 
we were in nicry Carleile, 
that fayre meyu^. 

tliem downe, and made good chere, 
ite and dranke full well. — 
1 Fvt of ihe wiffhty yeomen : 
er 1 wyll you tell. 

Pari ihe Third. 

lat in Englyshe wood, 

the green-wode tre, 

ught they heard a woman wepe, 

r they niought not se. 

I syghed the fayre Alyce : 
vcr I sawe thys daye ! 
i is my derc husband slayne : 
and wel!-a-day ! 

lave spoke with his dere brethren, 
h cyther of them twayne, 
them what him txrfefl, 
irt were out of payne. 

walk'd a httlc beside, 
under the green-wood linde, 
fare of his wife, and children thre, 
3 in harte and mynde. 

, wyfe, then sayd Wyllyam, 
this trusti tre: 

esterday, by sweete saynt John, 
houlde me never have see. 

rtl b me that ye be here, 
te is out of wo." 
: sayde, be mery and glad, 
inke my bietmen two. 



I Herof to speake, said Adam BeU, 
Iwis it IS no bote : 
The meate that we must supp withaU, 
It runnetli yet fast on fote. 

Then went they downe into a laande. 

These noble archares thre ; 
Eche of them slew a liart of greece. 

The best that they could se. 

Have here the best, Alvce my wyfe, 

Sayde Wyllyam of Cloudeslye ; 
By cause ye so bouklly stnde l^ me. 

When I was sbyne full nye. 

Then went they to theyr supp^re 
Wyth suche meate as thev had ; 

And thanked God of their fortune. 
They were both mery and glad. 

And when thei had supped well, 

Certaih wythouten lease, 
Cloudesl^ sayd. We wyll to our kyng. 

To get us a charter of peace. 

Alyce shal be at our scjournyng. 

In a nunnery here besyde; 
My tow sons shall wyth her go. 

And there they shall abyde. 

Myne eldest son shall go wyth me ; 

For hym have you no care ^ 
And he shall breiis you worde agayo. 

How that we all do fare. 

Thus be these yemen to London gone. 

As fast as they might he*, 
Tyll they came to tlie kyng*s pUkce, 

Where they wonld nedes be. 

And whan they came to the kyng^ courte. 

Unto the pellace-gate. 
Of no man wold they ask no leave. 

But boldly went in therat. 

The preced prestly, went into the hall, 

Ot no man had they dreade : 
The porter came after, and dyd them call. 

And with them gan to chyde. 

The usher sayde, \ emen, what would ye have ? 

I pray you tell to me : 
You mygnt thus make o£Fycers shent : 

Good tyrs, of whence' be ye ? 

Syr, we be outlawea of the forest, 

Certayne wtthouten lea^te : 
And hether we be come to our kyng. 

To get us a charter of peace. 

And whan they came before the kyng. 

As it was the lawe of the lande. 
They kneied downe without letiyng. 

And eche held up his hand. 

The sayed. Lord, wc beche the here. 

That ye will graunt us grace: 
For we have slayne your fat falow-dere 

In many a sondry place. 

What be your uams, then said oar kyng, 

Aiione that you tell me ? 
They said, Adam Bell, C'lim of the CkKwbj 

And Wyllyam of CloudeJ^. 

* Hie. hiilma 
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Beye those theves, then sayd our kyng. 

That men have tolde of to me ? 
Here to God I make an avowe. 

Ye shall be hanged all thre. 

Ye shal be dead without mercy. 

As I am kvnge of this lande. 
He commancleth his officers every one. 

Fast on them to lay hande. 

There they toke these good yemen. 

And arrested them all thre : 
So may 1 thryve, said Adam Bell, 

Thys game lyketh not me. 

But, good lorde, we beseche you now. 

That yee graunt us grace, 
Insomuche as frel^ to you we comen. 

As frel^ fro you to passe. 

With such weapons as we have here, 

Tvll we be out of your place ; 
And^f we lyve this nundreth yerc. 

We wyll aske you no grace. 

Ye speake proudly, sayd the kynge ; 

Ye shall be hanged all thre. 
That were great pity, then said the quene. 

If any grace myght be. 

My lorde, when I came fyrst into this lande 

To be your wedded wyfe. 
The fyrst boone that I wold aske. 

Ye wold graunt it me belyfe : 

And I never asked none tyll now ; 

Then, ^ood lorde, graunt it me. 
Now ask It, madam, said the kynge. 

And graunted it shall be. 

Then, good my lord, I you beseche. 

These yemen graunt ye me. 
Madame, ye myght have.asked a boone 

That should tmve been worth them all three. 

Ye myght have asked tow res and townes, 

Parlces and forests plenty ; 
But none soe pleasant to my. pay, shee sayd ; 

Nor none so lefe to me. 

Madame, sith it is your desire. 

Your asking graunted shal be ; 
But I had lever have geven you 

Good market townes thre. 

The quene was a glad woman. 

And sayde. Lord, gramarcy^ ; 
I dare undertake for them 

That true men they slial be. 

But, good my lord, speke some mery word. 

That comfort they may se. 
I graunt you grace, then sayd our kyng, 

Washe, felos, and to meate go ye. 

They had not setten but a whyle 

Certayne without lesynge. 
There came messengers out of the north 

With letters to our kyng. 

And whan they came before the kynge, 
Th^ knelt aowne on thcyr kne ; 

Sayd, Lord, your officers grete you well« 
Of Cadeile in the north contr^. 



How fareth my justice, sayd the kyng, 

And my shcrife also ? 
Syr, they b<i slayne, without leasynge. 

And many an officer mo. 

Who hath them slayne ? sayd the kyng: 

Anone thou tell to me. 
Adam Bell, and Clim of the Clough, 

And Wyllyam of Cloudesl^. 

Alas for rewth ! then sayd our kynge. 

My hart is wonderous sore ; 
I had lever than a thousuxie poande, 

I had known of thys before ; 

For I have graunted them grace. 

And that forthynketh me : 
But had 1 knowen all thys before. 

They had been hanged all thre. 

The kyng he opened the letter anone, 

Himselfe he read it thro*. 
And founde how these outlawes had slaioe 

Thre hundred men and mo : 

Fyrst the justice, and the sheryfe. 
And the mayre of Carleile towne; 

Of all the constables and catchipolles, 
A lyve were scant ltd one. 

The bay lyes and the bedyls both. 
And the sergeaunte ot the law. 

And forty fosters of the fe. 
These outlawes had yslaw. 

And broke his parks, and slayne his deic; 

Of all they cnose the best i 
So perelous outlawes as they were. 

Walked not by easte or west. 

When the kyng this letter had red. 

In harte he syghed sore : 
Take up the tables anone, he bad. 

For I may eat no more. 

The kyng called hys best archars. 
To the buttes with him to go: 
I wyl see these felowes shote, he sayd, 
I In the north have wrought this wo. 

The kynges bowmen busket them blyr^ 

. And the queues archers also : 
So dyd these thre wyghtye yemen ; 
With them they thought to go. 

There twise or thryse they shote about. 

For to assay theyr hande -, 
There was no shote those yemen shot 

That any prycke* myght stand. 

Then spake Wyllyam of CloudesU * 

By him that for me dyed, 
I hold him never no good archar. 

That shoteth at buttes so wyde. 

" At what a butte now wold ye shote, 

I pray thee tell to me ?" 
At such a but, syr, he sayd. 

As men use in my countr^. 

Wyllyam went into a fyeld. 

With his two brether^ne : 
There they set up two hasell roddes. 

Full twenty score betwene. 

• Maik. 
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lim an archar, said Cloodeal^, 
yonder wand cleveth in two. 
none suche, sayd the kyng, 
none that can so do. 

issave, sir, sayd Cloudesly, 
lat I farther go. 
ly with a bearding arowe 
: the wand in two. 

t the best archer, then said the king, 
whc, that ever I see. 
for your love, sayd Wyllyam, 
i do more mastery. 

i Sonne is seven yeare olde, 
to me full deare ; 
lym tye to a stake ; 
lall se, that be here ; 

an apple upon hys head, 
50 syxe score hym fro, 
ay seife with a broad arbw 
cleave the apple in two. 

iste the, then said the king ; 
rm that dyed on a tre, 
hou do not as thou hast sayde, 
cd shalt thou be. 

I touche his head or gowne, 
rht that men may se, 
he sa3n;tes that be in heaven, 
1 hange you all thre. 

lave promised, said Wyllyam, 
wyll 1 never forsake. 
;re even before the kynge 
t earth he dnne a stake : 

ind thereto his eldest sonnc, 
)ad hym stand s^ll thereat; 
ned the childes face him fro, 
tse he should not sterte. 

e upon his head he set, 
hen his bowe he bent ; 
•re paces they were out mete, 
hether Cloudcsle went. 

e drew out a fayr brode arrowe, 
lowe was great and longe ; 
hat arrowe in his bowe, 
was both styfTe and stronge. 

id the people that wer there, 
ihey all still wold stand, 
bat shoteth for such a wager 
eth a stedfast hand. 

eople prayed for Cloudesl^, 
bis lyfe saved myght be; 
an he made him redy to shote, 
was many a weeping ee. 

odesl^ cleft the apple in twaine, 
mne he did not nee. 
xls forebode, sayde the kyoge, 
thou shold shote at me. 

lee eightene pence a day, 
ny bowe shaft thou here, 
sr all the north G0untr^» 
e the chyfo lyd^ic 



And I thyrtei^ pence a day> said the quene^ 

By God and by my fay ; 
Come feche thy pyment when thou wylt. 

No man shall say the nay. 

Wyllyam, I make the aoentleman 

Ofclothyng, and of fe : 
And thy two breathren, yemenof mvcbaajne. 

For they are so semely to se. 

Your Sonne, for he is tendre of age. 

Of my wyne-seller he shall be t 
And when ne cometh to man's estate. 

Shall better avaunced be. 

And, Wyllyam, bring to me your wifc^ 

Me longeth her sore to se ; 
She shall be my chefe gentlewoman. 

To gpvem my nurserye. 

Tlieycmen thanketh them courteously: 

To some bishop wyl we wend. 
Of all the sypnes that wc have Aatp 

To be assoylM at his hand. 

So forth be gone these good yemen. 

As fast as they might be ; 
And after came and dwelled with the kynga^ 

And dyed good men all three. 

Thus endeth the lives of these good yemeo« 

God send them eternal blysse ; 
And all that with a hand-bowe shoteth. 

That of heaven they never mysae. Amen. 



§ 106. Song. WiUow, willow t willow* 

It is from the following stanaas that Sbakspeart has 
taken his song of the WiUov in hit Othello, A. 4. s. S. 
thouflh somewhat varied, and ipnliod by him to a 
femafe character. He makes Desaemona 'fftrff^ift 
it in this pathetic and afiecting manner: 

My mother had a mkid call*d Barbarie ; 
She was in love ; and he she lov*d forsook her. 
And she prov*d mad. She had a aong of WUlov^ 
An old thing 'twas, but it ezprets'd Imt fortnae : 
And she dyed singing it' 
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A POOR soule sat sighing under a ticamoie tree* 

O willow, willow, willow I 
With his hand on his bosom, his head 00 lik 
knee; 

O willow, willow, willow I 

O willow, willow, willow 1 
Sing, O the greene willow shall be my firlaodl 

He sighed in his singing, and after each groot^ 

O willow, &c. 
I am dead to all pleasure, my true-love is fpTM% 

O willow, &c. 
Sing, O the greene willow, &c. 

My love is turned ; untrue the doth prove: 

O willow, &c. 
She renders me nothing but hate for mj love. 

O willow. Sec. 
Sing, O the greene willow, lee. 

O mtty nie (cried he) ye loveft» each one $ 

O willow, &c. 
Her heart's hard as iiiarble,fha rues aomj] 

O willow, &c. 
Siogb O the graeoe w UWiTt te» 
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The cold streams ran by him^ his eyes wept 
apace ; 
O willow, &c. 
The salt tears fell from him, which drowned 
his face. -^ 

O willow, &c. * 
Sing, O the greene willow, &c. 

The mute birds sat by him, made tame by his 
mones : 
O willow, &c. 
The salt tears fell from him^ which softened 
the stones. 
O willow, &c. 
Sing, Q the greene willow, &c. 

Let nobody blame me, her scornes I do prove : 

O willow, &c. 
She was borne, to be faire 3 I to die for her 
love. 

O willow0&c. 
Sing, O the greene willow, &c. 

that beauty should harbour a heart that's so 

hard I 

O willow, &c. 
My true love rejecting without all regard. 

O willow, &c. 
Sing, O the greene willow, &c. 

Let Love no more boast him in palace or 
bower j 

O willcjw, &c. 
For women are trothles, and flote in an houre. 

O willow, &c. 
Sing, O the greene willow, &c. 

But what helps complaining ? In vain I com- 
plain : 
O willow, &c. 

1 must patiently suffer her scome and disdaine. 
O willow, &c. 

Sing, O the greene willow, &c. 

Come, all you forsaken, and sit down by me ; 

O willow, &c. 
He that plaines of his false love, nune*8 falser 
tnan she. 

O willow, &c. 
Sing, O the greene willow, &c. 

The willow wreath weare I, since my love did 
fleet; 

O willow, &c. 
A cirland for kivers forsaken most meete. 

O willow, &c. 
Sing, O the greene willow shall be my garland ! 
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willow, willow, willow ! the willow garH^nd, 
O willow, &c. 

A signe of her falsenesse, before me doth stand: 

O willow, &c. 
Sing, O the greene willow, &c. 

As here it doth bid to despaire and to dye, 

O willow, &c. 
So han^ it, friends, ore me in grave where I lye. 

O willow, &c. 
Sing, O the greene willow, &c. 

In grave where I rest mee, bang this to the view, 

O willow, &c. 
Of all that doe know her, to blaze her untroc 

O willow, &c. 
Sing, O the greene willow, &c. 

With these words engraven, as epitaph meet, 

O willow, &c. 
'' Here lyes one drank |X)yson for potion most 
sweet.** 

O willow, &c. 
Sing, O the greene willow, &c. 

Though she thus unkindly hath scorned my kve, 

O willow, &c. 
And carelessly smiles at the sorrowes I pro?e: 

O willow, &c. 
Sing, O the greene willow, &c. 

1 cannot against her unkindly exclaim, 
O willow, &c. 

Cause once well I lov*d her, and hoDour*d her 
name. 
O willow, &c. 
Sing, O the greene willow, &c. 

The name of her sounded so sweet in mineeaiCi 

O willow, &c. 
Itraisd my heart lightly, the nameofmydeare. 

O willow, &c. 
Sing, O the greene willow, &c. 

As then 'twas my comfort, it now is mygrirfe; 

O willow, &c. 
It now brings me anguish, then brought me 
reliete. 

O willow, &c. 
Sing, O the greene willow, &c. 

Farewell, faire false-hearted : plaints end with 
my breath ! 
O willow, willow, willow I 
Thou dost loath me. Hove thee, thougficaaK 
of my death. 
O willow, willow, willow ! 
O willow, willow, willow ! 
Sing, O the greene willow shall be my gailaud' 



Pari the Second, 

Lowe layd by my sorrow, begot by disdaine, 

G wiftow, willow, willow ! 
Against her too cruell, still, still I complaine, 

O willow, willow, willow ! 

O willow, willow, willow 1 
Sing, O the greene willow shall be my garlknd ! 

O love too injurious, to wound my poor heart ! 

O willow, &c. 
To suffer the triumph, and joy in my smart, 

O willow, &c. 
Sing, O the greene willow, £cc« 



§ 107. Barbara Allen's Cruelty, 

In Scarlet towne, where I was borne. 
There was a fair maid dwellin. 

Made every youth crye, Wel-awayel 
Her name was Barbara Allen. 

All in the merrye month of Maye, 
When greene buds they were swellin, 

Young Jemmyc Grove on hb death-bed la/y 
For love of Barbara Alien, 
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man unto her then, 
»wn where shec was dwellin ^ 
ome to my master deare, 

name belBarbara Allen. 

' printed on his face, 
lis hartc is stealin : 
away to comfort him, 
Barh.ir.i Allen. 

ith hi- primed on his face, 
t\i> harte is stealin : 
Ntrr shall he bee 
i\ Barbara Allen. 

slowly, she came up, 
'ly she came nye him ; 
sayd, when there she came^ 
lan, I think y 're dying. 

is face unto her strait, 
dive sorrow sighing ; 
lid, come pity mee, 
lydi-aih-bed lying. 

leath-bed you doe lye, 
.•<1n the tale you are tellin ? 
?p you from your death ; 
sayd Barbara Allen. 

lis face unto tlie wall, 
pangs he fell in : 
Ml ! adieu to all ! 
•'■arbara Allen! 

walking ore the fields, 
I the bt'lls a knellin ^ 
truke did seem to saye, 
ye Barl)ara Allen. 

tier bod)c round about, 

I the cor|)se a coming ; 

lave down the corps, she sayd, 
ly look upon him. 

ful eye she looked downe, 
( with laughter swellin; 
icr friends crved out amaine, 
f Barbara Allen. 

as dead, and laid in grave, 
was struck with sorrowc. 
uother, make my bed, 

II dye to-morrowe. 

creature, him to slight, 
d me so dearlye : 
1 been more kind to him, 

was alive and ncare roe ! 

death-bed as she laye, 
tc buried by him ; 
lenied of the daye 
Jid ere denye him. 

le said, ye virgins all, 
the fault I fell in; 
take warning by the fall 
Barbara Allen. 



Frolkktome Duke, or (he Tinker" t 
good Fortune, 

ballad is upon the umc tobieet as tlie 
8 h t W i pct re*a Taming of tbe Shiew: 



whether it may be thought to have loggasted the 
hint to the dramatic poet, or is not iitber of later 
date, the reader must determine. 

Tbe story is told of Philip the Good, Duke of Bur- 
gundy ; and is thus related ||r an okl Snglish writer : 
** The said Duke, at the marrlace of Eksonora, sister 
to the King of Portugall, at Bruges, in Flanden, 
which was solemnized in the deepe of winter ; when 
as by reason of unseasonable weather he could neither 
hawke nor hunt, and was now tired with cards, dice, 
&c. and such other domestic sports, or to sec ladies 
dance ; with some of his courtiers, he would in the 
evening waike disguised all about the towne. It so 
fortuned, as he was walking late one night, be foimd 
a country fdlow dead drunken snorting onabuflce; 
he caused his followers to bring him to his palace, 
and there stripping him of his old clothes, waA at- 
tyring him after the court ftshion, when he awakened, 
he and they were all ready to attend upon his excel- 



lency, and persuade him that he was sMsegreat duke. 

he one there, 



The poor fellow, admiring how 
served in state all day long : after supper, he saw 
them dance, heard musicke, and all the rest of those 
court- like pleasures : but late at night, when he was 
well tippled, and again faste aakepe^ they put on his 
old robes, and so conveyed him to the place where 
they first found him. Now tbe fellow had not made 
them so good sport the day before, as he did now, 
when he returned to himself: all the Jest was to see 
how he looked upon it In conclusion, after some 
little admiration, the poor man told his friends he 
had seena vision; constantly believed it ; would not 
otherwise be persuaded, and ao the Jest ended.*' 
Burton's Anatomy of Melancholy, pCS. secLS. 
memb. 4. 2d ed. 1624, foL 

Now as fame does report, a youne duke 
keeps a court, [sport : 

One that pleases his fancy with frolicksome 
But amons all the rest, here is one I protest. 
Which will make you to smile when you hear 
the true iest. [ground, 

A poor tinker he found lying drunk on the 
As secure in a sleep as if laid in a swound. 

The duke said to his men, William, Richard, 

and Ben, 
Take him home to my palace, we *11 sport with 

him then. [conv^*d 

0*er a horse he was laid, and with care soon 
To the palace, although he was poorly arrayd : 
Then they stript off his clothes, Doth nis shirt, 

shoes, and hose, 
And'tliey put him to bed for to take hb repoie. 

Having puU'd off his shirt, which was all over 
dirt, [no great hurt : 

They did give him clean Holland, which wa^ 
On a bed of soft down, like a lord of renown. 
They did lay him to sleep the drink out of his 

crown. 
In the morning when day, thenadmirtnghe lay. 
For to sec the rich chamber both gaudy and gay. 

Now he lay somethiog late, in hb rich bed of 

state, [wait ; 

Till at last knights and squires they on him did 

And the chamberbin bare then did iikewbe 

declare. 
He desired to know what apparel he*d wear: 
The poor tinker amai'd» on iKeyntleman fft'i. 
And admired how he to his hmtor was nu*d. 
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Though he leeni'd something mute, yet he 

chose a rich suit. 
Which he straitways put on without longer 

dispute ; {j^J^* 

With a sur on ead^side, which the tinker oft 
And it seemM for to swell him no little with 

pride ; [wife ? 

For he said to himself. Where is Joan my sweet 
Sure she never did see me so fine in her life. 

From a convenient place the right duke his 

good zrace 
Did observe his behaviour in every case. 
To a garden of state on the tinker they wait. 
Trumpets sounding before him ; thought he, 

Thb b great : Tview, 

Where an hour or two pleasant walks he did 
With commanders and squires in scarlet and 

blue. 

A fine dinner was drest, both for him and his 

guests; 
He was plac*d at the table above all the rest. 
In a rich chair or bed, lined with fine crimson 

red, 
. With a rich golden canopy over his head : 
As he sat at his meat the music play*d sweet. 
With the choicest of singing, his joys to com- 
plete. 

While the tinkerdiddine,hehad plenty of wine. 
Rich canary and sherry, and tent superfine. 
Like a right honest soul, faith, he took o£f his 

bowl. 
Till at last he began for to tumble and roll 
From his chair to the floor, where he sleeping 

did snore. 
Being seven times drunker than ever before. 

Then the duke did ordaine, they should strip 

him amain. 
And restore him his old leather garments again : 
*Twas a point next the worst, yet perform it 

they must, [him^ at first; 

And they carried him straight where they found 
Then he slept all the night, as indeed well he 

might ; [flight. 

But when he did waken his joys took their 

For his glory to him so pleasant did seem. 
That he thought it to be but a mere golden 

dream ; [he sought 

Till at length he was brought totheduke, where 
Forapardon, as fearing he*d set him at nought; 
But his hishneis he said. Thou *rt a jolly bold 

blade, 
Sncb a frolic before I think never was play*d. 

Then his highness bespoke him a new suit and 

cloke, [joke ; 

Which he gave for the sake of this frc^icksome 
Nay, and five hundred pound, with ten acres of 

ground: '' [round. 

Thou snaltn«ii|r» said he, range the counteries 
Crying, OldbnM to mend ; for I '11 be thy good 

friend, 
Kay, and Joan thy sweet wife shall my duchess 

attend. 



EXTRACTS, BoosIT. 

Then the tinker iieplied. What! must Join ay 
sweet bride. 

Be a lady, in chariots of pleasure to ride? 

Must we have gold and land ev*ry day at com- 
mand? 

Then I shall be a squire I well understand: 

Well, I thank your good grace, and your km 
I embrace; 

I was never before in so happy a case. 



§ log. Song. Death's Jinal Cw^uitL 

These fine moral stansas were origioaDy iatadsd kt 
a solemn funeral song in a play of James SUrkj'i 
intided, The Contention of Ajaz and UI7W1 
Shirley flourished as a dramatic writer early ia tbe 
reign of Charles L but he outlived the RotoialiBS. 
His death happened OcLSS, 16^ set 7S. Itiiflii 
to have been a £ivourite song with Kii^ OkadalL 

The glories of our bil'th and state 

Are shadows, not substantial thtngi; 
There is no armor against fate: 
Death lays his icy tiands on kings: 
Sceptre and crown 
Must tumble down. 
And in the dust be equal made 
With the poor crooked si the and spade. 

Some men with swords may reap the field, 
And plant fresh laurels where they kill; 
But their strong nerves at last most yidd, 
They tame but one another still. 
Early or late 
Thejr stoop to fate. 
And must give up their murmuring bfcilby 
When they, pale captives, creep to deslb. 

The garlands wither on your brow; 

Then boast no more your mighty dedi : 
Upon death's purple altar now 
See where the victor victim bleeds. 
All heads must come 
To the cold tomb : 
Only the actions of the just 
Smell sweet, and blossom, in the doit. 



§ 1 10. Song, Smollett. 

To fix her, 'twere a task as vain 
To count the April drops of rain. 
To sow in Afric s barren soil. 
Or tempests hold within a toil. 

I know it, friend, she's light as air, 
False as the fowler's artful snare. 
Inconstant as the passing wind. 
As winter's dreary frost unkiruL 

She *s such a miser too in love. 
Its joys she'll neither share nor prorc; 
Though hundreds of gallants await 
From her victorious eyes their fate. 

Blushing at such inglorious reign, 
I sometimes strive to break my chaifi) 
My reason summofi to mv aid, 
mdve no note to be bAqr'^ 
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] ! 'tis but a short-livM trance, 
by one enchanting glance ; 
but look, and I confess 
ks coiB|)letety-curse or bless. 

» elegant, so fair, 

^thing more than human *s there: 

bmit, for strife is vain ; 

tiny that forg'd the chain. 

§ 111. Song. Giideroy, 

itnoai robber, who lived about the middle of 
century; if we niMy credit the bistoriet and 
»k« of highwavmen, which relate many im- 
fe«t$ of him, a> bis robbinu Cardinal Rit he- 
•'rCrorawrll &c But thete stories have pro- 
ne Iter authuntj than the records of Grub- 

>Y was a bonnie boy, 
ses tull his shoonc, 
ings were of silken soy, 
riers hanging doune ; 
weene, a couielie sight, 
sae trim a boy; 
.ly joy and heart*s delight, 
iidsome Giideroy. 

twe charming een he had, 
th as sweet as rose ; 

ware a Highland plaid, 
itly silken clothes. 
I the luve of ladies gay, 
'ir tull him was coy, 
: is mee ! I mourn the day, 
f dear Giideroy. 

;roy and 1 were born 
n one toun together ; 
: were seven years beforn 
n to luve each other ; 
ies and our mammies thay 
tiird wi* inickle ioy, 
upon the bridal clay 
: me and Giideroy. 

eroy, that luve of mine, 
faith, 1 freely bought 
ig sark of Holland fine 
Iken flowers wrought : 
;ied me a wedding-ring, 
1 I receiv'd with joy, 
nor lassie eir could sing 
ae and Giideroy. 

kle joy we sfieniour prime, 
e were baith sixteen, 
we past the langsome time 
g the leaves sae green : 
ie banks we*d sit us thair, 
weetly kiss and tov ; 
inds gay wad decK my hair 
indsome Giideroy. 

t he still had been content 
le to lead his life ; 

his manfu* heart was bent 
r in feats of strife ! 
io many a venturous deed 
tira^ oauld wad try ; 
r this gim mine heart to bktd 
ydearGSdocj. 



And when of me his leave he tuik. 

The tears they wet mine ee ; 
I gave tull him a parting luik, 

*' My henison gang wi* thee 1 
God spee^ thee weil, miiMpin dear hearty 

For gane is all my joy; 
My heart is rent, sith we maun part. 

My handsome Giideroy!** 

My Gilderov, baith far and near, 
• Was fear d in ev'ry toun. 
And bauldly bare away the gear 

Of many a lawland loun : 
Nane eir durst meet him roan to man. 

He was sae brave a boy; 
At length wi* numbers he was tane. 

My winsome Giideroy. 

Wae worth the loun that made the laws. 

To hang a man for gear. 
To reave of life for ox or ass. 

For sheep, or bone, or mare : 
Had not their laws been made lae ttrick, 

I neir had lost my joy; 
Wi* sorrow neir had wat my cheek 

For my dear Giideroy. 

Giff Giideroy had done amisse. 

He mought hac banisht been ; 
Ah, what sair cruelty is this. 

To bane sike handsome men I 
To hang the flower o* Scottish land, 

Sae sweet and fair a boy; 
Nae lady had so white a hand 

As thee, my Giideroy. 

Of Giideroy sae fraid they were, 

Thqr bound him uiickle strong, 
Tull £denburrow they led him thair. 

And on a gallows hung : 
They hung him high aboon the rest. 

He was so trim a boy: 
Thair dyed the youth whom I laed beat. 

My handsome Giideroy. 

Thus having yielded up his breath, 

I bare his corpse away; 
Wi* tears, that trickled for his death, 

I washt his comelye clay; 
And siker in a grave sne deep 

I laid the dear-lued boy. 
And now for evir maun 1 weep 

My winsome Giideroy. 



§ 1 1 2. Song, Bryan and Pereene, a fFest- 
Indian Ballad, founded on a real Fad ihat 
happened in the Island of Si, Chrislophert, 

Graivobr. 

The north-east wind did briskly blow. 

The ship was safely moor d ; 
Youns Bryan thought the boat*s crew slow. 

Aim 80 ieap*d overboard. 

Pereene, the pride of Indian dames, 

Kb heart ion^ held in thrall ; 
And whoso his imnatience bbmea, 

I wotyMtr Iot4 ai alL 
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A long long year, one month and day. 

He dwelt on English land ; 
Nor once in thought or deed would stray. 

Though ladies so^ht his hand. 

For Bryan he was iRi and strong. 
Right blythesome rollM his een ; 

Sweet was his voice whene'er he sung: 
He scant had twenty seen. 

But who the countless charms can draw. 

That graced his mistress true ? 
Such charms the old world seldom saw. 

Nor oft, I ween, the new : 

Her raven hair plays round her neck. 

Like tendrils of the vine ; 
Her cheeks red dewy roae-buds deck. 

Her eyes like diamonds shine. 

Soon as his well-known ship she spied. 

She cast her weeds away ; 
And to the pulmy shore she hied. 

All in her best array. 

In sea-green silk so neatly clad 

She tnere impatient stood ; 
The crew with wonder saw the lad 

Repel the foaming flood. 

Her hands a handkerchief display'd. 

Which he at parting gave ; 
Well plea8*d the token he survey*d. 

And manlier beat the wave. 

Her fair companions one and all 

Rejoicing erowd the strand ; 
For now her lover swam in call. 

And almost isuch'd the land. 

Then through the white sur( did she haste. 

To clasp her lovely swain ; 
When, ah ! a shark bit through his waist : 

His heart's blood dyed the main ; 

He shrieked ! Ms half sprang from the wave. 

Streaming with purple gore ; 
And soon it found a living grave. 

And, ah ! was seen no more. 

Now haste, now haste, ye maids, I pray. 

Fetch water from the spring : 
She &lls, she swoons, she dies away. 

And soon her knell they ring. 

Now each May-morning round her tomb. 

Ye fair, fresii flowrets strew ; 
So may your lovers scape his doom. 

Her helpless fate scape you ! 



§113. Song. Gentle fiver, gcnile river : trans- 
laledfrom the Spanisk. Perot. 

Aldiough the English ue remarkable for the number 
and variety of their ancient balladt, and retain perhaps 
a greater toodnem for these old simple rhapsodies of 
their anreito's than most other nations, they are not 
the only |>eople who have distinguished themselves by 
compositions of this kind. The Spaniards have great 
rouhitudes of them, many of which are of the highest 
merit. They call them in their laognas^ Romances. 
Most of them relate to their conflicts with the Moors, 
and display a spirit of gallantry peculiar to that lo- 
loaiitic people* The two foUowmg are qpectmeiis* 



Gentlb river, g^tle river, 

Lo, thy streams are stained with gore ; 
Many a Brave and noble captain 

Floats along thy wiIlow*a shore. 

All beside thy limpid waters. 
All beside thy sand so bright, 

Moorish chiefs, and Christian warriors. 
Joined in fierce and mortal fight. 

Lords and dukes, and noble princes. 
On thy fatal banks were srain : 

Fatal banks, that gave to slaughter 
All the pride and flow*r of Spain ! 

There the hero, brave Alonzo, 
Full of wounds and glory died j 

There the fearless Urdiales 
Fell a victim by his side. 

Lo ! where yonder Oon Saavedra 
Through their squadrons slow retirts; 

Proud Seville his native city. 
Proud Seville his worth admires. 

Close behind, a renegado 

Loudly shouts, with taunting cry: 
Yield thee, yield thee, Don Saaveara ! 

Dost thou from the battle fly ? 

Well I know thee, haughty Christian, 
Long I liv*d beneath thy roof; 

Oft I've in the lists of ^lory 
Seen thee win the prize of proofl 

Well I know thy aged parents. 
Well thy blooming bride I know ; 

Seven years 1 was thy captive. 
Seven years of pain and woe. 

May our Prophet grant my wishes. 
Haughty chief, thou shalt be mine: 

Thou shalt drink that cup of sorrow 
Which I drank when 1 was thine. 

Like a lion turns the warrior. 
Back he «ends an angry glare : 

Whizzing came the Moorish javelin. 
Vainly whizzing through the air. 

Back the hero full of fury 

Sent a deep and mortal wound : 

Instant sunk the retiegado 
Mute and lifeless on the ground. 

With a thousand Moors surrounded. 
Brave Saavedra st^pds at bay : 

Wearied out, but never daunted. 
Cold at length the warrior lay. 

Near him fighting, great Alonzo 
Stout resists the paynim bands ; 

From his slaughter d steed dismounted, 
Firm intrenched behind him stands. 

Furious press the hostile squadron. 

Furious he repels their rage. 
Loss of blood at length enfeebles : 

Who can war with thousands wage? 

Where yon rock the plain o*ershadovrf. 
Close beneath its foot retir d. 

Fainting sunk the bleeding hero. 
And without a groan cxplr*d. 
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AlcanuiT and Zaida, a Moorish Tale: 
ted from the Spanish, Percy. 

blow the evcTMDg breezes, 
fall the dews of night ; 
valks the Moor Alcanzor, 
ing ev*ry glare of light. 

ilace lives fair Zaida, 
1 he loves with flame so pure : 
she of Moorish ladies, 
oung and noble Moor. 

for th* appointed minnte, 

paces to and fro : 

now, now moving forwards, 
imes quick, and sometimes slow. 

i fear alternate tease him, 
sighs with heartfelt care. 
1 youth, to yonder window 
steps the tim*rous fair. 

«ms the moon*s fair lustre 
; lost benighted swain, 
1 silvery bright she rises, 
g mountain, gro\*e, and pUin. 

*ems the sun*s full glory 
! dinting seaolan s eyes, 
ome horrid storm dispersing, 
le wave his radiance flies. 

>iiaaiid times more lovely 
r longing lovers sight, 
If-seen the beauteous maiden 
^ the glimmerings of the night. 

tands the anxious lover, 
lering forth a gentle sigh : 
sep thee, lovely lady ! 
te, am I doom d to die ? 

, the dreadful story 
1 thy damsel tells my page, 
luc*^ by sordid riches, 
wilt sell thy bloom to age ? 

>rd from Antiquera 
em father brings along ; 
t thou, inconstant Zaida, 
ronscnt my love to wrong? 
€, now plainly tell me, 
lus trifle with my woes ; 
then from me the secret 
1 the world so clearly knows. 

igh'd the conscious maiden, 

the pearly tears descend ; 

lord, too true the story ; 
Mir tender loves most end. 

I friendship is discover d, 
ire known our mutual rows ; 
riends are full of fury; 
I of passion shake the house. 

reproaches, fears, surround me; 
*m father breaks my heart ; 
wt how dear it costs me, 
tot youth, from thee to part. 

wounds of hostile fury 
have rent our house and thine ; 
sn did thy shining merit 
hn tender heart of mine ! 



Well thou kiiow*tt how dear I lofv*d thee^ 
Spite of all their hateful pride. 

Though I fear*d my haughty father 
Ne er would let me be thy bride. 

Well thou know* St what 4hel chidiiigi 
Oft I *ve from my mother borne. 

What I've suffer'd here to meet thee 
Still at eve and early mom. 

I no longer may resist them ; 

All to force my hand combine | 
And to-morrow to thy rival 

Thb weak frame I must resign. 

Yet think not thy faithful 2^aida 
Can survive so great a wrong ; 

Well my breaking heart assures me 
That my woes will not be long. 

Farewell then, my dear Alcantor ! 

Farewell too my life with thee 1 
Take this scarf, a parting token ; 

When thou wear*st it, think on me. 

Soon, lov*d jroQth, some worthier maiden 
Shall reward thy gen'rous tmth ; 

Sometimes tell her how thy 21aida 
Died for thee in prime of youth. 

To him, all amaz*d, confounded. 
Thus she did her woes impart ; 

Deep he sigVd ; then cried, O Zaida^ 
Ek> not, do not break my heart ! 

Canst thou think I thus will lose thee? 

Canst thou hold my love so small ? 
No; a thousand times 1*11 oerish! 

My curst rival too shall (all. 

Canst thou, wilt thou, yield thus to them ? 

O break forth, and fly to me ! 
This fond heart shall bleed to save thee. 

These fond arms shall shelter the«b 

*Tls in vain, in vain, Alcanzor ; 

Spies surround me, bars secure : 
Scarce I steal this last dear moment. 

While my damsel keeps th#door. 

Hark, I hear my father storming ! 

Hark, I hear my mother chide 1 
I must ^o ; farewell for ever ! 

Gracious Alia be thy guide ! 



§ 1 16. King Edward IF. and the Tanner of 

Tamworih. 

In summer time when leaves grow grcenc. 

And blossoms bedecke the tree. 
King Edward wolde a hunting ryde, 

Somme pastime for to see. 

With hawke and hounde he made him bowne/ 
With horne, and eke with bowe ^ 

To Drayton Basset he took his waye. 
With all his lordes arowe. 

And he had ridden ore dale and downe 

By eight o*clocke in the day. 
When he was ware of a bold tanner. 

Come ryding along the waye. 



* AUa it the Mahomctao name of God. 
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A fayre russet coat the tanner had on 

Fast buttoned under his chin ; 
And under him a ;(ood cow-hide. 

And a mare of four shilling. 

Nowe stand you stiff, my good lordes all. 

Under the greene wood spraye. 
And I will wende to yonder feilowe. 

To weft what he will saye. 

God speede, God speede thee, said our king. 

Thou art welcome, sir, sayde hee. 
The readyest wave to Drayton Basset 

I praye thee to shewe to mee. 

To Drayton Basset wouldst thou goe. 
Fro the place where thou dost stand. 

The next payre of gallowes thou comest unto. 
Turn in upon thy right hand. 

That is an unready waye, sayd the king. 

Thou doest but jest, I see : 
Now shewe me out the nearest wayc, 

And I pray thee wend with mee . 

Awaye with a vengeance ! quoth the tanner^ 

I hold thee out of thy witt : 
All daye have I ridden on Brocke my mare. 

And I am fasting yett. 

Go with me downe to Drayton Basset, 

No daynties we will spare : 
All daye shah thou eate and drink of the best. 

And I will paye thy fare. 

Gramercye for nothing, the tanner replyde. 

Thou payest no fare of mine i 
I trow I've more nobles in my purse. 

Than thou hast pence in thine. 

God give thee joy of them, sayd the king. 

And send them well to priefe. 
The tanner wolde faine have been away. 

For he weende he had beene a thiefe. 

What art thou, he snyde, thou fine fellowe ? 

Of thee I'm in create feare^ 
For the cloathes thou wearest upon thy backe 

Might beseeme a lord to weare. 

I never stole them, quoth our king, 

I tell you, sir, by the roode. 
Then thou playest as many an unthrift doth. 

And standetn in midds of thy goode. 

What tydings heare you, sayd the kynge. 

As you ryde far and neare ? 
I hear no tydings, sir, by the masse, 

But that COW' hides are deare. 

Cowe-hides ! cowe-hides ! what things are 
those? 

I marvell what they bee ? 
What, art thou a foole ? the tanner reply'd ; 

I carry one under mee. 

What craftsman art thou ? said the king ; 

I pray thee tell roe trowe. 
I am a barker*, sir, by trade; 

Now tell me what art thou ? 

I am a poore courtier, sir, quoth he. 

That am forth of service wome ; 
And fain I wolde thy prentise bee. 

Thy cunningt for to leame. 
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Marrye, heaven forfend, the tanner replyde, 

That thou my prentise were : 
Thou woldstspend more good than I ahold urioD, 

By fortye shilling a yere. 

Yet one thinge wold I, sayd our king. 

If tliou wilt not sceme strange ; 
Thoughe my horse l)e l>eitcr than thy mare. 

Yet with thee I faine wuld chang^. 

Why if with me thou faine wilt change. 

As change full well maye wee. 
By the faith of my bodye, thou proude feUowf, 

I will have some boot of thee. 

That were against reason, sayd the king, 

I sweare, so mote I thee : 
My horse is better than thy mare. 

And that thou well mayst see. 

Yea, sir, but Brocke is gentle and mild. 

And softly she will fare : 
Thy horse is unrulye and wild, I wifs ; 

Aye skipping here and theare. 

What boote wilt thou have? oar king lepljed' 

Now tell me in this stounde. 
Noe pence, nor half-pence, by my fiiye. 

But a noble in gold so rounde. 

Here's twenty sroates of white moocy^ 

Sith thou wilt have it of mee. 
I would have sworne now, quoth the tuaif, 

Thou hadst not had one penni^. 

But since we two have made a chan^^ 

A change we must abide : 
Although thou hast gotten Brocke my mr^ 

Thou gettest not my cowe-hide. 

I will not have it, sayde the kynge, 

I sweare, so mote I thee ; 
Thy foule cowe-hide I would not bcaie, 

if thou woldst give it mee. 

The tanner he took his good cowe-hide. 

That of the cowe was hilt ; 
And threwe it upon the king's taiMme, 

That was so &yrely gilte. 

Now help me up, thou fine fellowe, 

'Tis time that I were gone : 
When I come home to Gyllian my wile. 

She'll say I'm a gentiloMa. 

The kinge he took him by the legge; 

The tanner a f»* let fall. 
Now marrye, good fellowe, said tbe kingti 

Thy courtesye is hggt small. 

When the tanner he was in the king'statk^Oci 
And his foote in the stirrup was. 

He manelled grcatlye in his minde. 
Whether it were golde or brass. 

But when his steede saw the cbwa*taile wigpi 

And eke the black cowe-home. 
He stamped, and stared, and awaye he raonei 

As the devill had him borne. 

The unner he pulFd, the tanner he swMt» 

And held by the ptimmii &st ; 
At length the tanner came tumbling dovae: 

His necke he had weU-nye bsaO. 



* Dealer in baik. 
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hone again with a vengeance, he sayd, 
mee he shall not byde.-— 
*, would have borne thee well enoug^e, 
knewe not of thy cowe-hide : 

aine thou faine woldst change, 
inge full well may wee, 
ith of thy bodye, thou jolly tann^.r, 
have some boote of thee. 

lote wilt thou have, the tanner reply d, 
tell me in this stounde? 
::e, nor half-pence, sir, bv my faye, 
will have twentye pounde. 

venty groates out of my purse; 
i?entye I have of thine : 
ive one more, which we will spend 
tier at the Vine. 

re set a bugle home to his mouthe, 
lewe bothe loude and shrille ; 
le came lords, and soone came kni^ts, 
jrding o\*er the hille. 

•ut alas ! the tanner he cryde, 

;?er I sawe this daye I 

t a strong thefe, yon come thy fellowes 

ware my cowe-hide away. 

! no thieves, the king replyde, 
ire, so mote I thee : 
' are the lords of the north country, 
iOine to hunt with mee. 

ne before our king they came, 
;nelt downe on the grounde : 
icht the tanner have beene awaye, 
d lever than twentye pounde. 

, a coller, here, sayd the kinge, 
er, he loud did crye. 
Milde he lever than twentye pounde 
id not been so nighe. 

, a colter, the tanner he sayd, 
"C it will breede sorrowe : 
roller comes a halter, 
shall be hanged to-morrowe. 

ith thy feare, thou jolly tanner ; 
le sport thou hast shewn to mee, 
loe nalter thou shalt weare, 
lou shalt have a knight's fee. 

npton parke I will ^ve thee, 
tenements faire beside, 
th three hundred markes by the yeare, 
lintain thy good cowe-hide. 

rye, my liege, the tanner replyde, 
le favour thou hast me showne ; 
boo comest to merry Tamworth, 
s leather shall clout thy shoen. 
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Ldiy Ann Boihwelfs Lament. A 
Scottish Song. 

0t of tUs patketic ballad if, A lady of qvaHty, 
name of Bovawxix, or rather BotwEix, 
been, togetker with ker ckiU, deserted by 

Auid, or lover, eonposed these afiecting 

srself. 

, my babe, ly stil and sleipe! 
a me aair to see thee weipe ; 
t be silent, Ise be glad, 

M 



Balow, my boy, thy mithers joy. 
Thy father breides me great annoy. 

Balow, my babe, ly stil and sleipe ! 

It grieves me sair to see thee weipe. 

When he began to court oiy luve. 
And with his sugred words to mnve. 
His faynings fals, and flattering cheire. 
To me that time did not appeire : 
But now I see, most cruell nee 
Cares neither for my babe nor mee. 

Balow, &c* 
Ly stil, my darlinge, sleipe a while. 
And when thou wakest sweitly smile : 
But smile not, as thy father did. 
To cozen maids ; nay, God forbid I 
But yette I feire, thou wilt gae neire. 
Thy Citherb hart and face to beire. 

Balow, &c. 

I cannae chuse, but ever will 
Be luvinj; to thy father stil : 
Whair-eir he sae, whair-eir he ryde. 
My love with him maun still abyde^ 
In weil or wae, whair-eir he gae. 
Mine hart can neir depart him frae. 

Balow, &•• 

But doe not, doe not, nrettie mine. 
To faynings fals thine iiart incline : 
Be loyal to thy luver trew. 
And nevir change hir for a new: 
If gude or faire, of hir have care. 
For womens banning*s wonderous sair. 

Bolow, &c. 

Baime, sin thy cruel father is gane. 

Thy winsome smiles maun eise my paine : 

My babe and lil together live. 

He'll comfort me wnen cares doe grieve : 

My babe and I right saft will ly. 

And quite forget man's cruelty. 

Balow, te. 

Farewell, farewell, thou falsest yonth. 
That ever kist a woman's mouth ! 
I wish all maids be wam'd by mee, 
Nevir to trust man's curtesy ; 
For if we doe hot chance to bow. 
They 'He use us than they care not how. 

Balow, my babe, ly stil and sleipe ! 

It grieves me sair to see thee weipe. 

§ 1 17. Cory don* doleful KnelL 

The burthen of the song, Dnio, J>o]fo, &c.is at pv^ 
sent appropriated to Ixirletque subjects, and tkcr^ 
fore may excite only Iwficrous ideas in a modera 
reader, but in the time of our poet it usually ae- 
compuried the most solemn and mournful strains. 

Mt Phillida, adieu, love ! 
For evermore farewell I 
Ay me I I *ve lost my true love. 
And thus I rins her knell. 
Ding dong, £op dons, ding dong. 

My Phillida is dead ! 
1*11 stick a branch of willow 
At my fair Phillis* head. 

For my fair Phillida 

Our bridal bed was made : 
But 'stead of silkes so gay, 

Sba in htr ihiond it laid. Dbg* he. 
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Ding, &c. 



Ding^ &c. 



Diog» &c. 



Her corpse shall be attended 

By maides in faire array. 
Till th' obsequies are ended. 

And she is wrapt in clay. Ding, &c. 

Her herw it shall be carried 

By youths that do excel ; . 
Ana when that she is buried, 

I thus will ring her knell. 

A garland shall be framed 

fiy art and nature*s skill. 
Of sundry-colour'd flowers. 

In token of goodwill* ; 

And 8undry-colour*d ribbands 

On it I will hestow ; 
But chiefly blacke and yellowe 

With her to grave shall go. 

1*11 deck her tomb with flowers. 

The rarest ever seen ; 
And with my tears, as showers, 

1*11 keepe them fresh and green. Ding, &c. 

Instead of fairest colours. 

Set forth with curious artf , 
Her image shall be painted 

On my distressed heart. Ding, &c^ 

And thereon shall be graven 

Her epitaph so faire, 
*' Here lies the loveliest maiden 

*• That e'er gave shepherd care." Ding, &c. 

In sable will I mourne ; 

Blacke shall be all my weede : 
Ay me 1 lam forlorne, 

Now Phillida is dead. Ding, &c. 

§ 1 18. The old and young Courtier, 

The tulject of this ezceUent old soog is a comparison 
between the manners of the old genUy as still sub- 
sitfing in the times of Blizabetb, and the modem 
refinements afifected by their sons in the reigns of 
her successors. 

An old song made by an aged old pate. 

Of an old worshipful gentleman who had a 

great estate. 
That kept a brave old house at a bountiful rate, 
^ And an old porter to relieve the poor at his gate ; 

Like an old courtier of tne queen's. 

And the queen's old courtier. 
With aqold ladywhose anger one word asswages; 
They every quarter paid their old servants their 

wages. 
And never knew what belonged to coachman, 

footmen, nor oages, [badges; 

But kept twenty old fellows with blue coats and 

Like an old courtier, &c. 
With an old study filt'd full of learned old books. 
With an old reverend chaplain, you mi^ht 

know him by his looks, 
With an old buttery-hatch worn quite off the 

hooks, ^ [zen old cooks ; 

And an old kitchen that maintained half a do- 
Like an old courtier, &c. 



With an old hall, hung aboot with pikes, guos, 

and bows. 
With old swprds, and bucklers, that had bone 

many shrewde blows, 
And an old frize coat, to cover his wordiip'i 

trunk hose. 
And a cup of old sherry to comfort his copper 
Like an old courtier, &c. [ouse, 

With a good old fashion, when Christmasse 

was come. 
To call in all his old neighbours with bagpipe 

and drum, [room, 

With good cheer enough to furnish every old 
And old liquor able to make' a cat speak, ind 

man dumb ; 

Like an old courtier, &c. 

With an old falconer, huntsman, and a kennel 

of hounds. 
That ne\'er hawked nor hunted but in his owa 

erounds, 
Who, Tike a wise man, kept himself withifl 

his own bounds. 
And when he dyed gave every chiki a thousand 

good pounds; 

Like an old courtier, &c. 

But to his eldest son his house and land be as- 

^ sign'd, [tifuU mind, 

Charging him in his will to keep the oU boon- 

To be good to his old tenants, and to his oei^ 

hours be kind : 
But in the ensuing ditty you shall hear how be 
was inclin'd. 

Like a young courtier of the king's. 
And the king's young courtier. 

Like a flourishing young gallant, newly oone 

to his land. 
Who keeps a brace of painted madams at his 

command. 
And takes up a thousand pouiKi upon hb fa* 

thcr s land. 
And gets drunk in a tavern, till he can neitber 

go nor stand ! 

Like a young courtier, Src 

With a new-fangled lady, that is dainty, nice, 

and spare. 
Who never knew what belonged to gpod 

house-keeping, or care ; 
Who buys gaudy-colour'd fans to pb^ with 

wanton air. 
And seven or eight diflerent dremngs of other 

women's hair ; 
Like a young courtier. Ice 

With a new-fashion'd hall, built where the 

old one stood. 
Hung round with new pictures that do the 

poor no good. 
With a fine marble chimney, wherein bofit 

neither coal nor wood. 
And a new smooth shovelboard, whereon >0 

victuals e'er stood ; 

Like a young courtier, &c. 



* It is a cnstom in many parts of En^^nd, to carry a fine garland before the corpte of a wo- 
man who dies unmarried, 
t Thb tllndcf to the painted eflfigies of alabaster anciently erected vpoo tombs and momnifflfc' 
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new study stuft full of (lainphlets and 
•lays, . [prays, 

ew chaplain, that swears fa.^tcr than he 
new bultery-hatch that opens once In 
)ur or five days, 

lew French cook to devise fine kick- 
iaws and toys ; 
Like a young courtier, &c. 

new fiishion, when Christmas is draw* 
ig on," 

:w journey to London straight we all 
utst be gone, 

ve none to* keep house, but our new 
orter John, 

lieves the poor with a thump on the 
ack with a stone ; 
Like a young courtier, &c. 

new gentleman-usher, whose carriage 
I complete, 

new coachman, footmen, and pages to 
arry up the meat, 

cvaiting gentlewoman, whose dressing 
I very neat, 

hen her lady has din'd, lets the scr- 
ants not eat ; 
Like a young courtier, &c. 

;w titles of honor bought with his fa- 

ier*s old gold, 

ch sundr}' of his ancestors* old manors 

re sold 5 [hold, 

J is the course most of our new gallants 

nakes that good house- keeping is now 

rown so cold 

Among theyoung courtiers of the king. 

Or the kings young courtiers. 

§ lip. Loyal ft/ confined. 

Ilent old 8ong is preserved in Darid Lloyd's 
xntcn of those that suflerpd in the cause of 
( I.** He speaks of it as the composition of 
IT personage, who suffered deeply in those 
and was still living, witii no other reward 
le conscience of having suffered. The au- 
lame he has not mentioned ; but, if tradition 
credited, this song was written by Sir R. 

UkKGB. 

on, proud billows ; Boreas, Mow ; 

:11, curled waves, high as Jove's roof j 

incivility doth show. 

It innf>ccnce is tempest-proof; 

surly Nereus frown, my thoughts arc 

aim ; 

ike. Affliction, for thy wounds arc bal m. 

rthich tlie world miscalls a jail, 

private closet is to me : 

(t a good conscience is my bail, 

1 innocence my liberty ; 

)ar3, and solitude, together met, 

e no prisoner, but an anchoret. 

ilst I wish'd to be retir'd, 

[> this private room was turn'd, 

their wisdoms had coosnlr'd 

5 salamander should be ourn'd : 

;hose sophists that would drown a fish, 

QStnuA a to suffer what I wish. 



The cynic loves his poverty j 

The pelican her wilderness ; 
Arid *tis the Indian s pride to be 
Naked on frozen Caucasus : 
Contentment cannot smart ; Stoics, we see^ 
Make torments easie to their apathy. 

These manicles upon my arm 

I as my mistress* favours wear ; 
And, for to keep my ancles warm, 
1 have some iron shackles there : 
These walls are but my garrison; this cell^ 
Which men call jail, doth prove my citadeL 

I*m in the cabinet lock'd up. 

Like some high-prized margarite. 
Or, like the great mogul or pope. 
Am cloyster'd up from puLlic sight : 
Retiredness is a piece of majesty. 
And thus, proud Sultan, I'm as great as tbeif. 

Here sin for want of food miist starve. 

Where tempting objects are not seen ; ' 
And these strong walls do only serve 
To keep vice out, and keep me in : 
Malice of latc*s grown charitable, sure ; 
I'm not committed, but am kept secure. 

So he that struck at Jaso^rs life, 

ThinHing t* have made his purpose surely 
By a malicious friendly knife. 
Did only wound hiQi to a cure. 
Malice, I see, wants wit; for what is meant 
Mischief, oftimes proves favour by th' event. 

When onre my prince afBiction hath^ 

Prosperity doth treason seem ; 
And to make'smooth so rough a path, 
I can learn patience from him : 
Now not to sufler, shows no loyal heart ; 
When kingb want ease, subjects must bear a part. 

W^hat though I cannot see liiy king, 

Neither in person or in coin ; 
Yet contemplation is a thing 
That renders what I have not mine : 
Mv king from me what adamant can part» 
VVhom I do wear engraven on my heart I- 

Have you not seen the nightingale, 
A j>risoner like, coopt in a cage ; 
How doth she chant her wonted tale 
In that her narrow hermitage ! 
I*!ven i\\Qiv her charming melody doth prove 
That all her bars are trees, her cage a grove. 

I am that bird, whom they combine 

Thus to deprive of liberty ; 
But though they do my corps confine. 
Yet, maugre hate, my soul Is free : 
'And thoujih imniur'd, yet can I chirp, and ling 
Disgrace to rebels, glory to my king! 

My soul is free as ambient air. 

Although my baser part's immew'd. 
Whilst loyul thoughts do still repair 
T* accompany my solitude : 
Although rebellion do my bcKly binde. 
My king alone can captivate my mindt. 

3a 
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§ 120. Td AUh9tkft9m Prison. 



This excellent Sonnet, whicK poiiessed a high degree 
of fame among the old CavvUeri, wu written by 
Colonel Richarid Lovelace during his confinement 
in the OAte-houie, Westminster ; to which he was 
committed by the House of Commons, in April 1 648, 
for presenting a petition from the county of Kent, 
requesting them to restore the Iring to his rights, 
•nd to seule the government See Wood*s Athene, 
vol. ii. p. 898 ; where may be teen At large the af- 
fecting stofy of this elegant writer ; who, a&r having 
been distinguished for every gallant and polite ao- 
coinpltshment, the pattern of his own sex, And the 
darling of the ladies, died in the lowest wretchedness, 
obscurity, and want, in 165ft» 

When love with unconfined wings 

Hovers within my gates. 
And my divine Althea brings 

To whisper at mv grates j 
When I lye tangled in her hatre. 

And feiter*d with her eye. 
The birds that wanton in th^ aire . 

Know no such libertie. 

When flowing Cups run swiftly round 

With no allaying Thames, 
Our carele^se heads with roses crown d^ 

Our hearts with lo^al flames; 
When thirsty sriefe in wine we steepe. 

When healths and drafts goe free. 
Fishes that tipple in the deepe« 

Know no such libertie. 

When, linnet-like, confined I 

With shriller note shall sing 
The mercye, sweetness, majestye. 

And glories, of my king ; 
When I shall voyce aloud how good 

He is, how great should be, 
Th* enlarged windes that curie the flood 

Know no such libertie. 

Stone walls do not a prison make. 

Nor iron harres a cage ; 
Minds innocent and quiet take 

That for an hermitage : 
If I have freedom in my love. 

And in my soul am (ree. 
Angels alone, that soare above. 

Enjoy such libertie. 

§ 181. TTie Braes of VarroWf in Imitation qf 
the ancient Scots Manner, 

Was written by William Hamilton of Bangour^ 
Esq. who (tied March ^5, 17*^4, aged />0. 

A* Busk ye, busk ye, my bonny bonny bride, 
Kusk ye, busk ye, my winsome marrow. 
Busk ye, busk ye, my bonny bonny bride. 
And think nomairon the Braes or Yarrow. 

B. Where gat ye that bonny bonny bride? 

Where gat ye that winsome marrow) 
A' I Rfa^ ^^^ where I dare na weil be seen, 

P«iinK the birks on tbc Braes of Yarrow. 

Weep not, weep not, my bonny bonny bride! 

Wefpnoi, weep not, my winsome marrowl 
Nor let thv lifart lament to leive 

Piling tnt birki on the Brsea of Yarrow. 



B. Whvdoesshewe^, thv bonny bonny bride^ 
Wny doesshe weep, tny winsome manow? 
And why dare ye Aae mair weil be seen 
Puing the birks On the Braes of Yarrow? 

A. Lang maun she weep, lang mann she, oilui 
she weep, 

Lang maun ane weep with dole and sorrow; 
And lang maun I nae mair weil be seen 
Puing the birks on the Braes of Yarrow: 

For she has tint her luver, lover dear, 
Her luver dear, the cause of iom>«i^ ; 

And I hae slain the comKest swain 
That eir pu'd birks on the Braes Of Yarrow. 

Wby rins thy stream, O Yarrow, Yarrow reid? 

Why on tny braes heard the voiceof sorrow? 
And why yon melancholioua weidi 

Hung on the bonny birks of Yartoir? 

What's yonder floats on the mefbl. pM 
flude } 

What *8 yonder floats ? O dole and aornmi 
O *tis he, the comely swain I dew 

Upon the diileful Braea of Yarrow! 

Wash, O wash his wounds, his woundi m i 
tears, 

H is wounds in tears, with dule and sontm; 
And wrap his limbs in moominff wi^ 

And lay him on the Braes of Yarrow! 

Then build, then build, ye sisteia, sisleniii. 
Ye sisters sad, his tomb with sorrow ^ 
And weep around in waeful wise 
His hapless fate on the Braes of Yarrow. 

Curse ye, curse ye, his useless, uadessibiek), 
My arm that wroo|(bt the deed of sonmr, 

The fatal spear that pierc*d his breast. 
His comely breast on the Braes of Ysnow. 

Did I not warn thee, not to, not to lone? 

And warn from fight ? but, to my surow, 
Too rashly bauld, a stitMMer and 

Thou mettV, and fell^t on ihtBianoi 
Yarrow. 

Sweet smells the birk, green grows, greei 
grows the grass. 

Yellow on Yarrow's buika the gowafe. 
Fair hangs the apple frae the rock. 

Sweet the wave of Yarrow flowin. 

Flows Yarrow sweet ? as swott« as swiet 
flows Tweed, 

As green its grass, its gowan as jetton ; 
As sweet smells on its braes the birk. 

The apple frae its rock as mellow. 

Fair was thy luve, fair, £iir indeed thy Hnt, 
In flow'ry bands thoo didst him fetter; 

Though he was fetr, and well beliiv'da|pB. 
Than me he never lov*d thee betiv* 

Bjusk ye, then h^sk, my bonny bonOybd^i 
Busk. ye, busk ye, my winsome uam^t 

Busk ye, and luve me on the banks of TnM 
And think nae mairon the Braes ofYvi^* 



B. How can I bosk a bonny bonny brid^) 
How can 1 busk a winsome marMrrr? 
How Itnre him upon the banks of T#esd> 
That slew tty love on tha firtMtoT THiir^ 
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O Yarrov^ fields, may never, never rain. 
Nor dew thy lender blossoms cover ! 

For there was basely slain my luve. 
My luve, as he had not been a luver ! 

The boy pnt on his robes, his robes of green. 
His purple vest, 'twas my awn sewing: 

Ah wretched nie ! I little, little kcnn'd 
He was in these to meet his ruin. 

The boy took out his milk-white, milk- 
white steed, 

Unheedful of my dale and sorrow ; 
But, ere the dewfall of the night. 

He lay a corpse on the Braes of Yarrow. 

Much I rejoic*d that waeful, waeful day; 

I sang, my voice the woods returning: 
But lang ere night the spear was flown. 

That slew my luve, and left me mourning. 

What can my barbarous, barbf^rousfatherdo. 
But with nis cruel rage pursue me ? 

My luver*s blood is on thy spear ! 
How canst thou, baroarous roan! then 
wooe me? 

My happy sisters may be, may be proud ; 

W itn cruel and ungentle scoffin'. 
May bid me seek on Yarrow's Braes 

My iuver nailed in his coffin ; 

My brother Douglas may upbraid, upbraid. 
And strive with threatning words to muve 
tne; 

My luver's blood is on thy spear ! 
How canst thou ever bid me luve thee ? 

Yes, yes, prepare the bed, the bed of luve. 
With bridal sheets my body cuver ; 

Unbar, ye bridal maids, the door. 
Let in the expected husbande luver. 

But who the expected husband, husband is ? 

His hands, methinks, are bath'd in slaugh- 
ter : 
Ah me ! what ghastly spectre *s yon 

Comes in his pale shroud, bleeding after? 

Pale as he is, here lay him, lay him down, 
O lay his cokl head on my pillow ; 

Take aff, take aff these bridal weids. 
And crown my careful head with willow. 

Pale though thou art, yet best, yet best beluv*d, 
O tooM my warmth to life restore thee ! 

Yet l3re all night between my briests. 
No youth lay ever there before thee. 

Pile, pale indeed ! O luvely, luvely youth. 
Forgive, forgive so foul a slaughter. 

And lye all night between my briests. 
No youth shall ever lye there after. 

<4. Return, return, O mournful mournful bride. 
Return, and dry thy useless sorrowe ^ 
Thy luver heeds nought of thy sighs, 
fie lies a corpse on the Braes of Yarrow. 



§ ISf . Childe fFttters. 

CniA is firequentlj used by our old writen u a title, 
ll ii t^^Miedly gifta to FriaceArthat in the Faerie 



Queene ; and the son of a king is in the same poem 
called " Child Tristram." And it ought to be ob- 
served that the word child or chield is still used in 
North Britain to denominate a man, commonly 
with some contemptuous character affixed to hiniy 
but sometimes to denote man in generaL 

Childe Waters in his stable stoode. 
And stroakt his milke-white steede : 

To him a fay re yonge ladye came 
As ever ware womans weede. 

Saves, Christ you save I good Childe Waters, 

Saves, Christ you save ! and see, 
Mv girdle of gold, that was too longe^ 

Is now too short for mee. 

And all is with one childe of yours, 

I feele sturre at my side : 
My gowne of greene it is too strait 5 

Before it was too wide. 

If the childe be mine, faire Ellen, he sayd. 

Be mine, as you tell mee ; 
Then take you Cheshire and I^incashire both. 

Take them your owne to bee. 

If the childe be mine, faire Ellen, he sayd. 

Be mine, as you doe sweare ; 
Tlien take you Cheshire and Lancashire both. 

And make that childe your heyre. 

Shee sayes, I had rather have one kinc, 

Childe Waters, of thy mouth ; 
Than I wolde have Cheshire and Lancashire 

That lye by north and southe. [both. 

And I had rather have one twinkling, 

Childe Waters, of thine ee; 
Then I wolde have Cheshire and Lancashire 

To lake them mine owne to bee. [both. 

To-morrow, Ellen, I must forth rydc 

Farr into the north countree ; 
The fayrest ladye that I can finde, 

Ellen, must go with mee. 

Thoughe I am not that ladye fayre. 

Yet let me goe with thee : 
And ever, 1 pray you, Childe Watira, 

Your foot-page let me bee. 

If you will my foot-page bee, Ell^n, 

As you doe tell to mee ; 
Then vou must cut your gowne of greene 

An inch above your knee. 

Soc must you doe your yellowe lockes. 

An inch above your ee : 
You must tell no man what is my name ; 

Aly foot-page then you shall bee, 

Shee, all the long daye Childe Waters rode. 

Ran baref(X)t by his sydc ; 
Yet was he never soe courteous a knighte. 

To say, Ellen will you rjde ? 

Shee, all the long daye Childe Waters rode. 
Ran barefoote thorow the broomc ; 

Yet was he ne\'er soc courteous a knighte. 
To say, Put on your shoone. 
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Ride sofilye, shee sayd, O Childe Waters, 

Why doe you ride so fast ? 
The childe, which is no man's but thine. 

My body itt will brast. 

Hee sayth, Seest thou yond water, Ellen, 
That flows from banke or brim me? — 

I trust in God, O Childe Waters, 
Yon never will see • me swimme ! 

But when shee came .to the water syde. 

She say led to the chinne : 
Nowe the Lordc of Heaven be my speede. 

For I must learne to swimme ! 

The salt waters bare up her clothes ; 

Our Ladye bare up her chinne : 
Childe Waters was a woe man, good Lord, 

To see faire Ellen swimme 1 

And when shee over the water was, 
Shee then came to his knee ; 
/ Hee sayd. Come hither, thou fayre Ell^n, 
Loe yonder what I see ! 

Seest thou not yonder hall, EUen ? 

Of red gold shines the yate : 
Of twenty-four faire ladyes there. 

The fairest is my mate. 

Seest thou not yonder hall, Ellen ? 

Of red gold shines the towre : 
There are twenty-four fayre ladyes there, 

Tlie fayrest is my paramoure. 

I see the hall now, Childe Waters, 

Of red gold shines the yate : 
God give you good now of yourselfe. 

And of your worthy mate. 

I see the hall now, Childe Waters, 

Of red gold shines the towre : 
God give you good now of yourself. 

And of your paramoure. 

There twenty-four fayre ladyes were 

A playing at the ball ; 
And Ellen, the fayrest ladye there. 

Must bring hb steed to the stall. 

There twenty-four fayre ladyes were 

A playinge at the chesse ; 
And Ellen, the fayrest ladye there. 

Must bring his norse to gresse. 

And then bespake Childe Waters sister. 
These were the wordes sayd shee : 

You have the prcttyest page, brother. 
That ever I did see. 

But that his bellye it is soe bigge. 

His girdle stands soe hye : 
And ever, 1 pray you, Childe Waters, 

Let him in my chamber lye. 

It is Dot Bt for a little foot-page. 
That has run thro mosse and myre^ 

To lye in the chamber of any ladye 
Tkat wears so rich attyre. 



It is more meete for a little foot-page. 
That has run throughe mosse and myre, 

To take his supper upon his knee. 
And lye by the kitchen fyre. 

Now when they had supped every one. 
To bedd they tooke theyre wave : 

He sayd. Come hither, my little foot-page. 
And hearken what I saye : 

Goe thee downe unto yonder towne. 

And lowe into the streete j 
The fayrest ladye that thou canst fiade 

Hyre, in mine armes to sleepe ; 
And take her up in thine armes twaioe. 

For filing f of her feete. 

Ellen is gone into the towne. 

And lowe into the streete ; 
The fayrest ladye that she colde finde. 

She nyred in his armes to sleepe ; 
And took her up in her armes twayne. 

For filing of her feete. 

I pray you nowe, good Childe Waters, 

Let me lye at your feete : 
For there is noe place about this house 

Where 1 may saye J a sleepe. 

He gave her leave, and faire Ellto 

Down at his beds feet laye : 
This done, the night drove on apace; 

And, when it was near the daye, 

Hee sayd. Rise up, my little foot-page ! 

Give my steede come and have ; 
And give nim nowe the good black oates. 

To carry mee better awaye. 

Up then rose the fayre Ellen, 

And gave his steede coroe and haye ; 

And soe shee did the good black oates. 
To carry him better awaye. 

She leaned her back to the manger side, 

And grievouslye did groane : 
Shee leaned her back to the manger tide, 

And there she made her moane. 

And that beheard his mother dearc^ 

She heard her woeful woe. 
She sayd. Rise up, thou Chikie Waters, 

And into thy stable goe ; 

For in thy stable is a ghost. 

That grievouslye doth grone : 
Or else some woman laboures with chikir, 

She is so woe-begone. 

Up then rose Childe Waters soone. 
And did on his shirtc of silke ; 

And then he put on his other clothes. 
On his bodye as white as milke. 

And when he came to the stable dore. 

Full still there hee did stand. 
That he might heare his fayre Elleo, 

Howe shee made her monhnd §. 

She sayd, Lullabye, mineownedearecbiiik* 

Lullabye, deare childe, dear: 
I wolde ttiy father were a kinge. 

Thy mother byd on a bierc 1 
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Ptoce nowe, hee sayd, good faire Ellen, 

Bee of good cheere, 1 praye ! 
And the bridale and the churchinge bothe 

dhall be upon one daye. 



$ 123. The King and the Miller of Mansfield. 

It has been a favourite tulject with our English ballad- 
makers, to represent our kings conversing either by 
accident or design with the meanest of their subjects. 
Of the former kind, besides this song of the King and 

* the MiQer, we hare King Henry and the Soldier ; 
King James I. and the Tmker ; K. William III. and 
tbeForetler, &c. Of the bUter sort are K. Alfred 
and the Shepherd ; K. Edward IV. and the Tanner; 

K. Henry VIIL and the Cobbler, &c ^This is 

a piece of great antiquity, beiiig written before the 
time of Edhirard IV. ; and for its genuine humour, 
diTVting incidents, and &ithful picture of rustic 
miimeri^ ia infinitdy superior to all that have been 
fiaoe written in imitation of it. 

Part the First, 

Hbwrt, oar royall king, would ride a hunting 

To the greene forest so pleasant and faire. 

To see the harts skipping, and dainty does 

tripping: 

Unto merry Sherwood his nobles repaire ; 

Hawke and hound were unbound, alt things 

prepar*d 
For the game, in the same, with good regard. 

Alia long summers day rode the king pleasantly. 
With all his princes and nobles eche one ; 

Cbasing the hart and hind, and the bucke gal- 
Tan tlve, [home. 
Till the darke evening forced all to turne 

Then, at last, riding fast, he had lost quite 

All his lords in the wood, late in the night. 

Wandering thus wearilye, all alone, up and 
downe. 

With a rude miller he mett at the last : 
Asking the ready wav unto faire Nottingham : 

Sir, quoth the miller, I mean not to jest. 
Yet I tliink, what I thinke sooth for to say. 
You doe not lightlye ride out of your way. 

Why, what dost thou think of me, quoth our 
king merrily. 
Passing thy judgment on me so briefe ? 
Good faith, said the miller, I mean not to 
flatter thee ; 
I guess thee to be but some gentleman thiefe ; 
Stand thee backe, in the darke ; light notadowne. 
Lest I presently cracke thy knaves crowne. 

Thou dostabuse me much, quoth the king, say- 
lam a gentleman ; lodging I lacke. [ingthus; 

Thou hast not, quoth the miller, one groat in 
thy purse ; 
All thy inheritance hangeson thy backe. 

I have gold to discharge all that I call ; 

If it be forty pence, I will pay all. 

If thou beest a true man, then nuoth the miller, 

1 sweare by my toll-dish I *11 lodge thee all 

night. 

Here *s my hand, quoth the king, that was I e\'er. 

Nay, soft, quoth the miller, thou mayst be a 

apcitc. 



Better I * II know thee, ere hands we will shake ; 
With none but honest men hands will I take. 

Thus they went all along unto the miller's 

house ; [souse : 

Where they were seething of puddings and 

The miller 6 rst entered in, after him went the 

king. 

Never came hee in soe smoakye a house. 

Now, quoth he, let me see here what you arc. 

Quoth our king, Look your fill, and do not spare. 

I like well thy countenance, thou hast an ho- 
nest face ; [lye. 
With my son Richard this ni^ht thou shalt 
Quoth his wife. By my troth, it is a handsome 
youth. 
Yet Its best, husband, to deal warilye. 
Art thou no runaway, prythee, youth, tell ? 
Shew me thy passport, and all snal be well. 

Then our king presentlye, making lowe cour« 
lesye 

With his halt in his hand, thus he did say f 
I have no passport, nor never was servitor* 

But a poor courtyer rode out of my way : 
And for your kindness here offered to mee, 
1 will requite you in cverye degree. 

Then to the miller his wife whispered secretive. 
Saying, Itseemeth this youth 's of good kin. 

Both by his apparel, and eke%by his manners $ 
To turne himout, certainlye, were a great sin. 

Yea, quoth hee, you may see, ne hath some grace. 

When he doth speake to his betters in place. ~ 

Well, quo' the miller*s wife, young man, ye 're 
welcome here; 
And, though I say it, well lodged shall bet 
Fresh straw will I have laid on thy bed so brave. 
And good brown hempen sheets likewise, 
quoih shee. 
Aye, quoth the good man, and when that is 
done, [sonne. 

Thou shalt lye with no worse than our own 

Nay, first, quoth Richard, goode-fellowe, tell 
me tnie. 
Hast thou noe creepers within thy gay hose? 
Or art thou not troubled with the scabbado? 
I pray, quoth the king, what creatures are 
those? 
Art thou not lowsy, nor scabby? quoth he: 
If thou beest, surely tliou lyest not with mee. 

This caused the king suddenlye to laugh most 
heartilye, 

Tdl the tears trick led fast downe fromhiseyes. 
Then to their supper were they set orderlye. 

With hut bag-puddings, and good apple-pyes. 
Nappy ale, good and stale, in a brown bowle. 
Which did about the board merrily trowle. 

Here, quoth the miller, good fellow, I drink 
to thee. 
And to all cuckolds, where\'er they bee; 
I pledge thee, quoth our king, and thanke thee 
heart j)ye 
For my good welcome in every degree: 
And here, in like manner, I drink to thy so 
Do thep, quoth Riehard, and qoicke let it ( 
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Wife, Quotb ihe miller, fetch me forth Light- 
ioote. 
And of his sweetnesse a little we*ll taste. 
A faire ven*son pastye brought she out pre- 
sently e. [waste : 
Eate, quoth the miller, but, sir, make no 
Here's dainty Lightfootel In faith, said the 
I never before eate so dainty a thing. [king, 

I wis, quoth Richard, no dainty at all it is. 
For we do eat of it everyc day. [like to this ? 

In what place, sayd our kin^, may be bought 
We never pay pennye for itt, by my fay : \ 

From merry Slierwood we fetch it home here ; 

Now and then we make bold with our king's 
deer. 

Then I thinke, sayd onr king, that it is venison. 
£che foole, quoth Richard, full well may 
know that ; 
J^everare we without two or three in the roof. 

Very well fleshed, and excellent fat : 
But pry thee, say nothing wherever thou goe ; 
We would not for two pence the king should 
it knowe. 

Doubt not, then sayd the king, my promised 

secresye : 

The king shall never know more on' t forme. 

A cup of lambs-wool they dranke unto him 

And to their beds they past present lie. [then. 

The nobles, next mornmg, went all up and 

downe. 
For to seeke out the king in every towne. 

At last, at the millers cott, soone they espy'd 
him out. 
As he was mounting upon his faire steede ; 
To whom they came presently, falling down 
on their knee ; 
Which made themillers heart wofully bleede : 
Shaking and quaking, before him he stood. 
Thinking he should have been hang d by the 
rood. 

The king perceiving him fearfully trembling. 
Drew forthe his sword, but nothing he sed. 

The miller downe did fall^ crying before them 

all, [head : 

Doubting the king would have cut off his 

But he, his kind courtesy for to re(]uite. 

Cave him greatliving, aim dubb'd him a knight. 



Part the Second. 

Whenas our royall king was come home from 
Nottingham, 

And with his nobles at Westminster lay ; 
Recounting the sports and pastimes they, had 

In this late progress alonson the way ; [taken 
Of tliem all, great and small, he did protest. 
The miller of Mansfield's s|X)rt liked him best. 

And now, my lords, qiK>th the king, I am de- 
termined, 
Against St. George's next sumptuous feast. 
That thisold miller, our new-connrmed knight. 
With his son Richard, shall here be my guest : 
For, in this merriment, 'tis my desire 
To talke with the jolly knight, and the young 
99uire* | 



Whenas the noble lords sawe the kinges plea- 
santness. 
They were right joyfull and glad in their 
hearts : [business, 

A pursuivante there was sent straight on the 
The which had oftentimes been in those parts. 
When he came to the place where they did dwell, 
His message order lye then gan he tell. 

God save your wors(iippe, then said the roe/ 
scnger. 
And grant your lad^e her owne hearts desire; 
And to your sonne Richard good fortune aoll 
happiness ; 
That sweet, gentle, and gallant younsioaire! 
Our king greets you well, and thus hedotnsay, 
You must come to the court on St. Georges day. 

Therefore, in any case, faile fiot to be in place. 

I wis, quoth the miller, this is an oddxt^t: 

What should we doe there? faith, { am halfe 

afraid. [leafU 

I doubt, quoth Richard, to be hang'd at the 
Nay, quoth the messenger, you doe mistake; 
Our king he provides a great feast for your sake. 

Then sayd the miller. By my troth, messenger, 
Thou hast contented my worshippe full well. 

Hold, hereare three farthings, to quite tliygeo- 
'tleness 
For these happy tydings which thou dost tell. 

Let me see, heare thuu mee ; tell to our iiof, 

We'll wait on his mastershipp in ever} e thing. 

The pursuivant smiled at their simplicitye, 
Ancl, making many leggs, tooke their rq^rd; 

And his leave taking with great humilitye« 
To the kings court againe he repair d; 

Shewing unto his grace, merry and free. 

The knightcs most liberall gift and bountie. 

When he was gone away, thus gan themillersay: 

Here come expences and charges indeed I 

Now must we needs be brave, tho' we spend 

all wc have ; 

For of new garments wc have great need : 

Of horses and servinp[-men we must have store, 

With bridles and saddles, and twenty things 

more. 

Tushe! sir John, quoth his wife, vth)' should 
you frett ©r frown ? 

You shall ne'er be att no charges for mee; 
For I will turn and trim up niv old russet cowoc, 

With every thing else as iine as may bee: 
And on our mill-horses swift we will ride. 
With pillowes and pannclls as we shall provide- 
In this most stately sort rode they unto the court, 

Their jolly son Richard rode foremost of all; 
Who set up, for good hap, a cocks feather in 
his cap. 

And so they jetted downe to the king's Ml; 
The merry old miller with hands on his side; 
His wife like maid Marian did mince at that tide. 

The king and his nobles, that heard of dieir 

coming. 

Meeting this gallant knight with his brave 

trame ; [Wy ; 

Welcome, sir knightc, quoth he, with your gay 

Good sir John Cockle, once wdcome ag^uoe: 
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: is the touire, of courage ao freer 
)icke, A Dots on you ! do you know me ? 

»ur king gentlye. How should I forget 

hee? . 

Mrast ray own bed-fellowe, well it I wot. 

, quoth Richard, and by the same token, 

with thy farting didst make the bed hot. 

rhoreson unhappy knave, then quoth 

he knighl, 

leanly to our king, or else go sh*t*. 

gand his courtiers laugh at this heartily, 

ethekingtaketh them i>oth by the hand ; 

le court dames* and maids, like to the 

jueen of spades. 

niller*s wife did so orderly stand, 

naids courtesye at every word ; 

nme all the foikct were set to the board. 

be kine royally^ in princelye majestye. 
It hi» dinner with joy and delight ; 
hey had eaten well, then he to jesting fell, 
n a bowle of wine draoke to tne kmght : 
to you both, in wine, ale, and beer ; 
ug you heartitye for my good cheer. 

ir John Cockle, I Ml pledge you a pottle, 
! it the best ale in Nottin|;hamshire. 
n, said our kins, now I think of a thing, 
: of your Lightroot I would we had here. 
! quoth Richard, full well I may say it^ 
ivery to eate it, and then to betray it. ' 

t thou angij? quQth our king merrilye ; 

ith, I take it now very unkind : 

ht thou wouldst pledge me in ale and 

wine heartily. 

h Dicke, You are like to stay till I have 

lind: 

id us with twatlin^ dishes so small ; 

, a black pudding is better than all. 

arry, quoth our king, that were a daintye 

thing, 

d a man get but one here for to eat. 

lat Oick straight arose, and plucked one 

from his hose, 

ch with heat of his breech gan for to 

sweate. 

ig made a proffer to snatch it away.— 

at foryour master, good sir, you must stay. 

I great merriment was the time wholly 
ipent; 

tlien the ladyes prepared to dance : 
John Cockle and Richard incontinent 
» their places the king did advance : 
ith the ladyes such sport they did make, 
bles with laughing aid make their sides 
ake. 

iianks for their pains did the king give 

them, 

ns young Richard then if he would wed : 

; these ladyes free, tell me which liketh 

thcc? 

:h he, Jugg Grumball, sir, with the red 

head: 

QV love, she*8 my life, her will I wed j 

kn •from I shall have h«r niaidrnhcad. 



Then sir John Cockle the kiag called unto him^ 
And of merry Sherwood inade him overseer; 

And gave him out of hand three hundred pound 
yearlye ; 
Take heed now you steal no more of my deer ; 

And once a quarter let's liere have your viewf 

And now, sir John Cockle, I bid you adieu. 



$ lt4. Tk9 miche»* Sbng. 

From Ben Jonton't Masque of Queens, presented it 
Whitehall, Feb. %, 1609. 

It is true, this song i>f the Witches, falling Cnm Ul* 
learned pen of Ben Jonson, is rather «n extract (pom 
the various incantations of classic antiquity, than % 
display of the opinions of (fur own vulgar. But let it 
be observed, that a parcel of learned wisr«cres had lost 
bef>re busied themselves on this subject, with our Bit' 
tish Solomon, James I., at their br«l; and these had 
so ransacked all writers, ancient and oiiidem, and 
so blended and kneaded together tb^ several supenti- 
tions of difierent times and nations, that those of 
genuine English growth could no k>nger be traced ont 
and distinguished. 

By good luck the whimsical belief of fairies and goblins 
cwAd furnish no pretences for torturing our felkHV- 
creaturea, and therefore we have this banded dovo lo 
us pure and unsophisticated. 

1 Witch. 
I QAVB beene all day looking after 
A raven feeding upon a quarter; 
And, soone as sne turn'd ner back to the souths 
I snatch*d this morsell out of her mouth. 

« Witch 
I have beene gathering wolves haires. 
The mad dogges foame, and adders earea ; 
The spurring of a dead man's eyes : 
And all since the evening starre did rise. 

3 Witch. 
I last night lay all alone 

O* the ground, to heare the mandrake grone; 
And pluckt him up, though he grew full low? 
And, as 1 had (k>ne, the cocke did erow. 

4 Witch. 

And I h* beent chuaing out this scull. 
From charnel houses that were full. 
From private grots and publike pits : 
And frighted a semton out of his wita. 

5 Witch. 
Under a cradle I did creepe 

By day, and when the childe was a-sleepe 
At night, I suck*d the breath ; and rose. 
And pluck*d the nodding nurse by the noae« 

6 Witch. 

I had a da^er : what did I with that? 

Killed an infant to have his fat : 

A piper it got, at a church-ale : 

I baae him again blow wind i' the tails. 

7 Witch. 

A murderer yonder was hung in chainct; 
Thesunneand the wind had snnmke hisTeiaaat 
I bit off a sinew ; 1 clipp*d his haire : 
I brou^t off hit ni(0e^ tbn daiK^ f the qpft 
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8 Witch. 
Thescrich-owles egees, and the feathers blacke. 
The bloud of the trogge, and the bone in his 

backe, 
I have been getting ; and made of his skin 
j\ purset^ to keep sir Cranion in. 

9 Wiich. 

And I ha* been plucking (plants among) 
Jlemlock, henbane, adders tongue. 
Night-shade, moone-wort, libbards bane ; 
And twise by the dogges was like to be tane. 

10 Witch. 

1 from thejawsof a gardiner's bitch 
Did snatch these bones^aod then Icap'd the ditch : 
Yet went I back to the house agame, 
Kiird the blacke cat, and here is the bralne. 

1 1 Witch. 

1 went to the tpade, breeds under the wall, 
I charmed him out, and he came at my call -, 
I scratched out the eyes of the owle before ; 
I tore the batts wings : what would you have 
more ? 

Dame. 
Yes : I have brought, to helpe your vows. 
Horned poppie, cynresse boughes. 
The fig-tree wild tnat grows on tombes. 
And juice that from the larch-tree comes. 
The basil iskes bloud, and the vipers skin -, 
And now our orgies let's begin. 



§ 125. The Fairies Farewell, 

This humorous old song fell from the hand of the witty 
Dr. Corbet, afterwards bishop of Norwich, &c. In 
nisPoetica buomata it is called " A proper new Bal- 
lad, intituled, The Fairies Farewell, orGoiI-ainercy 
Will : to be sung or vyhisiled to the tune of the Mea- 
dow Brow, by the learned ; by the unlearned, to the 
tune of Fortune." 

Farewell, rewards and Fairies ! 

Good housewives now may say j 
for now foule sluts in dairies 

Doe fare as well as they ; 
And though they sweepe their hearths no less 

Than mayds were wont to doe. 
Yet who of late for cleanliness 

Finds six-pence in her shoe I 

Lament, lament, old abbies. 

The fairies lost command ! 
They did but chau<re priests babies. 

But some have cnang'd your land : 
And all your children stoln from thence 

Are now growne Puritanes, 
Who live as changelings ever since^ 

For love of your demaines. 

At morning and at evening both 

You merry were and glad. 
So liitle care of sleepe and sloth 

Tiiese prettie ladies had. 
When Tom came home from labour. 

Or Ciss to milking rose, 
llicn merrily went their tabour^ 
^d pifflbljr went their toes. 



Witness those rines and roundcbiyes 

Of theirs, which yet remaine ; 
Were footed in queen Maries dayes 

On many a grassy playne. 
But since of late Elizabeth 

And later James came in ; 
They never danc*d on any heath. 

As when the time had been. 

By which wee note the fairies 

Were of the old profession j 
Their songs were Ave Maries, 

Their dances were procession. 
But now, alas ! they all are dead. 

Or gone beyond tne seas, 
Or farther for religion fled. 

Or else they take their ease. 

A tell-tale in their company 

They never could endure j 
And whoso kept not secretly 

Their mirth, was punish d sure : 
It was a just and Christian deed 

To pinch stich blacke and blue : 
O how the common-welth doth need 

Such justices as you ! 

Now they have left our quarters ; 

A Register they have. 
Who can preserve their charters ; 

A man both wise and grave. 
An hundred of their merry pranks 

By one that 1 could name 
Arc kept in store ; con twenty ilianks 

To William for the same. 

To WilliAm Churne of Staffordshire, 

Give laud and praises due. 
Who every meale can mend your cheare 

With tales both old and true i 
To William all give audience. 

And pray yee for his noddle ; 
For all the fairies evidence 

Were lost, if it were addle. 

§ 126. Ufifading Beauty. 

This little beautiful Sonnet is reprinted finni a bmH 
volume of *• Poems by Thomas Cahkw, Esq. one of 
the gentlemen of the privie-cltamber, aiul »<*« "** 
ordinary to his majesty Charles I. Loitd. 1640." Tltii 
elegant, and almost forgotten writer, whose pocis* 
have been deservedly revived, died in the priiw of 
his age, in 1 639* 

In the original follows a third stanza, which, not being 
of general application, nor of equal merit, I b^^ 

^ ventured to omit. 

II EE that loves a rosie cheekc. 

Or corall lip admires. 
Or from star-like eyes doth seek 

Fuell to maintaine his fires; 
As old time makes these decay. 
So His flames must waste away. 

But a smooth and stedfaste mind. 
Gentle thoughts, and calm desires. 

Hearts with equal love combined. 
Kindle never-dying fires ; 

Where these are not, 4 despise 

Lovely cheekes, or lips, or eyes. 

• f • • f 
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127. Song, The Sky'Lark, Shenstone. 

yo, tuneful bird, that gladdest the skies> 
To Daphnes window speed thy way; 

Uid there on quivering pinions rise. 
And there thy vocal art display. 

Ind if she deign thy notes to hear. 
And if she praise thy matin soi|g, 

>ll her, the sounds that soothe her ear 
To Damon's native plains belong. 

Tell her, in livelier plumes array'd. 
The bird from Indian groves may shine ; 

iut ask the lovely, partial maid. 
Where are his notes compared with thine? 

rhen bid her treat yon witless beau 
And all his flaunting race with scorn ; 

ind lend an ear to Damon's woe. 
Who sings her praise, and sings forlorn. 



§128. The Uermil. Beattib. 

Kt the close of the day, when tlic hamlet is still* 

And mortals the sweets of forgetfulness prove. 
When nought but the torrent is heard on the hill. 

And nought but the nightingale's song in the 
gro\e— 
Twasthen, by the cave of the mountain reclin'd, 

A hermit his nightly complaint thus began : 
fhough mournful his numoers, his soul was 
resigned ; 

He thought as a sage, though he felt as a man. 

' Ah ! why, thus abandoned todarknessand woe. 
Why thus, lonely Philomel, flows thy sad 
strain ? 
For spring shall return, and a lover bestow ; 

And thy bosom no trace of misfortune retain. 
k'^ct, if pity inspire thee, O cease not thy lay ! 
Mourn, sweetest couipanion I man calls thee 
to mourn : 
D soothe him whose pleasures, like thine, pass 
away ! 
Full quickly they pass, but they never return ! 

'* Now gliding remote on the verge of the sky. 

The moon, half extinct, a dim crescent dis- 
plays ; 
But lately 1 mark'd, when majestic on high 

She shone, and the planets were loit in her 
hlazc. 
Roll on then, fair orb, and with gladness pursue 

The path that conducts thee to splendor again :. 
But man's faded glory no change shall renew j 

Ah, fool ! to exult in a glory so vain ! 

" Tis night, and the landscai^e is lovely no more : 
I mourn ; but, ye woodlands, I mourn not 
for you ; Sfi 

For mom is approaching, your charms to rwiore, 
Pcrfum'd with fresh fragrance, and glittering 
with dew. 
Nor yet for the ravage of winter I mourn ; 

Kind Nature the embryo-blossom shall save : 
But when shall spring visit the mouldering urn ? 
O when shall it dawB on the night of tlie 
grave? 



§ 129. A Pastoral Ballad. In Four Pwrlt. 

Shenstonb. 

1. ABSBNCB. 

Ye shepherds so cheerful aipd gay, 

Whose flocks never carelessly roam j 
Should Corydon's happen to stray, 

call the poor wanderers home. 
Allow mc to muse and to sigh. 

Nor talk of the change that ye find ; . 
None, once, was so watchful as I : ' ^ 

— I have left my dciu Phil lis behind. 

Now I know what it is to have strove 

VViih the torture of doubt and desire; 
What it is to admire and to love. 

And to leave her we love and admire. 
Ah, lead forth my flock in the mom. 

And the damps of each evening repel : 
Alas 1 I am faint and forlorn : 

— I have bade my dear Phillis farewell. 

Since Phillis vouchsafd me a look, 

1 nevtr once dream'd of my vine : 
May I lose both my pipe and my crook. 

If I knew of a kid that was mine ! 
I priz'd every hour that went by. 

Beyond all that had pleas d me before; 
But now they are pass'd, and I sigh. 

And I grieve that 1 priz'd them n 
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no more. 
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But why do I languish in vain ? 

Why wander thus pensively here ? 
O, why did I come from the plain, 

W^here I fed on the smiles of my dear? 
They tell mc, my favorite maid. 

The pride of that valley, is flown ; 
Alas I where with her I have stray*d, 

I could wander with pleasure alone. 

When forc'd the fair nymph to forego. 

What anguish I felt at my heart! 
Yet I thou^t, but it might not be so, 

'Twas with pain when she saw mc depart. 
She gaz'd, as 1 slowly withdrew ; 

My path 1 could hardly discern j 
So sweetly she bade me adieu, 

1 thought that she bade me return. 

The pilgrim that journeys all day 

To visit some far-distant shrine. 
If he bear but a relique away. 

Is happy, nor heard to repine. 
Thus, widely reuiov'd from the fair. 

Where my vows, my devotion, 1 owe. 
Soft ho|)e is the relique 1 bear. 

And my solace wherever I go. 



2. HOPE. 

My l>anks they are furnish'd with beev 

Whose murmur invites one to sleep ; 
My grottoes are shaded with trees. 

And my hills are white over with sheep. 
I seldom have met with a loss. 

Such health do my fountains bestow ; 
My fountains, all border'd with iiKMf, 

Where the hare-bell and Tiolet gww* 
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Not a pine in my grave b there teen» 

But with tencfrils of woodbine is bound ; 
Not a beech*9 more beautiful green. 

But a sweet-brier twines it around. 
Not my fields in the prime of the year 

More charms than my cattle unfold : 
Not a brook that is limpid and clear. 

But it^litters with fishes of gold. 

One would think she might like to retire 
To^he bow*r { have labor d to rear i 

Not a shrub that I hei^rd her admire. 
But I hasted and planted it there. 

how sudden the jessamine strove 
With the lilac to render it gay! 

Already it calls for my love. 
To prune the wild hranc^ci away. 

From the plains, from the woodlands, and 
groves, 

What strains of wild melody flow 1 
How the nightingales warble their loves 

From thickets of roses that blow ! 
A.nd when her brisht form shall appear. 

Each bird shall narmoniously join 
In a concert so soft and so clear, 

A»— she may not be foqd to resignv 

1 have found out a gift for my fair, 

I have found where the wood*pigeonfl hreed; 
But let me that plunder forbear. 

She will say 'twas a barbarous deed. 
For he ne'er could be true, she averr*d. 

Who could rqb a poor bird of its young ; 
And I lov*d her the more when I heard 

Such tenderness fall from her tongue. 

I have heard her with sweetnev tenfold 

How that pity wa« due to a dove^ 
That it ever att^nd^ the hold : 

And she calld it the sister of love. 
But her words such 9 pleasure ocAvey, 

So much I her accents adore. 
Let her speak, and whatev«r she say, 

Methinks, I shovukl love her the more. 

Can a bosom so gentle remain 

Unmov'd, when her Corydon sighs ?j 
Will a nymph that is fond of the plain. 

These plams and this valley despise? 
Dear regions of silepce s^nd snade ! 

Soft scenes of contentment and eaae ! 
Where I could have pleasii\g\y stra/d. 

If aught in her abtiencc could please. 

But where does my Phillida stray ? 

And where are her grols and her bowers ? 
Are the groves and the valWys aa gay. 

And the shepherds as gentle, as oun? 
The groves may perhaps be as fair. 

And the face of the valleys as fine ; 
The swains may in manners compare. 

But their love is not equal to mine. 

3. SOLICITUDE. 

Why will you my passion repfOte,^ 

Why tfiim ii ^ lollv to grievf « 
Ere 1 MiQw J9^ ^he ^harmi of mf t^re? 
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With her mien she CBamMUPe the Waw ; 

With her wit slie engages the fien; 
With her iii<xiesty pleases the grave ; 

She is every way pleasing to me. 

you that have been of her train, • 
Come and join in mjT amorous ^yi ! 

1 could la^ down my litt^ for the swain 
That will sing but a snqg in her praiK, 

When he sii^s, may the nymphs ot thf tq^ni 
Come troopmg, and listen t^e while ; 

Nay, on him let net Phillid^ firown ; 
— fBut 1 eannot allow her to smile. 

For when Paridcl tries in th^ d^BQ^ 

Any favor with Phillis to find, 
O how, with one trivial glmot, 
j Might she ruin the peace of my miad ! 
In ringlets he dresaea his hair. 

And his erook is bestudded afomid ; 
And his pipe-— O may Phillis beware 

Of a magic there is in the sound! 

'Tis his with mock passion to glow ; 

*Tis his in smootn tales to unfbld, 
'f How her (aoe is as bright as the anew* 

And her bosom, be sute, is as ooM ; 
How the nightingales labor the strain, 

With the notes of hi* okaruier to vie; 
How they vary their accents in vain. 

Repine at kier triumphs, and die.*' 

To the grove or the garden he strayi, 

And pillages every sweet ; 
Then, suiting the wres^th to his lays. 

He throws it at Phillis's feet. 
** O Phillis,** he whispers, '* more OmTi , 

More sweet, than the je«Mmine*aipw'rl 
What are pinks in a morn, to compiVi^ 

What is eglantine aft^ a showfc^ 

** Then the lily no longer is white ; 

Then the rose is depnv*d of its bleoBi} 
Then the violets die with despite. 

And the woodbines give up their perfoms. 
Thus glide the soft numlMeps atong. 

And he fancies no shepherd his peer; 
Yet I never should envy the song. 

Were not Phillis to lend it an ear. 

l.et his crook be with hyacinths h/foff^ 

So Phillis the trophy despise ; 
Let his forehead with laurels be cfq«vo*4i 

So they shine not in Phillis's eycf* 
The language that flows from the heart 

Is a stranger to ParideFs tongue ^ 
Yet may she beware of his art ! 

Or sure X must envy the 



4. PI9APFOI19TMBV7* 

Ye VMphevd^ give ear to my lay. 

And take no more heed of my sh^ : 
Thev have nothing to do but lo «lray> 

1 nave nothing to do but le weep. 
Yet do not my folly reprove : 

She waa 6ur, aaJi my paasioa bcfoa y 
ShesmU'd, a^ I ooqM l»»t hwt kwf ; 

She is fiiithless, and I am undpMk 
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'. was void of all thought ; 
s it was plain to foresee, 
niph so complete would be sought 
kaiii more enga<:ing than me. 
• iv'ry hope can inspire : 
>he8 wisdom the while ; 
lip"r»f the nymph we admire 
for ever adorn*d wi(h a smile 1 

thle^s, jn<l I am undom* ; 

t witness the woes I endure, 

n instruct you to shun 

it cannot igstruct you to cure. 

low you loiter in vain 

lymphs of a higher degree: 

for me to explain 

air and how fickle they be. 

)m the day that we met, 
hope of an end to my woes, 
raniiot endure to forget 
ance that undid my repose ? 

may diminish the \mu : 
Dw'r, and the shrub, and the tree, 

rear'd for her pleasure in vain, 
e may have comfort for me. 

;»!» of a dew-sprinkled rose, 
lund of a murmuring stream, 
-e which from solitude flows, 
forth shall be ("orydon's theme, 
nsports arc shown to the sight, 
e are not to hnd them our-own : 
er bestow*d such delight, 
h my Phillis had known. 

ods, spread your branches apace ; 

jr flee|)est recesses I fly ; 

hide with the beasts of the chase. 

Id vanish from every tye. 

-eed shall rt sound through the grove 

the same sad complaint it besrun ; 

! smiPd, and 1 could not but love; 

aithless, and I am undone ! 



Phcele, A Pastoral. Byrom. 

mc, O ye muses! was happily S))ent, 
hoebe went with me wherever I went: 
a«and soft pleasures I felt in my breast: 
cr faud shepherd like Colin was blest. 
' she is gone, and has left mc behind, 
manellous change on a sudden I find! 
Iiings were as fine as could possibly be. 
It it was spring -, but alas 1 it was she. 

mntain that wont to run sweetly along, 
ce to soft murmurs the pebbles among, 
low'si, little Cupid, if Phoebe was there, 
ieasant to look at, 'twas music tojkprl 
r she is absent, 1 walk by its siflT 
11 as it murmurs, do nothmg but chide : 
q be so cheerful, whilst 1 go in iKtin ? 
lere with your bubbling, and hear mc 
omplain. 

Hig I was ever well pleased to sec 
Tiggiog his tail tp my fj^ir cue and me ; 



And Phcebe w^s pleas'd too, apd to my dog mtj 
** Come hither, poor fellow l*' apd pattod hi* 

head : [lo^. 

But now, when he's fawning, I, with a sour 
Cry, "Sirrah!** and give him a blow with 

nty crook : 
And 1*11 give him another; for why ahotyld 

not Tray 
Be dull as his master, when Phoebe's away } 

Sweet music went with us both all the w#od 
throujB;h, [t^p 5 

The larky linnet, throstle, and nightingale 
Winds over us whisper'd, flocks by us did bk^f. 
And chirp went the grasshopper under our feet. 
But nqw she is absent, though still they tifvg^p. 
The woods are but lonely, the melody's gope! 
Her voice in the concert, as now I have fouvid» 
Gives every thing else its agreeable sound. 

Will no pitying Power that heini mt^om- 
plain. 

Or cure my disquiet, or soften my psiin f 

To be cur*d, thou must, Colip, tny pM*ioB re- 
move. 

But what swain is so silly to live without love ? 

No, deity, bid the dear nymph to return ; 

For ne'er was poor shepherd so sadly forlorn. 

Ah ! what shall I do ? I shall die with despair: 

Take heed, all ye swains, how ye love one so hix* 



$131. A Pastoral Ballad. Rowe. 

Despairing beside a clear stream, 

A shepherd forsaken was laid ; 
And, while a false nymph was his then[ie, 

A willow supported his head. 
The wind that blew over the plain. 

To his. sighs with a sigh dia reply ; 
And the brook, in return to his pain. 

Ran mournfully murmuring by. 

Alas ! silly swaio that I was 1 

(Thus sadly comolaining, he cried i) 
When first I btehela th^t (Sr face, 

'Twere better by far ^ had died. 
She talk'd, and i bless'd her dear tongue; 

When she smil'd, it was pleasure too great; 
I listenM, and cried, when she sung. 

Was nightingale ever so sweet ! 

How foolish was { to beliqye 

She could doat on sp lowly a clown. 
Or that her fond heart would not grieve 

To forsake the fine folk of the town ! 
To think that a beauty so gay 

So kind and v\ constant would prove: 
Or go clad, like our maidens, in grey. 

Or live in a cottage on love 1 

What though I have skill to complain. 

Though the uiu&es my temples haveciown'd ; 
What though, when they hear my sqftstniin. 

The virgins sit weeping around ji 
Ah, Colin ! thy hopes are in vi^ip^ 

'Fhy pipe and thy laurel resip | 
Thy fair one inclines to a s%vaio 

Whose m.usic ^ sweettr Hifrn l^iae. 
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All you^ my companioos so dear. 

Who sorrow to see me betray 'd. 
Whatever I suffer, forbear. 

Forbear to accuse the false maid. 
Though through the wide world 1 should range, 

*Tis in vain from my fortune to fly ; 
*Twas hers to be false, and to change ^ 

*Tis mine to be constant, and die. 

If, while my hard fate I sustain. 

In her breast anv pity is found ; 
Let her come, witn the nymphs of the plain. 

And see me laid low in the ground : 
The last humble boon that I crave 

Is, to shade me with cypress and yew ; 
And, when she looks down on my grave. 

Let her own that her shepherd was true. 

Then to her new love let her go. 

And deck her in golden array ; 
Be finest dl ev*ry fine show. 

And frolic it all the long day : 
While Colin,' forgotten and eone. 

No more shall be talk'd of or seen. 
Unless when, beneath the pale moon. 

His ghost shall glide over the green. 

§ 132. A Fairy Tale, Parnell. 

Its Britain*s isle, and Arthur's davs. 
When ipidnight fairies dauncM tne maze, 

Liv'd Edwin of the Green j 
Edwin, I wis, a gentle youth. 
Endow 'd with courage, sense, and truth. 
Though badly shaped he been. 

dis mountain back mote well be said 
To measure height against his fiead, 

And lift itself above ; 
Yet, spite of all that Nature did 
To make his uncouth form forbid. 

This creature dar'd to love. 

He felt the charms of Edith's eyes. 
Nor wanted hope to g^in the prize. 

Could ladies look within : 
But one Sir Topaz drcss'd with art. 
And, if a shape could win a heart. 

He had a shape to^win. 

Edwin, if right 1 read my song. 
With slighted passion paced along^ 

All in the moony light ; 
Twas near an old enchanted court. 
Where sportive fairies made resort. 

To revel out the night. 

His heart was drear, his hope was cross'd, 
Twas late, 'twas far, the path was lost 

That reach'd the neighbour town : 
With weary steps he quits the shades, 
R^v'd, the darkling dome he treads. 

And drops his limbs adown. 

But scant he lays him oi> the floor, 
' When hollow winds remove the door, 

A trembling rocks the ground : 
And, well 1 ween to count aright. 
At once an hundred tapers light 

On all the walls around. 

Now sounding tongues a^il his ear, 
fiow9oaDim$ feet approacheu near. 



And now the sounds increase t 
And, from the corner where he lay. 
He sees a train, profusely gay. 

Come prankling o*er the place. 

Rut (trust me, gentles) never yet 
Was dight a masquine half so neat. 

Or half so rich, before ; 
The country lent the sweet perfumes. 
The sea the pearl, the sky toe plumes. 

The town its silken store. 

Now, whilst he gaz*d, a gallant, drest 
In flaunting robes above the rest. 

With awful accent cried : 
*' What mortal, of a wretched mind. 
Whose sii^hs infect the balmy wind. 

Has here presum'd to hide ?" 

At this the swain, whose vent*rous soul 
No fears of ma^c art control, 

Advanc'd in open sight ; 
" Nor have I cause of dread," he said, 
"Who view, by no presumption led. 

Your revels of the night. 

" 'Twas grief, for scorn of faithful love. 
Which made mjr steps unweeting rove 

Amid the nightly dew." 
** 'Tis well," the gallant cries again, . 
** We fairies never injure men 

Who dare to tell us true. 

" Exalt thy love-dejected heart ; 
Be mine the task, or ere we part. 

To make thee grief resign ; 
Now take the pleasure of thy chaunce ; 
Whilst I with Mab, mj partner, daunec. 

Be little Mable thme.'* 

He spoke, and, all a sudden, there 
Light music floats in wanton air ; 

The Monarch leads the Queen : 
The rest their fairie partners found : 
And Mable trimly tript the ground 

With Edwin of the Green. 

* 

The dauncing past, the board was laidi 
And siker such a feast was made 

As heart and lip desire : 
Withouten hands the dishes fly. 
The glasses with a wish come nigh. 

And with a wish retire. 

But now, to please the fairie king. 
Full every deal they laugh and sing. 

And antic feats devise; 
Some wind and tumble like an ape, 
And other some transmute their shape, 
y In Edwin's wond'ring eyes. 

Till one, at last, that Robin hight, 
Renown'd for pinching maids at night. 

Has bent him up aloof; 
AMLitill against the oeam he flung, 
\^Rre by the back the youth he huoga 

To sprawl unneath the roof. 

From thence. "Revene my charm," heeria. 
" And let it fairly now sufnce. 

The gambol has been shown.* 
But Oberon answers, with a smile, 
** Content thee, Edwin, for a while. 

The vanta^ ia thine own.**"«« 
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!d all the phantom-play ; 
It the fresK approacn of day, 
heard a cock to crow ; 
ling wind, that hore the crowd 
*d the door, and whistled loud, 
^arn them all to go. 
aming all at once they fly, 
t once the tapers die ; 
Edwin falls to floor : 
is state, and dark the place, 
:r wight in such a case 
»ugh all the land before ! 
1 as dan Apollo rose, 
creature home he goes ! 
eels his back the less ; 
(t tongue and steady mind 
lim of the lump behind, 
ch made him want success : 
ly livelyhed he talks, 
a-dauncing as he walks ; 
story soon took wind ; 
iteous Edith sees the youth 
with courage, sense, and truth, 
tiout a bunch behind ! 
• told, *Sir Topaz mov*d, 
th of Edith erst approy'd) 
ee the revel scene : 
>f oe he leaves his home, 
ds to find the ruin*d dome 
>n the gloomy plain, 
he bides, it so befel, 
1 came rustling down a dell, 
taking seiz'd the wall : 
ig the tapers, as before, 
» bmgly foot the floor, 
music nils the hall. 
es, sorely sunk with woe 
I sees the elfin show, 
spirits in him die ; 
heron cries, ** A man is near j 
passion, clepcd fear, 
gs flamng in the sky.'* 
it sir Topaz, hapless youth 1 
3 faltVing a^e for ruth, 
eats them pity graunt ; 
e been a mister wight 
by wand'ring in the night 
read the circling haunt, 
sel vile !" at once they roar, 
itle skiird of fairie lore, 
cause to come we know : 
thy kestrel 1 courage fell ^ 
es, since a lye you tell, 
free to work thee woe.'* 
ill who bears the wispy fire 
he swains among the mire, 
caiptive upward flung ; 
ike a tortoise in a shop, 
ed from the chamber-top, 
ere whilom Edwin hung. i 

I now proceeds apace, 
ley frisK it o'er the place, 
y sit, they drink, and eat ; 
! with frolic mirth beguile, 
r sir Topaz hangs the while, 
all the rout retreat. 



By this the stars began to wiak ; 
They shriek, they fly, the tapers sink. 

And down ydrops the knight : 
For never spell by fairie laid 
With strong enchantment, bound a glade 

Beyond the length of night. 
Chill, dark, alone, adreed he lay. 
Till up the welkin rose the day. 

Then deem'd the dole was o'er : 
But wot ye well his harder lot ; 
His seely back the buuch had got 

Which Edwin lost arore.-— 
This tale a Sybil nurse ared ; 
She softly stroak*d my youngling head. 

And when the tale was done : 
*' Thus some are born, my son," she ctm, 
*• With base impediments to rise. 

And some are bom with none. 
But virtue can itself advance 
To what the fav*rite fools of chance 

By fortune seem*d design*d ; 
Virtue can gain the odds of fate. 
And from itself shake ofi'the weight 

Upon th' unworthy mind.'* 



§ 133. Song. Thomsoit. 

For ever. Fortune ! wilt thou proye 
An unrelenting foe to love. 
And when we meet a mutual heart. 
Come in between, and bid us part i 
Bid us sigh on from day to day. 
And wish, and wish the soul away. 
Till youth and genial years are flown. 
And all the life of love is gone ? 
But busy, busy, still art thou, 
l^o bind the loveless, joyless vow. 
The heart from pleasure to delude. 
To join the gentle to the rude. 
For once, O Fortune I hear my prayer. 
And I absolve thy future care j 
All other blessings I resign. 
Make but the dear Amanda mine. 



§ 134. The Barher's Nupiiak. 

In Liquorpond-street, as is well known 1o 

many. 
An artist resided, who shav'd for a penny. 
Cut hair for three halfpence, for tnree-penoe 

he hied. 
And would draw for a groat every tooth in your 

head. 

What annoy'd other folks never spoil'd his 

repose, 
Twas the same thing to him whether stocks 

fell or rose : 
For blast and for mildew he car'd not a pin j 
Hiscropsnever fail'd, for they grew on the chin. 

Unvex'd by the cares thatambition and state has. 
Contented! he din*d on his daily potatoes ; 
And the pence that he earn d by excbion of 

bristle 
Were nightly devoted to wetting hit whittle. 
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When copper ittU loW he made light of the 
matter, [Platter, 

Drank his purl upon tick at the old Pewter 
Read the news, and as deep in the secret appeared 
As if he had latherM the minister's beard. 

Bat Cupid, who trims men of every station. 
And *twixt barbers and beaux makes no discri- 
mination, 
Would not let this superlative shaver alone. 
Till he tried if his heart wasas hard as his hone. 

The fair one whose charms did the barber 
inthrat, [stall. 

At the t^nd of Fleet-market, of fish kept a 
As red as her cheek was no lobster e>r seen. 
Not an eel that she sold was so soft as her skin. 

By love strange eflects have been wrought, we 
arc told, [cold ; 

In all countiries and climates, hot, template, or 

Thus the heart of our barber love scorch'd like 
a coal. 

Though *tis very well known he livM under the 
pole. 

First, he courted his charmer in sorrowful 

fashion. 
And lied like a lawyer to move her compassion : 
He should perish, he swore, did his suit not 

succeed. 
And a barber to slay was a barbarous deed. 

Then he altef'd his tone, and was heard to de- 
If valor deserv'd the regard of the fair, [clare. 
That his courage was tried, though he scom'd 

to disclose 
How many brave fallows he'd took by the nose. 

For his politics too, they were thoroughly 

known» 
A patriot he was to the very backbone ; 
Wilkes he gratis had shav a for the good of the 

nation, [ration. 

And he held the Wig Club in profound vene- 

For his tenets religious-^^he could well expound 
Emanuel Swedenoorg s myst'ries profound. 
And new doctrines could broach with the best 

of*emall; 
For a periwig-maker ne'er wanted a caul. 

Indignant sheanswer'd: ** No chin-scraping sot 
Shall be fastened to me by the cofijugal knot; • 
No! to Tyburn repair, if a noose you must tie: 
Other fish 1 have got, Mr. Tonsor, to fry : 

** Holborn-bridge and Blackfriars my triumphs 
can tell, [bell ; 

From Billingsgate beauties I *vd long borne the 

Nay, tripemcn and fishmongers vie for my fa- 
vour i'— 

Then d *ye think I 'U take up with a two-penny 
snaver ? 

*' Let dory, or turbot the sov* reign offish, 
Ch^^k by jowl vvith red-herring be serv'd in 

one dish \ 
Lei ilu^eon and sprats in one pickle unite. 
When Lanale for nut buids, mad barbers shall 

bite5 



But the barber persisted (ah, could I relate *em) 
To ply her with conij>liments soft as pomatum; 
And took ev'ry occasion to flatter and praise her, 
Till she fancied his wit was as keen as his razM. 

He protested besides, if she'd grant his petition. 
She should live likealady of rank and condition; 
And to Billingsgate market no longer repait*. 
But himself all her business would do toa hair. 

Her smiles, he asserted, would melt even rocb. 
Nay, the fire of her eyes would consume bar- 
bers* blocks, 
On insensible objects bestow animation. 
And give to old periwigs regeneration. 

With fair speeches cajol'd, as you'd tickles 
trout, [hold dot: 

'Gainst the barber the fish-wife no more could 

He applied the right bait, and with flattery he 
caught her : 

Without flatt'ry a female's a fish out of water. 

The state of her heart when the barber Mce 
guess'd. 

Love 's siege with redoubled exertion he ptesi'di 

And as briskly bestirr'd him, the charmer em- 
bracing. 

As the wash-ball that dances and froths in hit 
bason. 

The flame to allay that their bosoms didio 
burn, [Holboni, 

They set out for the church of St. Andrew in 

Where tonsors and trulls, country Dicks tod 
their cousins. 

In the halter of wedlock are tied up by dosens. 

The nuptials to grace, came from every quarter 
The worthies at Rag- fair old caxons who barter. 
Who the coverings of judges' and counidlors' 

nobs 
Cut down into majors, queues, scratches, and 

bobs : 

Muscle-mongers and oyster-men, criopf and 

coal heavers. 
And butchers with marrow-bones smiting tbeir 

cleavers : 
Shrimp-scalders and bug-killers, tailors and 

tilers. 
Boys, botchers, baWds, bailifls, and black* 

pudding boilers. 

From their voices united such melody fkm'd, 
As the Abbey ne'er witness'd, nor Tott'oham 

Court-road ; 
While St. Andrew's brave bells did so loud and 

so clear ring, 
You *d have given ten pounds to *ve been (Mt 

of their hearing. 

For his fee, \^hen*the parson this coople had 

join'd. 
As no cash was forthcoming, he took \i t& 

kind ; {cbifl. 

So the bridegroom diimahlled his Ttsi*ttaltit\ 
And the bride entertain'd hiiil with pikhatds 

and gin. 
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§ Idf. 9t^lH4M and Margtirei. 

Whbv all wa§ wrapt in dark midnight. 

And all were fast asleep. 
In ^ided Margaret's grimly ghoit. 

And stood at William's feet. 

Het fkitt was like the April tnorn 

dad in a wintry eload ; 
Attd elay-cold was her lily hand. 

That field the sable shrmid. 

So shall the fairest face appear 
When youth and years are flown ; 

Such b the robe that king^ must wear 
When death has reft their crown. 

Ret bloom was lik« the springing AoW*r 

That sips the silver dew ; 
The role was budded in her chtfek, 

Aod openitig to tht view. 

Bui lore had, like the cailktft-w^rm, 

Consom'd her early prime ; 
The foac nrew palfe, and left her cheek ; 

8Ar dia beford her time. 

Awake 1 she cried, thv true-lore calls. 
Come from her mianight grave; 

Now let thy pity hear the maid 
Thy lore tefus'd to sare : 

Tliis is the dark and fearful hour 
When injur'd ghosts cottinUin : 

Vtf$r dtoary grives si^ op their dead. 
To haimt die faiulless swain. 

Bethink thee, WiUiam, of tht fiwh. 
Thy pledgt and broken oath, 

Aod 1^ me back my maiden ?ow. 
And give me back my troth. 

How could you say my face was fair, 

Axid yet ttiat fiioe forsake ? 
Ho^ tould you win my virgin heart, 

Ytt kave that heart to break ? 

How cooM you promiae love to me. 

And not that promise keep ? 
Why did you swear my eyes were bright. 

Yet leave those eyes to weep ? 

How 6ould you lay my lip wal sW6et, 

And made the scarlet pale } 
AM why did I, youfig, witless tniid, 
re the flattering tale ? 



Thfcl (ket, alas ! no more b fiiir^ 

That Up no longer red ; 
Ourk tit my eyes, now clos*d iti deathi 

And every cnarm is fled. 

Tli% hongfy worm my sister it, 

llib winding-sheet I wear ; 
And cold and weary lasts our bight 

Tin that lait mom afipoir. 

Bol hark I the cock has wafti'd me heOoe 

A long and bit adieu! 
Camt i«. <ldse mAn! how low she Iks 

TIfllwdtirlovedryMu 



I Now bitdi did Ih^ ahd MoHlllli flttlll*d^ 
And show'd her glittering head ; 
Pale William shook in every liinh. 
Then, raving, left his bed. 

He hied him to the fatal place 

Where Margaret's body Iky, 
And stretch'd him on the green-gran tvrf 

That wrapt her breathless clay : 

And thrice he call'd on Marg'ret's name. 
And thrice he wept full sortf ; 

Then laid his cheek to the cold earth. 
And word spoke never more. 



§ 136. Lucy and Coiin^ 

Of Leinster, fam*d for maideni fiUr, 

Bright Lucy was the grace ^ 
Nor e er did Li^*s limpid stream 

Reflect so fkir a face ; 
Till luckless love, and pining eara, 

Impair'd her rosy hue. 
Her coral lips and damask eheeks. 

And eyes of glossy blue. 

have you seen a lily pale. 
When beatine rains delcend ? 

So droop'd the uow-consdrtiitig maid^ 

Her life now near its end. 
By Lucy warn'd, of flattering iWaini 

Take heed, ve easy fair j 
Of veng^nce aue to broken toWs, 

Ye perjur d swains, hewatt. 

Three times, all in the dead of flight, 

A bell was heard to rint^ 
/And, ihriekihg at ner windiiW thrice, 

A raven flapp'd his WiAc. 
Too well the love-lorn maiden kntw 

The solemn boding sound. 
And thus in dying words bespoke 

The virgins weeping round : 

1 hear a voice you cannot hear. 
Which says, I mult not stay j 

I see a hand you cannot see, , 

Which beckons me away. 
By a false heart, and broken vows. 

In early youth I die : 
Am I to blame because hb bride 

Is thrice as rich as I ? 

Ah Colin ! give not her thy vovrs. 

Vows due to me alone ; 
Nor thou, fond maid, receive hii kbi. 

Nor think him all thy own. 
To-morrow in the churph to wed. 

Impatient both prraare | 
But know, fond maid, and know, fabe mae. 

That Lucy will be there ! 

There bear my corpse, ye comradely hear. 

The bridegroom blitne to itieei $ 
He in hb w«lding-trim so gay, 

I in my winding-sheet.—- 
She spoke, she diM ! her eotie wtl bortH, 

The bridegroom blithe to mtiU, 
H« in hb weddjlUHtri&i id giy. 

She \/^ bar winaiog-shect 
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Then what were peijur*d Colin's thoughts ? 

How wer^ thoae nuptials kept ? 
The hridemen flock'd round Lucy, dead. 

And all ihe village wept. 
Compassion, shame, remorse, despair. 

At once his bosom swell ; 
The damps of death bedew'd his brows. 

He shook, he groan*d, he fell. 

From the vain bride (ah, bride no more !) 

The i'arying crimson fled ; 
When, stretch'd before her rival's corse. 

She saw her husband dead. 
He, to his Lucy's new-made grave 

Conveyed by trembling s warns, 
One mould with her, beneath one sod. 

For ever now remains. 

Oft at this grave the constant hind. 

And plighted maid are seen ; 
With g^irlands gay, and true-love knots. 

They deck the sacred green. 
But, swain forsworn ! whoe'er thou art, 
' This hallow'd spot forbear ; 
Remember Colin's dreadful fate. 

And fear to meet him there. 



§ 137. Song. DiBDiv. 

I SAW what seem'd a harmless child. 

With wings and bow 
And aspect mild. 
Who sobb'd, and sigh'd, and pin'd, 

And begg'd I would some boon bestow 
On a poorTitilc boy, stone-blind. 

Not aware of the danger, I instant comply'd. 
When he drew from his quiver a dart. 

And cry'd, ** My power you shall know l" 

Then he levell'd his bow. 
And wounded me right in the heart. 



§ 138. The Race Horse, By the same. 

See the course throng'd with gazers, the 

sports are begun, 
Th« confusion but hear! — I'll bet you, sir — 

Done ! 
Ten thousand strange murmurs resound far and 

near. 
Lords, hawkers, and jockeys assail the tir'd ear: 
While, with neck like a rainbow, erecting his 

crest, 
Pamper'd, prancing, and pleas'd, his head 

touching his breast. 
Scarcely snuffing the air, he's so proud and elate. 
The high-mettled racer first sUrts for the plate. 

Now Reynard's turn'd out, and o'er hedge 

and ditch rush 
Hounds, horses, and huntsmen, all hard at his 

brush ; ' 

They fun him at length, and they have him at 

bay, [dious way : 

And by scent, and by view, cheat a long te- 
While, alike bom for sports of the field and the 

coarse. 
Always sure to come through, a staunch and 

fleet horsey 
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When, fairly run down, the fox yields up hb 

breath. 
The high-mettled racer is in at the death. 

Grown aged, us'd up, and tum*d out of the 
stud, [some blood ; 

Lame, spavin d, and wind-gall'd, but yet widi 
While knowing (x>stilions his pedigree trace. 
Tell his dam won this sweepstakes, his sire 
gain'd that race ; [o'er, 

And what matches he won to the ostlers count 
As they loiter their time at some hedge-ale- 
house door ; 
While the harness sore galls, and the spurs his 

sides goad. 
The high-mettled racer's a hack on the toad. 

Till, at last, having labor'd, drudg'd carif 

and late, 
Bow'd down by degrees, he bends to his hit; 
Blind, old, lean, and feeble, he tugs round t 

mill, [stafids still. 

Or draws sand, till the sand of his hour-glass 
And now, cold and lifeless, expos'd to the view 
In the very same cart which he yesterday diew. 
While a pitying crowd his sad relics surrouods, 
The liigh-mcttled racer is sold for the hotiods! 



§139. Poor Jack. By ihe same. 

Go i)atter to lubbers and swabs, d've see, 

'noiit danger, and fear, and the like; 
A tight-water boat and good sea-room giveoie. 

And t'ent to a little I '11 strike : 
Though the tempest top-gallant masts smack 
smooth should smite. 

And shiver each splinter of wood ; 
Clear the wreck, stow the yards, and booM 
every thing tight. 

And und[er reef'd foresail we'll scud. 
Avast ! nor don't think me a milksop so toft 

To be taken for trifles aback. 
For they says there's a Providence sits up aloft 

To keep watch for the life of Poor Jack. 

Why, I heard the good chaplain palaver ooeday 

About souls, heaven, mercy, and such. 
And, my timbers! what lingo he'd coil and 
belay ! 

Why, 'twas just all as one as High Dutch. 
But he said how a sparrow can't founder, d'je 

Without orders that come down below, [sec, 
And many fine things that prov'd clearly to at 

ITiat Providence takes us in tow. 
For, says he, do you mind me, let storms ttt 

Take the top-sails of sailors aback, [so oft 
There's a sweet little cherub that sits up akift 

To keep watch for the life of Poor Jack. 

I said to our Poll, for you see she would ciy. 

When at last we weigh'd anchor for sea, 
What argufies sniv'ling, and piping your tjcl 

Why, what a damn d fool you must be ! 
Can't you see the world's wide, and there's 
room for us all. 

Both for seamen and lubbers ashore } 
And if to old Davy I should go, friend PoU, 

Why, you never will hear of me more. 
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haps I may laughing come back ; [so(\. 



1009 



*ye see, there's a cherab that sits up aloft 
keep watch for the life of Poor Jack. 

mind me, a sailor should be every inch 

as one as a piece of the ship, 

^ith her brave the world without offering 

to flinch, 
m the moment the anchor's a-trip. 

me, in all weathers, all times, sioes and 

ends, 

ight*8 a trouble from duty that springs; 
y heart is my Poll's, and my rhino- *s my 

friend's, 

I as for my life, 'tis the king*s. 
vhen my time comes, ne'er believe me 

so soft 

or grief to be taken aback : 

ame little cherub that sits up aloft 

1 look out a good birth for Poor Jack. 



§ 140. Bi/ the same, 

sensations pity brings, 
•roudly swell the ample heart, 
vhich the willing sorrow springs, 
ihcr!»* grief that bears a part : 
ad sympathy's delights, 
manly dignity of grief, 
n mourning that excites, 
gives the anxious mind relief: 
e would you the feel ins know, 
gen roiis, noble, greatly brave, 
er taught a heart to glow, 
;he tear that bedews a soldier's grave. 

d and painful is his lot ; 
angers come, he braves them all ; 
, perhaps, to be forgot, 
idistinguish'd doom'd to fall, 
ipt in conscious worth securf, 
M^orld, that now forgets his toil, 
'$ from a retreat obscure, 
)uits it with a willing smile, 
rav'ller, one kind drop bestow, 
-e graceful pity, nobly brave ; 
ever taught the heart to glow 
the tear tnat bedews a soldier's grave. 



§141. By the 

hough from Venus Cupid sprung, 
iribute diyine 

:r the bawlina; bards have sung) 
his bow till Bacchus strung, 
lipt his darts in wine ; 
^ilenus plung'd the boy 
tar from the vine.: 
e, that was before a toy, 
the source of mortal joy ; 
lin shook his dewy winos, 
Jess leveird clowns and Kiogs^ 
x>wer has mighty wine I 



Fair Ariadne left, 
D *ye think she did her fiite deplore. 
Or Ijer fine locks or bosom tore. 

Like one of hope bereft ? 
Not she, indeed; Her fleeting love 

From mortal tdms divine ; 
And as gay Bacchus* tigers move^ 
His car ascends amidst a grove 
Of vines, surrounded by a throng. 
Who lead tlie jolly pair along. 

Almost half-gone with wine. 

Ma am Helen lov'd the Phrygian boy. 

He thought her all his own : 
But hottest love will soonest cloy. 
He ne'er had brought her safe to Tro^ 

But for the wife of Thone. 
She, nierry g;ossip, mix'd a cup 

Of tipple right divine. 
To keep love's flagging spirits up^ 
And Helen drank it every sup : 
This liouor is 'mongst learned efves 
Nepenthe call'd ; but, 'twixt oursefv^s 

1 was nothing more than wine. 

Of Lethe, and its flow*ry brink. 

Let musty poets prate. 
Where thirsty souls are said to drinlty 
That never thev again may think 

Upon their mrmer state : 
What is there in this soulless lot, 
I \ P'^y you. «o divine ? 
Grief finds the palace and the cot, 
Which, for a time, were well forgot i 
Come here then, in our Lethe share^ 
The true oblivion of your care 

Is only found in wiue. 



$ 142. Bif the 9umg. 

Yanko he ull, and he tell no lie. 

We near one pretty brook. 
Him flowing hair, him lovely eye; 

Sweetly on Orra look : 
Him tee big world, fine warrior men/ 

Grand cruel kins love blood 3 
Great king ! but ^nko say what den 

If he no honest good ? 

Virtue in foe be virtue still. 

Fine stone be found in mine : 
The sun one dale, as well one hiUf, 

Make warm where'er him shine:. 
You broder him, him broder you. 

So all the world should call ; 
For nature sav, and she say true. 

That men be broder aU. 

If cruel man, like tiger srim. 

Come bold in thirst of blood. 
Poor man : be noble, pity him. 

That he no honest good : 
Virtue in foe be virtue still. 

Fine stone be found in mine : 
The sun one dale, as well one hill^ 

Make warm wherever him shine. 

3 T 
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§ 143. Yanko, 6y the same. 

Deah Vaako say, and true he say, 

AH mankind, one and t'other, 
Negro, mulatto, and Malay, 

Through all the world l>e hroder. 
In black, in yellow, what disgrace. 

That scandal so he use 'eui ? 
For dere no virtue in de face, 

De virtue in de bosom* 

What harm dere in a shape or make ? 

What harm in ugly feature ? 
Whatever color, form, he take. 

The heart make human creature. 
Then black and copper both be friend. 

No color he bring beauty ; 
For beauty, Yanko say, attend 

On him who do him duty. 
Dear Yanko say, &c. 



§144. Let us all he unhappy together. By 

the same. 

We bipeds, made up of frail cby, 
Alas I are the children of sorrow ; 
And, though brisk and merry to-day, 
We may all be unhappy to-morrow. 
For sunshine 's succeeded by rain ; 
Then, fearful of life's stormy weather. 
Lest pleasure should only bring pain. 
Let us all be unhappy together. 

I grant the best blessing we know 
Is a friend, for true fnendship*s a treasure; 
And yet, lest your friend prove a foe, 
Oh ! taste not the dan^^erous pleasure. 
Thus friendship's a flimsy affair, 
Thus riches and health are a bubble ; 
Thus there 's nothing delightful but care. 
Nor any thidg pleasing but trouble. 

If « mortal would point out that llTe 
Which on earth could be nearest to heaven. 
Let him, thanking his stars^ choose a wife 
To whom truth and honor art given. 
But hoilor and truth are so rare. 
And homs» when they *re cuttibs, so tingle. 
That, with all my respect to the mr, 
1 *d advise him to sigh« and live single. 

• 

It appears from these premises plain. 
That wisdom is nothing but folly ; 
That oleasttre *s a term IhM means pain. 
And mat iby is your true melancholy : 
That all ttu*e who laash ought to cry, 
That 'tis fine frisk tad Tun to be grieving ; 
And that, sinte we must all of us die. 
We should taste no n^joyment while living. 



§ 145. The Soldier's Adieu. By the same. 

Adieu, adieu, my only life ! 

My honor calls me from thee ; 
Remember thou *rt a ^lidicr s wife, 

Thcwe tears but ill become thee. 



EXTRACTS, 



Book IV. 



What though by diltj I am call'd 

Where thunaring cannons rattle. 
Where Valor's self might stand appall'd } 
When on the wings of thy dear love 

To Heaven above 

Thy fervent orisons are flown. 

The tender prayer 
.. Thou putt'st up there 
Shall call a guaraian angel down. 
To watch me in the battle. 

My safety thy f^ir truth shall be. 

As sword and buckler serving ; 

My life shall be more dear to me. 

Because of thy presening. v 

Let peril come, let horror threat, 
Let thund'ring cannons rattle, 
I *ll fearless seek the conflicts heat, 
Assur'd when on the wings of love 
To Heaven above, &c. 

Enough. With that benignant smile 

Some kindred god inspird thee; 
Who knew thy bosom void of suile. 
Who wonder'd and admir d thee. 
I go assur d : my life, adieu ; 

Though thund nng cannons rattle. 
Though murdering carnage stalk in view, 
When on the wings of thy true love 
To Heaven above, &c. 



§ 1 40. Indian Soug. By the t$me. 

The sun s descending in the wave ; 
I CO, I go, my fate to brave : 
Gliosts of dead incas, now appear. 

Shriek as ye come 

Cold from the tomb. 
And see if Moniaco knows to fear. 

Oh Sun, my sire ! 

Lend nie all thy noble fire ; 

lUia Moniaco to thy tomb. 

Oh Atabalipa, soon shall come; 

Cover me with scars. 

Nought can control 

The dauntless soul. 

That shall live among its kindred stars. 

What is't to die ? To leave thb day. 
And breathe an everlastingday. 
For robes celestial shake onTdust ; 

Among the blest. 

From care to rest. 
And emulate the virtues of the just : 

Then, Sun, my sire. 

Lend me all thy noble f^re, 
lllia Moniaco, &c. 

Adieu, ye friends ! vain world, adieu i 
Bliss is tor me, but woe for you ; 
While I, new-born, shall go to find 

The upper heaven. 

You shall be driven 
Like scattered chaff before false fortune*s wit 

Now, Sun, my sire, 

I feel, I feel thy noble fire! 
lllia Moniaco, &c. 



SONGS, BALLADS, &<!. 
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§ 147. By the tame* 

Jin of distant war, 
)le is the claneor ! 
ascends his eoon car, 
errific anger, 
fate the soldier tries 
IS the gallant quarrel : 
the cold ground he lies, 
10 friend, to close his eyes, 
biy niourn'd ; 
•turn'd, 
wn'd with victory's laurel. 

, who, disdaining fear, 
the desperate duty, 
the tribute of the tear 
IS the eye of beauty ? 
>ubtful fate, &c. 

sr fate can fortune give ? 
shall tell our story 
d full; but if we live, 
vur country*s glo 



true, a doubti 



glory, 
itul fiite. 



&c. 



§ 148. By the same. 

ggy Iov*d a soldier lad 
lore, than tongue can tell ye ; 
her tender bosom sad 
he heard the loud rcvcillcr. 
were screech-owls to her cars, 
like thunder seem*d to rattle; 
prophetic were her fears, 
him from her arms to battle. 
»nders he against the foe 
and was with laurels crown *d ; 
ip ! for soon death laid him low 
ground. 

t all love, her soul all truth, 

icr fears or flight discover, 

, in guise a comely youth, 

the field her lover. 

by the fife and drum 

le work of death was doing ; 

' brave hearts the time was come, 

ng honor, crasp at ruin : 

$oul was chiird with woe, 

came in every found, 

.per*d, death had laid him low 

ground. 

te affliction as she stood, 
soman's fears confound her, 
or ail her soul subdued, 
train came throning round faer. 
tive fife, and mumeadnun, 
I obsequies discover ; 
she heard, and cried, I come, 
ncet my murdered lover! 
rt-rent oy a sigh of woe, 
gri^f of all around, 
ath had laid her lover low 
groood! 



§ 149. Song, Stbmieks. 



Once the gods of the Greeks, at ambrosial feast. 

Large bowls of rich nectar were quaffing. 
Merry Momus amonsr them appeared as a guest: 

Homer says the celestials love laughing. 
This happen*d Tore Chaos was fix'd into form, 

While nature disorderly lay ; 
While elements adverse engendcrM the storm. 

And uproar embroil'd the loud fray. 

On every 01ym))ic the humorist drolKd, 

So none could his jokes disapprove; 
He sung, reparteed, and some old stories told. 

And at last thus began upon Jove : 
Sire, mar'; how yon matter is heaving below, 

Were it settled *t would please all your court ; 
*Tis not wisdom to let it lie useless, you know ; 

Pray people it, just for our sport. 

Jove nodded assent, all Olympus bow*d down. 

At his fiat creation took birth ; 
Tlie cloud-keeping deity smiPd on his throne. 

Then announced the production was earth. 
To honour their sov'reisn each god gave a boon : 

Apollo presented it light ;' 
The goddess of child-bed dispatch*d us a moon. 

To silver the shadow of night : 

The queen of sofl wishes, foul Vulcan^s fair 
bride, 

Leer*d wanton on her man of war ; [guide. 
Saying, As to these earth-folks, 1 *11 give them a 

So she sparkled the morn and eve star. 
From her cloud, all in spirits, the goddess up 
sprung. 

In ellipsis each planet advanc'd \ 
The tune of the spheres the Nine Sitten song. 

As round Terra Nova they dancd. 

Even Jove himself could not inaensible stand, 

fiid Saturn his girdle fast bind: [|^"<|> 

The expounder of fate grasped the globe in hit 

And laugh cl at those mites caird mtinkioi^iill 
From the band of great Jove into space it vmt^ j 
hurrd. 

He was charmed with the roll of the ball. 
Bid his daughter Attraction take charge of the 

And she hung it up high in hit hall, [world. 

Mist, plcas*d with the present, review'd thie 
globe roond. 
Saw with rapture hills, valleyi, and plains \ 
The self-balanc*d orb in an atmoaphereoound^ 

Prolific by suns, dews, and rains. 
With silver, gold, jewels, she India endow*d, 
France and Spain she taught rincyardt to 
rear; 
What was fit for each clime on each dime die 
bestow'd. 
And freedom she fuund floorish*d here. 

The blue-ey'd celestial, Minerva the wiae. 

Ineffably smird on -the snot ; 
My dear, says plumed Pallas, your last gifl I 
prize, 

But^ excuse me^ one thing it forgot. 



< 
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Licentiousness freedom'sdestruction may bring. 
Unless prudence prepares its defence. 

Tlie g(xlde8s of sapience bid Iris take wing, 
And on Britons bestowed common-sense. 

Four cardinal virtues she left in this isle. 
As guardians to cherish the root -, 



The blossoms of liberty gaily *gan smile. 
And Englishmen fed on the fruit. 

Thus fed, and thus bred, by a bount]r so rare, 
'Oh ! preserve it as pure as 'twas giv'n. 

We wilf while we've breath j nay we'll grasp 
it in death. 
And return it untainted to hcav'n. 



PROLOGUES AND EPILOGUES. 



§ 1 . Epilogue to A Woman killed with Kind- 
ness, 1617* 

Av honest crew, disposed to be merry. 

Came to a tavern by, and calPd for wine : 
The drawer brought it (smiling like a cherry). 
And told them it was pleasant, neat, and Bne. 
Taste it, quoth one; he did : O fie ! (quoth 

he): 
This wine was good : now 't runs too near 
the lee. 

Another sipp'd to give the wine his due, 

And said unto the rest it drank too flat ; 
The third said it was old ; the fourth too rrew ; 
Nay, quoth the fifth, the sharpness likes me 
not. 
Thus, ^ntlemen, you see how in one hour 
The wme was new, old, flat, sharp, sweet, 
and sour. ^ 

Unto this wine do we allude our play; [grave: 
Which some wiU judge too trivial, some too 

You, as our goests, we entertain this dny. 
And bid you welcome to the best we have. 

Excuse me then ; good wine may be disgrac'd 
When ev*ry sev'ral mouth has sundry taste. 

."*J^ ft' Prologue to The Unfortunate Lovers. 
Spoken at Black' Friars. 1043. Davenant. 

Were you but half so humble to confess. 
As you are wise to know, your happiness ; 
Our author would not grieve to see you sit 
* Auling with such unquestion'd jpow'r his wit : 
*'L What would I give, that I could still preserve 
^ My loyaltv to him, and yet desene 
Your biod opinion by revealing now 
The cause of^that great storm wliich clouds his 
brow ; [y^"> 

And his dote murmurs, which, since meant to 
I camiot think or mannerly or true ! 
Well ; I begin to be resolv d, and let 
My inelancnolj tragnc Monsieur fret ; 
Let him the leveianiannless weapons nse 
Of that aU-daring trifle calFd his Muse. 
Yet 1 11 inform you what, this very day. 
Twice before witness I have heard nim say; 
Which is, that you are grown excessive proud ; 
For ten times more of wit, than was allow'd 
Your silly ancestors in twenty year, [here : 
'^' xpact should in two houn be ^v\en ^i»x 



For they, he swears, to th* theatre would come 
£re they had din'd, to take up the best room; 
There sit on benches, not adom'd with mats. 
And graciously did vail their high-crown d half 
To every half-dres8*d player, as he still 
Thro' th* hangings peep'df to see how the bouse 

did fill. 
Good easy-judging souls ! with what delight 
They would exnect a gis or target fight ; 
A furious tale olTroy, wnich they ne'er tbooalit 
Was weakly written, so 'twere strongly fought; 
Liiugh'd at a clinch, the shadow of a jest. 
And cry 'd ' A passing good one, I protest!' 
Such dull and humble-witted people were 
Even your forefathers, whom wegovero'dbeic; 
And such had you been too, he swears, had not 
The poets taught you how to unweave a pbt. 
And trace the winding scenes; taught too t' 

admit Twit. 

What was true sense, not what did sound like 
Thus they have arm'd you 'gainst themselves is 

fight, [write. 

Made strong and mischievous from what they 
You have been lately hishly feasted here. 
With two great wits *, that grac'd our theatie. 
But, if to feed you often witli delight 
Will more corrupt, than mend, your appetite ; 
He vows to use you, which he much abhors, 
As others did your homely ancestors. 



§ 3. Epilogue to The Cutter of Coleman- 
street, spohn by the Person who cxtfi 
Cuttei, l()5G. COWLET. 

Methink.s a vision bids me silence break, 

[H^ithouthis Pemke. 

And some words to this congregation spesk; 

So great and gay a one 1 ne'er did meet 

At the fifth monarch's court in Coletiian- 

street ; 
But yet 1 wonder much, not to espy a 
Brother ip all this court, cullM Zephaniah. 
Bless me! what are we? what may this pbcc 

be ? 
For I begin my vision now to see. 
That this b a mere theatre — Well then. 
If 't be e'en so, I '11 Cutter be again. 

[Puts on Mis Penkt, 

* Beaumont and Pletcher. 
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Not Cutter the pretended cavalier ; 
For, to confess ingenuously here 
To you, who always of that party were,' 
I never was of any ; up and down 
I roird, a very rake-hell of this town. 
But now my follies and my faults are ended, 
My fortune and my mind are both amended ; 
And if we may believe one who has fail*d be- 
fore, [no more. 
Our author says he'll mend — that is, he'll write 



5 4. Prologue to Nero. 1675. Leb. 

Good plays, and jjerfect sense, as scarce are 

frown 
women in this d— <1 lewd town ; 
Plain sense is despicable as plain clothes. 
As English hats, bone-lace, or woollen hose. 
*Tis your brisk fool that is your man of note ; 
Yonder he goes, in the embroider'd coat: 
Snch wenching eyes, and hands so prone to 

ruffle, • 

The genteel fling, the trip, and modish shuffle -, 
Salt tool and flame, as gay as any prince ; 
Thus tags and silks make up your men of sense* 
I*m told that some are present here to-day 
Who, ere they see, resolve to damn this play. 
So much would interest with ill-nature swa^r* 
But, ladies, you, we hope, will prove more civil, 
And charm these wits that damn beyond the 
Then let each critic here all hell inherit, f devil ; 
You have attractions that can lay a spirit. 
A bloody f\ital play you'll see to-ni^ht ; 
I TOW to God, t has put me in a fright. 
The meanest waiter hufls, looks bis, and struts. 
Gives breast a blow, then hand on liilt he puts. 
*Tb a fine age, a tearing thundering age, 
Pray heaven this thund'ringdoes not crack the 
This play I like not now [stage : 

And yet, for aught I know, it may be g^Kxl, 
But still 1 hate this Bghting, wounds, and 

blood. [nour? 

Why, what the devil have I to do with Ho- 
Let neroes court her j I cry. Pox upon her ! 
All tragedies, i*gad, to me sound oddly ; 
1 can no more be serious, than you godly. 



(5. Epilogue io Tyrannic Love ', spoken hy 
Neil Gwyn^ when she was to he carried off 
deadly the bearers. lf)72. Drydbn. 

- To the Bearer. 
Hold! are vou mad, you damn*d con- 
founded dog ? 
I am to rise, and speak the epilogue. 

To the Audience. 
I come, kind gentlemen, strange news to tell ye^ 
I am the ^host of poor departed Nelly. 
Sweet ladies, be not frighted, 1 '11 be civil : 
I*m what I was, a little harmless devil ^ 
For, af^er death, we sprites have just such na- 
tures ^ [turet : 
We had, for all the world, when human crea- 
And therefore I, that was an actress here. 
Play all my tricks in hell, a goblia there 
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Gallants, look to*t ; you say there are no sprites j 
But rU come dance about your beds at nights; 
And 'faith you* II be in a sweet ]^mA of taking. 
When I surprise you between sleep and waking. 
To tell you true, I walk, because I die 
Out of my calling, in a tragedy. 

poet, damn*d dull poet ! who could prove 
So senseless, to make Nelly die for love! 
Nay, what's yet worse, to kill me in my prime 
Of Easter- term, in tart and cheesecake time ! 
I'll fit the fop ; for 1*11 not one word say, 

T* excuse his ^odly out-of-fashion pby ; 
A play which if you dare but twice sit out, ' 
You'll all be slanderM, and be thought devout. 
But farewell, gentlemen ; make haste to me ; 
I'm sure ere long to have your com|>any. 
As for my epitaph, when I am gone, 

1 '11 trust no poet, but will write my own : 

Here Nelly lies, who, tho' she liv'J a slattern*, 
Yet died a princess, acting in St. Cath^rinef* 

§6. Prologue to AlctMades, 1675. Otway. 

Never did rhymer greater hazards run, 
•Mongst us by your severity undone ; 
Tho* we, alas ! to oblige ye have done most. 
And bought ye pleasures at our own sad cost. 
Yet all our best endeavours have been lost. 
So oft a statesman lab* ring to be good. 
His honesty's for treason understood; 
Whilst some false flattering minion of the court 
Shall play the traitor, and be honour d for't. 
To you, known judges of what's sense and wit^ 
Our author swears he gladly will submit : 
But there*s a sort of thmgs mfest the pit. 
That would be witty spite of nature too. 
And, to be thought so, haunt and pester you. 
Hither sometimes tho^ would-be-wits repair. 
In quest of you ; where, if you don't appear. 
Cries one — Pugh 1 D— n me, what do we do 

here? 
Straight up he starts, his sarniture then puts 
In order, so he cocks, anu out he struts 
To the coflee-house, where he about him lookti 
Spies friend ; cries. Jack — I've been to-night 11 

th* Duke's ; 
The silly rogues are all undone, my dear, 
I'sad, not one of sense that I saw there. 
Thus to hi,mself he'd reputation gather 
Of wit, and good acquaintance, but has neither. 
Wit has indeed a stranger been, of late; 
'iVfonzst its pretenders, nought so strange as thai. 
Both houses too so long a fist have known. 
That coarsest nonsense goes most glibly down. 
Thus though this trifler never wrote before. 
Yet faith lie ventured on the common score : 
Since nonsense is so generally allowed. 
He hopes that this may past amongst the crowd. 

§ 7* Epilogue io Aurengtebe, 1676. 

Dryobv. 

A PRBTTT task I and so I told the fool. 
Who needs would undertake to please by rule : 

* Her real character. 

t The character the represented in the play. 
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He thought that if his characters were eood. 
The scenes entire, and freed from notse and 

blood, , 
The action great, yet circun)scrib*d by time. 
The words not forc*d, but sUding into rhyme. 
The passions rais'd and calm'd by just degrees. 
As tides are swelPd and then retire to seas ; 
He thought in hinting these his business done. 
Though he, perhaps, nas faiKd in cv*ry one. 
But, after all, a poet must confess. 
His art's like physic, but a happy guess. 
Your pleasure on your fancy must depend ; 
The lady's pleas d, just as she likes her friend. 
No song ! no dance ! no show 1 he fears youll 

say. 
You love all naked beauties, bat a play. 
He much mistakes your methods to delight. 
And, like the French, abhors our tarset fight : 
But those damn'd dogs can never be i th* right. 
True English hate your iMonsieurs* paltry arts; 
For you are all silk-weavers* in your hearts. 
Bold Britons, at a brave bear-garden fray, 
Afc rous'd, and, clalt*ring sticks, cry. Play, 

play, play! 
Mean time, your fribbling foreigner will stare. 
And -mutter to himself. Ah, gens barbare! 
And, 'gad. 'tis well he mutters, well for him; 
Our butchers else would tear him limb from 

limb. 
"Tis true, the time may come, your sons may be 
Infected with this French civility : 
But this in after-ages will be done ; . 
Our poet writes an hundred years too soon. 
This age comes on too slow or he too fast ; 
And early springs are subject to a blast. 
Who would excel, when few can make a test 
Betwixt indifferent writing and the best? 
For fevours cheap and common who would 

strive. 
Which, like abandon'd prostitutes, you give ? 
Yet scattered here and there I some behold. 
Who can discern the tinsel from the gold ; 
To these he writes ; and, if by them allow'd, 
^Tis their prerogative to rule tne crowd ; 
For he more fears (like a presuming man) 
Their votes who cannot judge, than theirs who 
can. 



. § 8. Epilogue to the First Part of The Rover, or 
the Banished Cavaliers, l677. Mrs.BzBS. 

The banish'd cavaliers ! a roving blade I 
A popish carnival 1 a masauerade ! 
The devirs in't if this will please the nation. 
In these our blessed times ot reformation, 
When conventicling is so much in fashioji. ' 
And yet- 
That mutinous tribe less factions do beget. 
Than your continual differing in wit. 
Your judgment (as your passion) *s a disease ; 
Nor Muse nor Miss your appetite can please ; 
You're grown as nice as qo^uy consciences. 



Whose each conYulsioo* when the spirit moves, 
Damns every thing that maogot disapprotes. 
With canting rule you wouldf the sta^ icfioc^ 
Aofl to dull method all our sense conhne. 
With th' insolence of commonwealths you role, ' 
Where each'gay fop, and politic brave fool. 
On monarch wit impose without controol. 
As for tlie last, who seldom sees a play. 
Unless it be the old Black-Friars way. 
Shaking his empty noddle o'er bamboo. 
He cries. Good faith, these plays will never do. 
Ah, sir 1 in my young days, what lofty wit, 
What high-stram'd scenes of fighting, then 

were writ! 
These are slight airy toys. But tell me, pnv, 
What has the House of Commons done to-day? 
Then shows his politics, to let you see 
Of state affairs he'll judge as notably 
As he can do of wit and poetry. 
The younger sparks, who hither do resort, 
Cry— — 

Pox o'your gentle thinp! give us more sport; 
Damme ! I'm swe 't will never please the court. 
Such fops are never pleas'd, unless the play 
Be stuff'd with fools, as brisk and dull as theyj 
Such might the half-crown spare, and in a 

glass 
At home behold a more acoomplish'd ass; 
Where they may set their cravats, wigs, and 

faces. 
And practise all their bufbon'ry grimaces- 
See how this huff becomes-«-this damme stanr, 
Which they at home may act, because tbcy 

dare ; 
But must with prudent caution do elsewhere, 
O, that our Nokes, or Tony Lee, could shevr 
A fop but half so much to th* life as you ! 



§9. Epilogue to The Duke of Guise. l68d. 
Spoken by Mrs. Cook. Dryoeit. 

Much timeand trouble this poor play hascost, 
And, 'faith, I doubted once the cause was lost. 
Yet no one man was meant, nor great nor 

small ; 
Our poets, like frank ^mestersf, threw at all. 

They took no single aim 

But like bold boys, true to their prince and 

hearty, 
Huzza'd,and Br'd broadbidei^ at the whole party. 
Duels are crimes ; but when the cause b right 
In battle every man is bound to fight: 
For what should hinder me to sell my skin 
Dear as I could, if once my heart were in? 
Se defe^dendv never was a sin. 
*Tis a fine world, my masters — right or wron;:, 
The Whigs must talk, and Tories hold their 

tongue. 
They must do all they can- 
But we, forsooth, must bear a Christiao inbdi 
And fight like boys with one hand tied behind: 
Nay, iind when one boy's down 'twere wond- 
rous wise 
To cry. Box fair, and give him time to rise. 



* Alluding to the nTalry of the Spitalfields manufactures with those of France. 
t This play was wtitteii jointlY by Dryden and Lee. 



Book IV. 



PROLOGUES AND EPILOGUES, 
nooe but fools will 



1015 



VVheo fortune favours, 

dally : 

Would any of you, sparks, if Nan or Mally 
Tipp*d you th* inviting wink, stand. Shall I, 

shall I? 
\ trimmer cried ^hat heard me tell the story) 
Fie, Mistress Cook ! 7aith you're loo rank a 

Tory ! [cases : 

Wish not Whigs hang*d, but pity their'hard 
You women love to see men make wry faces. 
Pray, Sir, said I, don t think me such a Jew ; 
I say no more, but give the devil his due. 
Lenitives, says he, best suit with our condition. 
Jack Ketch, sap I, *s an excellent physician. 
I love no blood. Nor I, Sir, as I breathe ; 
But hanging is a fine dry kind of death. 
We trimmers are fur hblding all things even. 
Yes, just like him that hung *twixt hell and 

heaven. 
Have we not had men's lives enough already ? — 
Yes, sure; but you're for holding all things 

steady. [brother. 

Now, since the weight hangs all on one side. 
You trimmers should, to poise it, hang on 

t'other. 
Damn'd neuters, in their middle way of steering. 
Are neither fish nor flesh, nor good red-herring : 
Not Whigs nor Tories they, nor this nor that; 
^OT birds, nor beasts,, but just a kind of bat; 
A twilicht animal, true to neither cause. 
With lory wings, but Whiggish teeth and 

claws. 



§ 10. Prologue to The Mistakes, a Play writ- 
ten by Joseph Harris, comedian, l()90. 

Drydbn. 

Enter Mr. Bright. 

Gentlemen, we must beg your pardon; 
here *s no prologue to be had to-day ; our new 
pby is like to come on without a frontispiece ; 
as bald as one of you young beaux without your 
periwig. I left our young poet snivelling and 
sobbing behind the scenes, and cursing some- 
body that has deceived him. 

Enter Mr. Bowen. 

Hold vour prating to the audience ; here is 
honest Mr. Williams just come in, half mellow, 
from the Rose Tavern. He swedrs he is inspir- 
ed with claret, and will come on, and that ex- 
tempore too, either with a prologue of his own, 
or vjniethine like one. O, here he comes to his 
trial, at all adventures : for my part I wish him 
a good deliverance. 

[^Exeunt Mr. Bright and Mr* Bowen. 

Enter Mr. ^yiliiams. 

Save vt. Sin, save ye ! Im in a hopeful way, 
I should speak something, in rhyme^ im>w, for 

the play : 
But the deuce take me if I know what to tay. 
I *U stick to n)y friend the author, tliat I can tell 
To the last drop of claret in my belly. [ye. 



So far I 'm sure 'tis rhyme— that needs no grant- 
ing: [are wanting. 
And, if my verses' feet stumble— you see my own 
Our young poet has brought s^piece'of work. 
In which tho' much of art there does not lurk» 
It may hold out three days---and that's as long 

as Cork*. 
But for this play — (which till I have done we 

show not) 
What may be its fortune— by the Lord — 1 know 
This I dare swear, no malice here is writ : [not« 
'Tis inrK)cent of all things-— even of wit. 
He's no high-f!yer — he makes no sky-rockets. 
His squibs are only levell'd at your pockets : 
And if his crackers light among your pelf. 
Ye are blown up ; if not, then he's blown op 
himself. [fluster'd madness : 

By this time I'm something recovcr'd of my 
And now, a word or two in sober sadness. 
Ours is a common play; and you pay down 
A cohimon harlot's price — just half a crown. 
You'll say, I play the pimp on my friend's score ; 
But since 'tis for a friend, your gibes zive o*er; 
For many a mother has done that before. 
How 's this } you cry : an actor write ! we 

know it ; 
But Shakspeare was an actor and a poet. 
Has not great Jonson's learning often fail'd, 
WhileSbaks|)eare's^reater genius still prevail'd } 
Have not some writmg actors, in this age, 
Dcserv'd and found success upon the stage? 
To tell the truth, when our old wits are tir^d. 
Not one of us but means to be inspired. 
Let your kind presence grace our homely cheer ; 
Peace and the butt, is all our bus'ness here ; 
So much for that, and the devil take small beer* 



§11. Prologue to the Old Bachelor. \Gq3. 

CONGRBVB. 

How this v ile world is chans'd ! In formerdays 
Prologues were serious speeches before plays ; 
Grave, solemn things (as ^ces are to feasts), 
>A' here poots begg'd a blessine from their guests* 
Unt now no more like supphanls we come ! 
A play makes war, and prologue is the drum. 
Arm'd with keen satire, and with pointed wit, 
W^e threaten you, who do for judges sit. 
To save our plays ; or else we'll damn your piL 
But for your comfort, it falls out to-day. 
We've a young author, and his first-bom play: 
So, stand mg only on his good behiviour. 
He's very civil, and entreats your favour. 
Not but the man has malice, would he show it : 
But, on my conscience, he's a bashful poet; 
You thipk that strange-*no matter ; he '11 out- 

f;row it. 
'm his advocaie-^by me he prayt you, 
(I don't know whether I shall speak to please you) 
He prays— -O bless me ! what shall I do now? 
Hans me if I know what he prays, or bow 1 
Andi twis the prettiest prolocoe as he wrote h : 
Well, the deuce take me if I ha'n*t forgot it. 

^ TheaicgBof thecityof G>rk. 
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O Lord I for Heaven s sake excuse the play. 




I cannotstay tp hear your resolqtion. [^Buns off". 



^ 1 2. Prologue, spoken hy Lord Buckhurst, ai 
Westminster School, ai a RepreserUation of 
Mr. Dryden*s Cleomenes, the Spartan 
Hero, at Christmas, 1696. Prior. 

Pish ! Lord, I wish this prologue was but 
Greek, 
Then young Cleonidas would boldly spe^k : 
But can Lord Buckhurst in poor English say. 
Gen lie spectators, pray excuse the play? 
No, witness all ye gods of ancient Greece, 
Bather than condescend to terms like these, 
I 'd go to school six hours on Christmas-day, 
Or construe Persius while my comrades play. 
Such work by hireling actors should be clone. 
Who tumble when they sec a critic frown ; 
poor rogues, that smart, like fencers, for their 

bread. 
And if they are qot wpunded, are not fed. 
But, sirs, ouir labor has more noble ends. 
We act our tragedy to see our friends : 
Our ^en'rous scenes are for pure love repeated. 
And if you are not plcas*d, at least you 're treated. 
The candles and the clothes ourseh es we bought. 
Our tops neglected, and our balls forgot. 
To learn our parts we left our midnight bed. 
Most of you snor d whilst Cleomenes read. 
^ Not that from this confession we would sue 
* Praise undeserv'd j we know ourselves and you ; 
Resolved to stand or perish by our cause. 
We neither censure fear, nor beg applause. 
For those are Westminster and Sparta's laws. 
Yet if we see some judgement well inclined. 
To youn^ desert and growing virtue kind, 
That critic by ten thousand marks should know. 
That greatest souls to goodness only bow ; 
And that your little hero does inherit 
Not Cleomenes' more than Dorset's spirit. 

5 13. Prologue to the Royal MisclmJ'. 1696. 

Prior. 

Ladies, to you with pleasure we submit 
This early ofispriiig of a virgin^wit. 
From your good-nature nought our authoress 

feats : 
Sure you'll indulge, if not the muse, her years; 
Freely, the praise she may deserve, bestow ;- 
Pardon, not censure, what you can't allow ; 
Smile on the work; be to her merits kind. 
And to her faults, whate'er they are, be blipd. 

Let critics follow rules ; she ooldly writes 
What Nature dictates, and what Love indites. 
By no dull forms her queen and ladies move. 
But court theii- heroes, and agnize their love. 
Poor maidl she'd have (what e'en no wife 

would crave) 
A husband love his spouse beyond the grave : 
And, from a second marriage to deter, 
Shows jou what hornd things step-mothers are. 




Howe'er, to constancy the prize she gives. 
And though the sister dies, the brother liv 
piest with success, at last he mounts a throi 
Enjoys at once his mistress and a crown. 
Learn, ladies, then, from Libaraxu's fate,^ 
What great rewards on virtuous lovers wait. 
Learn too, if Heaven and fate sbou)d advcTK 

prove, 
(For fateand Heaven doD*taIways smile on love) 
Learn with 2^1inda to be still the saooe. 
Nor quit your first for any second flame: 
Whatever fate, or death or life, be given. 
Dare to be true, submit the rest to Heaven. 



§ 14. Prologue to Love and a Bottle. \6gg* 

Farquhai. 

[^Servant attending with a Bottle of fFini'] 

As stubborn atheists who disdain to pray> 
Repent, though late, upon their dving^ dav; 
So m their pangs most authors, rack d with teaiy, 
Implore your mercy in our suppliant pra3ien* 
But our new author has no cause mamtaiD'd, 
Let him not lose what h^ has never gain'd: 
I/)ve and a bottle are his peaceful arms ; 
Ladies and eallauts, have not those some cbanns? 
For love, all mankind to the fair must sue: 
And, sirs, the bottle he presents to you. 
Health to the play I toast [Z>rtiiii.]-^«'en let 

it pass. 
Sure none sit here that will refuse their glass! 
O there's a damning soldier — let me think— 
He looks as he were sworn — to what ? To drin)i. 

[Drinks, 
Come on then ; foot to foot be boldly set, 
And our young author's new commission wet. 
He and his bottle here attend their doom, 
From you the poet's Helicon must come; 
If he has any foes, to make amends 
He gives his sen'ice [Drinks,'] — Sure you now 

are friends ; 
No critic here will he provoke to fight ; 
The day be theirs, he only begs hts night. 
Pray pfedge him now, secur'd from all abuse j 
Then name the health you love, let none refuse. 



4 15. Prologue to the Constant Couple, I7OO. 

Fakquhak. 

Poets will think nothing so checks their fury. 
As wits, cits, beaux, and women, for their jury* 
Our spark's half-dead to think what medleys 

come. 
With blended judgements, to proDoupce his 

doom. 
*Tis all false fear ; for in a mingled pit. 
Why, what yourgravedon thinks but dullv writ, 
His neighbour i' th' great wig may take (or wit. 
Some authors court the few, the wise if any: 
Our youth's content, if he can reach the many. 
Who go with much like ends tochurch and play. 
Not to observe what priests or poets say — 
No, no ! your thoughts, like theirs, fje quite 

another way. 
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The ladies safe may smile, for here's no slander. 
No smut, no lewd-tongued beau, no double en- 
tendre. 
gls true, he has a spark just come from France, 
ur then, so far from beau — why, he talks sense. 
Like coin, oft carried out, but — seldom brought 

from thence. 
There's yet a ean^to whom our spark submits. 
Your elbow-shaking fool that lives by's wits, 
That*sonly witty though, just as he lives, by Bts : 
Who, lion-like, through bailiffs scours away, 
Hunts, in the face of dinner, all the day. 
At night with empty bowels grumbles o'er the 

And now the modish prentice he implores. 
Who, with his master s cash, stol'n out of doers. 
Employs it on a brace of — honorable whores : 
While their good bulky mother pleas'd sits by. 
Bawd-regent of the bubble-gallery. 
Next to our mounted friends we humbly move. 
Who all your side-box tricks are much above. 
And never fail to pay us with your love. 
Ah, friends ! poor Dorset Garden- house is gone ; 
Our merry meetings there are all undone ^ 

fuite lost \o us, sure for some strange misdeeds, 
hat strong dog Samson's pull'd it o'er our heads. 
Snaps rope like thread ; but when his foftuiSe's 

told him. 
He'll hear perhaps of rope will one day hold him : 
At least, I hope that our eood-natur*.d town 
WIH find a way to null his prices down* 

Well, that's all ! Now, gentlemen, for the play : 
On second thoughts^ I've but two words to say; 
Such as it is, for your delight design'd. 
Hear it, read, try, judge, and speak as you find. 



§ 16. Prologue to The Inconstant. 17O8. 

Farquhar. 

Like hungry guests a sitting audience looks: 
Plays are like suppers ; ^ets are the cooks : 
The founders you : the tabic is the place : 
The carvers we : the prologue is the grace : 
Each act a eourse ; each scene a diff'rent dish: 
Though we're in Lent, I doubt you're still for 

flesh. 
Satire's the sauce, high-season'd, sharp, and 

rough; 
Kind masks and beaux, I hope you're pepper- 
proof. 
Wit is the winse ; l;>ut 'tis so scarce the true. 
Poets, like vintners, balderdash and brew. 
Your surly scenes, where rant and bloodshed 
A re butcher 8 meat, a battle's a sirloin : [join, 
Your scenes of love, so flowing, soft, and chaste. 
Are water-gruel, without salt or taste. 
Bawdy's fat venisoo, which, though stale, can 

please: 
Your rakes love kaut^gouts, like your damn'd 

French cheese. 
Your rarity, for the fair guest to gape on. 
Is your nice squeaker, or Italian capon ; 
Or your French virgin-pullet, gamish'd round 
AoQ dress'd with sauce of some— four hundred 
pouad. 



An opera, like an oglio, nicks the age; 
Farce is the hasty-pudding of the stage : 
For when you're treated with indifferent cheer. 
Yon can dispense with slender stage>coach fare. 
A pastoral's whipt-cream ; stage-whims, mere 

trash ; 
And tragi-coinedy, half Bsh and flesh. 
But comedy, that, that's the darling cheer ; 
Thisnigbt, we hoiie, you'll an Inconstant bear; 
Wild-fowl is lik u in play-house all the year. 

Yet since each mind betrays a different taste^ 
And ev'ry dish scarce pleases ev'ry guest. 
If ausht you relish, do not damn the rest. 
This favor crav'd, up let the music strike: 
You're welcome all — now fall to where you like* 



§ 17. Prologue on the proposed Union of the 
Two Houses. 1703. Farquhar. 

N o w al 1 the world's ta'en up with state affairs^ 
Some wishing peace, some calling out for wars, 
'Tis likewise (it we should inform the age. 
What are the present politics o' th* stage : 
Two different states, ambitious both, and bold. 
All free-bom souls, the New House and the Old, 
Have long contended, and made stout essays. 
Which should be monarch absolute in piays. 
I^ng has the battle held with bloodv strife. 
Where many ranting heroes lost their life ; 
Yet such their enmity, that e'en the slain 
Do conouer death, rise up, and fight again. 
W^hilst trom the gallery, box, the pit, and all. 

The audience look'd, and shook itsawful head, 
Wond'ring to see so many thousands fall. 

And then look'd pale to see us look so red. 
For force of numbers, and poetic spell. 
We've rais'd the ancient heroes too from hell. 
To lead our troops ; and on this bloody field 
You've seen great Csesar light, great Pompey 

yield. 
Vast sums of treasure too we did advance. 
To draw some mercenary troops from France ; 
Light-footed rogues, who, when they got their 

Took to their heels— il//on5 — and ran away. 
Here you have seen great Philip's conqu* ring soo. 
Who in twelve years did the whole world o'errun ; 
Here has he fought, and found a harder job 
To beat one play-house, than subdue the globe ; 
All this from emulation for the bays: 
You lik'd the contest, and bestow'd your praise. 
But now (as busy heads love something new) 
They would propose an union — O mart dieu ! 
If it be so, let Cxsar hide his heaid. 
And tight no more for glory, but for bread. 
I^t Alexander mourn, as once before. 
Because no worlds are left to conquer more. 
But if we maj judge small from greater things. 
The present times may show what union brings. 
You feel the danger of united kings. 
If we grow one, then slav'ry must ensue 
To poets, players, and, my friends, to you.' 
For, to one house con find, you then must praise 
Both cursed actors, and confounded plays. 
Then leave us as we arc, and next advance 
Bravely to break the tie 'twixtSpainaiid France. 
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§ 18. Prologue to Loves Contrivance. 1703. 

Centlivre. 

Poets like mushrooms rise and fall oflate^ 
Or as the uncertain favorites of state ; 
Invention *s racked to please both eye and car. 
But no scene takes without the moving play'r: 
Daily we see plays» .pamphlets, libels, rhymes. 
Become the falling-sickness of the times \ 
So fevVish is the humor of the town. 
It turfeits of a )>Iay ere three days* run. 
At Locket's, Browne's,and at Poutack's, inquire 
What modisli kick-shaws the nice beaux desire. 
What fam*d ragouts, what new-invented salad. 
Has best pretensions to regale the palate. 
If we present you with a medley here, 
A hodge-podge dish served up in china ware. 
We hope 'twill please, 'cause, like your bill of 

fare, 
To please j^ou all we should attempt in vain : 
In aiff'rcnt persons diiF'rent humors reign. 
The soldier's for the rattling scenes of war. 
The peaceful beau hates shedding blood so near. 
Courtiers in comedy place their chief delight, 
*Cause Iove*8 the proper business of the night. 
The clown for past'ral his half-crown bestows. 
But t' other house by sad experience knows. 
This polish'd town produces few of those. 
The merchant is for traffic ev*ry where. 
And values not the best, but cheapest ware. 
Since various humors are nleas'd various ways, 
A critic 's but a fool to jiulge of plays. 
Fool, did I say ? 'Tis (Uificult to know 
Who 'tis that s so indeed, or is not so : 
If that be then a point so hard to gain. 
Wit's sure a most profound unfatnom*d main. 
He that sits judge, the trident ought to sway. 
To know who's greatest fool or wit to-day. 
The audience, or the author of the play. 



% 19. Epilogue to the Beau's Due!. 1703. 

Centlivre. 

You see, gallants, 't has been our poet's care. 
To show what beaux in their perfection are ; 
By nature cowards, foolish ; useless tools. 
Made men by tailors, and by women, fbols : 
A fickle, false, a singing, dancing crew ; 
Nay, now we hear theyVe smiling-master o. 
Just now a Frenchman, in the dressing-room. 
From teaching of a beau to smile, was come. 
Heshow'd five guineas — Wasn't he rarely paid? 
Thus all the world by smiles are once betray'd. 
The statesman smiles on them he would imdo. 
The courtier's smiles are very seldom true. 
The love's smiles too many do believe. 
And women smile on them they would deceive. 
When tradesmen smile, they safely cheat with 

case ; 
And smiling lawyers never fail of fees. 
The doctor's look the patient's pains beguiles, 
Th« sick man lives if tne physician smiles. 
Thns smiles with interest nand in hand do go. 
He surest strikes, that smiline gives the blow. 
Poets, with us, this proverb oo defy: 
We live by smiles, lor if you frown wc die. 



To please you then shall be our chief endeavour 
And all we ask is but your smiles for ever. 

Hold — I forgot — the author bid me say. 
She humbly oegs protection for her play : 
*Tis yours— she dedicates it to you all. 
And you're too gen'rous, sure, to let it fall; 
She hopes the ladies will her cause roainiab, 
Since virtue here has been her only aim. 
The beaux, she thinks, won't fail todo her right. 
Since here they're taught with safoty how to 

fight. 
She's sure of favor from the men of war, 
A soldier is her darling character : 
To fear their murmurs then would be absnid, 
They only mutiny when not preforr* d. 
But yet, I see, she does your tory dread. 
And, like a nris'ner, stands with fear half4ead, 
While you, her judges, do her sentence give; 
If you're not pleas'd, she says, ^e cannot live. 
IiCt my petition then for once prevail. 
And let your gen'rous hands her poidoo seal 

§ 80. Prologue to Lave makes m Mam. 1704. 

Ciiiit. 

Since plays are but a kind of public feutt. 
Where tickets only make the welcome goesls; 
Methinks, instead of grace, we shook! prraiie 
Your tastes in prologue, with your btli of uie. 
VVhen you foreknow each course, thoogji thii 

may tease yon, 
'Tis five to one but one o' th' five may please yoa. 
First, for the critics, we've yoar darting cheer, 
Faultswithout number, morethanaensecan bar; 
You're certain to be pleas'd where erron are. 
From your displeasure I da^e vouch we're sale; 
You never frown but where your neighboun 

laush. 
Now, you uiat never know what spleen orhileif, 
Who for an act or two are welcome gratis, 
That tip the wink, and so sneak out with sas- 

quam satis ; 
For your smart tastes we've t09S*d yoo up a fif, 
We hope the newest that's of late come up; 
The fool, beau, wit, and rake,so mix'd hecarrics, 
He seems a raffout piping-hot from Paris. 
But, for the softer sex, whom most we'd more, 
We've what the fair and chaste were foroi'd 

for — love : 
An artless |)assion, fraught with hopes and fears, 
And nearest happy when it most despairs. 
For masks, we've scandal, and for beaox, 

French airs. 
To please all tastes, we'll do the best we can; 
For the galleries, we've Dicky and Will Pin- 

kethman. [&re ; 

Now, sirs, you 're welcome, and yon know joor 
But pray, in charity, the founder spare. 
Lest you destroy at once the poet and the play'r. 

§81. Prologue to the Twin Rivals. 170<>- 

Farqobai. 

[if A alarm sounded.] 
W ITH drums andtrumpets,in thiswarriDgage, 
A martial prologue should abrm the stage. 
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New play»-^p«re acted, a full audience here. 
Seem towns invested, when a siege they fear. 
Prologues are like a forlorn hope, sent out 
Before the play* to skirmish and to scout : 
Our dreadful toes, the critics, when they spy, 
They cock, they charge* they fire — then back 

- they fly. 
The siege is laid— there oallant chiefs abound. 
Here-* foes intrench*d, thero-^litt*ring troops 

around, 
Aod the loud batt'ries roar—- from yonder rising 

ground. 
In the first act» brisk sallies (miss or hit). 
With volleys of small shot, or snip-snap wit. 
Attack, and sail the trenches of tne pit. 
The nest«-»the fire continues, but at length 
Grows less, and slackens like a bridegroom's 

strength. 
The third-*-feint8, mines, and countermines, 

abound ; 
Your critic engineers, safe under ground. 
Blow up our works, and all our art confound. 
The fourth—- brings on most action, and 'lis 

sharp. 
Fresh foes crowd on, at your remissness carp. 
And dcsp'rate, though unskill'd, insult our 

counterscarp. 
Then comes the last ; the gen'ral storm is near. 
The poet-governor now quakes for fear; ' 
Runs wildiv up and down, forgets to huff. 
And woukl give all he's plundered— to get off. 
So— Don, and Monsieoi^— Bluff, before the 



And now let— 

The poor nit see how Pinkcy's voice commands. 

Silence — Now rattle all your sticks, and clap 

your grimy hands. 
I greet your love, and let the vainest author 

show 
Half this command on cleaner hands below: 
Nay more, to prove your interest, let thb play 

live by you. 
So may you snare good claret with your masters. 
Still free in your amours from their disasters; 
Free from poor' house-keeping, where peck is 

under locks ; 
Free from cold kitchens, and no Christmas-box; 
So may no longdebates i* th' House of Commons 
Make you i' th' lobby starve, when hunger 

summons ; 
But may your plenteous vails come flowing in. 
Give you a lucky hit, and make you gentlemen : 
And, thus preferr d, ne'er fear the world's re* 

proaches. 
But shake your elbows with my lord, and katp 

your coaches. 



§ 23. Prologue to the Butyhodu. 17O8. 

Cbktlitri. 

TnotuiH modern prophets were eippos'd olf 
late. 
The author could not proo^esy his fiite s 
If with such scenes an auoience had been flr'd, 
I The poet must have really been inspired. 




Stnor I 

But what your resolution can withstand? 
Yoa master all, and awe the sea and land. 
In war— <your valor makes the strong submit; 
Your judgement humbles all attempts in wit. 
What play, what fort, what beauty, can endure 
All fierce assaults, and always be secure ? 
Then grant 'em gen'rous terms whodareto write. 
Since now — that seems as desp'rate as to fight. 
If we must yiekl — yet, ere the day be fix'd. 
Let us hold out the third, and, it we may, the 

sixth. 



§ 22. Prologue to the Basset-Talk, 17()C. 
Spoken hyair Pinkethman. Centlivrb. 

In all the faces that to plays resort. 
Whether of country, city, mob, or court, 
I've always found, tnat none such hopes Inspire 
As you, dear brethren of the upper tier. 
Poets in prologues may both preach and rail. 
Yet all their wisdom nothing will ai-ail ; [fail. 
W^ho writes not up to you, 'tis ten to one will 
Your thund'ring plaudit 'tis that dealsout fiune ; 
You make plays run, though of themselves but 
lame. [manding. 

How often have we known your noise com- 
Impote on your inferior masters' understanding! 
Therefore, dear brethren, since I'm one of you. 
Whether adom'd in grey, green, brown, or blue, 
This day stand all wf me, as I ivill fail by you. 



tashiom. 
And women are so fond of agitation; 
To men of sense I 'II prophesy anew. 
And tell you wondrous things that will prove 
Undaunted colonels will to camps repair, [true. 
Assur'd there'll be no skirmishes this year; 
Onour own terms will flow the wish'd-tor peace. 
All wars,except'twixt man and wife, shall oease. 
TheGrand Monarque may wish his son a throne. 
But hardly will advance to lose his own. 
This season most things bear a smiling face; 
But play'rs in summer have a dismal case. 
Since your appearance only is our act of grace. 
Court-ladies will to country seats be gone. 
My lord can't all the year live great in town : 
Where wanting operas, basset, and a play. 
They'll sigh, and stitch a gown to pass the time 

away. 
Gay city-wives at Tunbridge will appear. 
Whose husbands long have wished foranhetr; 
Where many a courtier may their wants relieve. 
But by the waters only they conceive. 
The Fleet-street sempstress, toast of Temple 
sparks, [clerkt. 

That runs spruce neckcloths for attocneyt* 
At Cuper's gardens will her hours regale. 
Sing Fair Dorinda, and drink bottled ale. 
At all assemblies rakes are up and down. 
And gamesters, when they think they are not 
known. 
Should I denounce our author's fate to-day. 
To cry down prophecies, you'd damn die play ; 
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Yet wliims like these have sometimes made you 

langh. 
'Tis tattling all like Isaac BickerstafT. 
Since war and places claim the bards that write, 
Be kind, and bear a woman's treat to-night; 
Let your indulgence all her fears allay. 
And none but wompn-haters damn tbis play. 

§24. Prologue to The Man* s Bewitched, I710. 

Cbntlivre. 

Our female author trembling stands within. 
Her fear arises from another's sm : 
One of her sex has so abus*d the town, 
That on her score she dreads your angry frown j 
Though I dare say, poor soul, she never writ 
Lampoon, or satire, on the box or pit ; 
A harmless hum'rous play is her extent of wit. 
Though BickerstafTs vast genius may engage. 
And lash the vice and follies of the age ; 
Why should the tender Delia tax the nation. 
Stickle and make a noise for reformation. 
Who always gave a loose herself to inclination ? 
Scandal and satire's thrown aside to-day. 
And humor's the sole business of our play. 
Beaux may dress on, to catch the ladies* hearts. 
And ^ood assurance pass for mighty parts : 
The cits may bring tneir spouses without fear; 
We show no wife that's ))oaching for an heir. 
Nor teach the use of Bne gauze handkerchier. 
Cowards may huff, and talk of mighty wonders'. 
And jilts setup— for twenty-thousana-pounders. 
Our author, even though ^he knows full well. 
Is so good-natur'di she forbears to tell. 
What colonels, lately, have found out the knack 
To muster madam, still, by Ned or Jack ; ^ 
To keep their pleasures up, a frugal way. 
They give her — subaltern's subsistence for her 

pay- 
In short, whate'er your darling vices are, 

The^ pass untouch d in this night's bill of fare. 

But if all this can't your good-nature wake. 

Though here and there a scene should fail to 

Yet spare 4ier for the Busybody's sake, [take. 



§ 25. Epilogue to ihe same. Spoken hy Mrs, 
Oldfield. 1710. Cestlivre. 

[A Porter delivers a Letter, just as 
she is going to speak. 

What's this? a billet-doux from hands un- 
known ? 
'Tis new to send it thus 'fore all the town : 
But since the poor man's so agog, 
I'll read it out, by-way of epilogue. 

[^Reads. 
Madam, 
Permit a w retch to let you know, 
I'hat he's no more in statu quo; 
My ruin from this night commences. 
Unless your smiles refund my senses ; 
For, with one thrust of Cupid's dart, 
You've whipp'd your slave quite through 

the heart : 
Therefore, I beg you, cast your eye 
O'er boxes, pit, aod gallery. 



In pity of my pains and doubt. 
And try if you can't find me out. 
Poor soul 1 ne seems indeed in dismal pl^ht; 
Let's see 1 it cao't be, sure, from th' upper ffig^ 
No, no-^hat's plain*-for— none of them can 
Norc^n I think it from the middle fell, [write: 
For I'm afraid as few of them can spell ; 
Beside, their haggling passions nerer gain 
Beyond the passage-walking nymphs of Dniiy- 

lane : [roven, 

And then the pit's more stock'd with ralics and 
Than any of these senscJess, whining lovers. 
The backs o' th' boxes too seem mostly lin'd 
With souls whose passion's to themsdVes con- 

fin'd. 
In short,! can't perceive, 'monntall yourspsiki, 
The wretch distinguish'd by these bkndjf 

marks: [mands, air. 

But since the town has heard your kind oos^ 
The town shall e'en be witness of ny answer. 
First then, beware you prove no spark in red. 
With empty purse and regimental hcid; 
That thinks no woman can refuse t'engaae in't. 
While love's advanc'd with ofier'd bills on 

agent 5 [ing, 

That swears he'll settle from his joys oommeno- 
And make the babe, the day he's bom, an cn- 
Nor could I bear a titled beau, that steals [sign. 
From fasting spouse her matrimonial meals; 
That modish sends next mom to her apartmnot 
A civil how d'ye — ^far, alas ! from th' hesrt 

meant : 
Then powder'd for th* ensuing day's delights. 
Bows through his crowd of duns, and dnves 10 

White's. 
Nor could I like the wretch that all night playi, 
And only takes his rest on winning &f% ; 
Then sets up, from a lucky hit, hb rattkr; 
Then's trac'd from his orig'nal-— in the Tatkr. 
To tell you all that are my fix'd aversion. 
Would tire the tongue ot malice or aspentoo; 
But if I find 'mongst all one gen'rous neart, 
That,^ deaf to stories, takes the stage's prt ; 
That th i nks that purse deserves to keep tnc pkp, 
W hose fortune's bound for the support of opem ; 
That thinks our constitution here is justly fix'd. 
And now no more with lawyers* brawls pcf- 

olex'd ; 
He, I declare, shall my whole heart receive; 
And (what's more strange) I'll love him while 

I live. 



§26. Prologue to Cato. 1 7 13. Pope. 

To wake the soul by tender strokes of art. 
To raise the genius, and to mend the heart; 
To make mankind, in conscious virtue boM, 
Live o'er each scene, and be what they behold: 
For this the tragic rouse first trod the stage. 
Commanding tears to stream throu^ ev'ry age; 
Tyrants no more their savase nature kept. 
And foes to virtue wonder'd how th^ wept 
Our author shuns by vulgar springs u> move 
The hero's glory, or the virgins Idvc ; 
In pitying love, we but our weakness show. 
And wild ambition well dctenrcs ita woe. 
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^re shall flow from a more gen* rouscause, 
(are as i)atriots shed for dymg laws : 
\s your oreasts with ancient ardor rise, 
ills forth Roman drops from British eyes, 
confessed in human shape he draws, 
Plato thought, and godlike Cato was : 
nmon object to your sight displays, 
tiat with pleasure Heaven itself 8urvc3rs, 
'e man struggling in the storms of fate, 
reatly falline witn a falling state. 
Cato gives his little senate laws, 
bosom beats not^o his country's cause? 
lees him act, but envies ev'ry deed ? 
lean him groan, and does not wish to 
bleed ? [care, 

when proud Caesar, 'midst triumphal 
oils of nations, and the pomp of ware, 

rvain, and impotently great, 
Rome her Cato's figure drawn in state : 
dead father's rev'rend image pass*d, 
>mp was darken*d, and the day o*ercast ; 
umph ceas*d,tearegush*d from ev'ry eye; 
orla s great victor pass'd unheeded by ; 
It good man dejected Rome ador'd, 
mor* d Ca»ar s less than Cato's sword. 
9ns, attend ; be worth like this approv'd, 
low you have the virtue to be mov'd. 
bonest scorn the firet fam'd Cato view'd 
learning arts from Greece, whom she 
subdued : 

ene precariously subsists too long 
ench translation, and Italjan song. 
y have sense yourselves ; assert the stage, 
Jy warm'd with vour ov^n native rage : 
»la3rs alone shoulcf please a British ear, 
JO*s self had not disdain'd to hear. 



Prologue io Lady Jane Grey. 1715. 

Rows. 

NIGHT the noblest subject swells our 
scene, 

line, a martyr, and a queen; 
lough the poet dares not boast his art, 
■ry theme shall something great impart, 
rm the gen'rous soul, andtouch the ten- 
der henrt. 

I, fair judges, we the cause submit ; 
yes^ shall tell us how the tale is writ, 
soft pity waits upon our woe. 
It teare tor suffering virtue flow ; 
;rit'f the muses* labor shall confess, 
elv passions, and the iust distress, 
jld our author's pencil justly paint, 
i she was in life, the bciuteous saint ; 
your strict attention might we claim, 
id you mark and copy oot the dame, 
nd ring glance one wanton thought con- 
fess'd ; 

Ity wish inflam'd her siiotless breast : 
ly loie that warm'd her blooming youth, 
jsband, England, liberty, and truth. 



For these she fell ; while, i(vith too weak a hand. 
She strove to save a blind ungrateful land. 
But thus the secret laws of fate ordain, 
William's preat hand wasdoom'd to break that 

chain. 
And end the hopes of Rome's tyrannic reign. 
For ever as the circling years return, 
Ye grateful Britons ! crown the hero's nm ; 
To his just care you ev'ry blessing owe. 
Which or his own, or following reigns bestow j 
Though his hard fate a father's name denied, 
To you a father, he that lo^ supplied. 
Then while you view the royal hue's increase. 
And count the pledges of your future peace, 
From this great stock wnile still new glories 
Conquest abroad, and libert]^ at home ; [come. 
While you behold the beautiful and brave. 
Bright princesses to grace you, kings to save. 
Enjoy the gift, but bless the liand thiit gave. 



§ es. Epilogue io the Cruel Gift, Spoken ly 
Mrs,Oldfield, 1717. Rowe. 

Well, 'twasa narrow 'scape my lover made — 
That cup and message — 1 was sore afraid ! 
Was that a present for a new-made widow. 
All in her dfismal dumps, like doleful Dido? 
When one iieep'd in^4ind hop'd for something 

good. 
There was— O sad ! a nasty heart and blood*. 
If the old man had show'd himself a father, 
ll|p bowl should have inclos'd a cordial rather ; 
^Moething to cheer me op amidst my trance, 
L'eau de liarbade~^<ir comfortable Nanizf. 
He thought he paid it off with being smart. 
And, to be witty, cried, he'd send the heart. 
I could have told his gravity, moreover. 
Were I our sex's secrets to discover, 
'Tis what we never look for in a lover. 
Let but the bridegroom prudently provide 
All other mattere fitting for a bride. 
So he make good the jewels and the jointure. 
To miss the heart does seldom disappoint her. 
'Faith, for the fashion hearts of Intc are made in. 
They are the vilest bauble we can trade in. 
Where are the tough brave Britons to be found. 
With hearts of oak, so much of old renown'd? 
How many worthy gentlemen of late 
Swore to be true to mother-church and state ; 
When their false hearts were secretly main- 
taining 
Von trim king Pepin, at Avignon reigning? 
Shame on the ci^nting crew of soul-insurere, 
ThatTybuni tribe of speerh-inakingnonjuiore. 
Who, in new-fangled terms old truths explain- 
ing, meaning ! 
Teach honest Englishmen damn'd double- 

C) ! would you lost integrity restore. 
And boast that faith your plain forefathere bore; 
What surer pattern can you hope to find 
Than that dear pledge | your monarch lcf\ be« 
hind? 



[lis tragedy was founded ujj«n the story of Sigismunda and Guiscardo, out of Boccaoe's 
wherein the heart of the lover is sent by the father to his daughter, as a present. 



e. Citron-water and good brflndyt 



X The Prince of Wales, then present. 
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See how hb looks hii honest heart ezpUin, 
And speak the blessing of his future reign S 
In his each feature tnuh and candor trace. 
And read plain-dealing written in his face. 



J 89. Epilogue to ifie Pteudolus of Plautus. 
Acted by the Scholars of Bury School, Nov* 
6, 1734. 

I HAVE been peeping for these many days 
I* th* tail of all the Greek and Latin plays. 
And, a(\er strictest search, to none can find 
An epilogue, like dishclout, pinn'd behind. 
Those -ancient bards knew when the play was 

done. 
Nor, like Sir Martin Mar-all, still play d on; 
They imitated nature in their plan. 
Nor made a monkey when they meant a man. 
From modern fancy then this custom rose. 
Like whimsical toupees among the beaux : 
Monstrous excrescences ! both which disgrace 
(By being fix'd in an improper place) 
Heaven*s great production, man ; man*s great 

production, plays. 
Yet must we, though as foolish we decry 
This mode, be fools in fashion, and comply; 
For rights, we kno%v, howe*er absurdly gjaioM 
At first, with obstiiuwy are maintaino : 
Since then this privilege you will not lose. 
Let's hear what sort of epilogue you* 11 choose. 
Are you for satire } No ; why there you re right; 
Hie wisest can*t foresee where that may li|||t 
Are ye for politicf? There we crjr. No, 
Where that mar ligh t y o n easily may know. 
Another topic tfien, pray, ladies, hear ; 
Suppose a panecrric on the fair. 
So, I perceive, Tve touched the ticklish place; 
And Clearly reed consent in ev*ry face. 

fie ! consent so soon ? that can*t be right; 

1 hate such coming ladiee— so good night. 



§ 30. Epilogue to the Lying Valet. 1740. 

Garrick. 

That Tm a lying rogue you til agree ; [see. 
And yet, look round the world, and you shall 
That many more, my betters. He as fast as me. 
Agunst this vice we all are ever railing, 
And yet, so tempting is it, so prevailing. 
You n find but few without this useful failing. 
Lady or Abigail, my Lord or Will, 
Tht He goes round, and the ball s never still. 
My lies were harmless, told to show my parts. 
And not like those when tongues belie their 

hearts. 
in all professions you will find tins flaw ; 
And in the gravest too, in physic and in law. 
The gooty ser^nt cries, with formal pause, ' 
" Your pica IS good, my friend, don*t starve 

the cause :" 
But when my lord decrees for t'other side. 
Your costs otsuit convince you — that, he lied. 
A doctor comes, with formal wig and face. 
First feels your pulse, then thinks, and knows 

yosrcMC, 



'' Your fever's slight, net dangerous, I assore 
you ; [cure you." 

Keep warm, and repetmlur hausims. Sir, will 
Around the bed, next day, his friends are crying; 
The patient dies ; the doctor s paid for lying. 
The poet, willing to secure the pit. 
Gives out, his play has humor, taste, and wit: 
The cause comes on, and while the jmlges trv, 
Each groan and cat-call gives the bard the Ik. 
Now let us ask, pray* what the ladies do: 
They too will fib a little, entre nous, 
'* Lord r* says the p«de (her face behind her 
" How can our sex have anv joy in man ? [fan) 
As for my part, the best C''>uld ne'er deceive roe; 
And were the race extinct, 'twould nercr 

grieve me ! 
Their sight is odious, but their touch, O gsd! 
The thought of that's enough to drive one mad." 
Thus rails at men the squeamish Lady Daio^, 
Yet weds at fifty-five a rake of twenty, 
in short, a beau's intrigues, a lover's sijdis, 
The courtier's promise, the rich widow s criei, 
And ptriot's teal, are seldom more than lies. 
Sometimes you'll see a mati belie his nation, 
Nor to his country show the least rrlatioo. 
For instance, now ■ ■ 
A cleanly Dutchman, or a Frenchman grave, 
A sober German, or a Spaniard brave. 
An £nfflishinan, a coward or a slave. 
Mine, tliough a fibbing, was an lionest art; 
I serv'd my master, play'd a fiuthAil part : 
Rank me ix>t, therefore, 'monest the lyingcrew, 
For though my toague waa fiuae, my heait wts 
true. 



§31. Epilogue to Irnoramui, acted at Wtit- 
minster School in December 1747. Spdet 
by Jgnoramui and Musaus. 

Ign. Peace, bookworm 1 bless me, vi bat) 
clerk have I ! 
A strange place, sure— this unirertity! 
What's learning, rirtue, modesty, or sense? 
Fi ne words to hear— hut wi U thcytura the pence ? 
These stiff pedantic notions— far outweighs 
That one shoit, compiehensive thing— 1 face. 
Go, match it if you can with all your rules 
Of Greek or Roman, old or modem sdiack : 
The total this of Ignoramus* skill. 
To carve hb fortune— place him wherejxxii'ill- 
For not in law alone could I appear ; 
Mv parts would shine alike in any sphere. 

You've heard my son^ in Rosabella's praise; 
You'll see me soon — a nval for the ba\-s. 

Or, I could turn a journalist, and vvritc 
With little wit, but large recruiu of spite: 

Abuse and blacken— ^uat as party tways 

And lash my betters— these are thriving wajs. 

My mind to graver physic woidd I bend, 
ThinkyouTdstudyGreek, like Mead or Frieodl 
No*-with some nostrum I'd en>ure my fees. 
Without the help of learning or degrees : 
On dmp or pill securely I'd rely. 
And shake my head at the whole £icaity. 
Or wouki 1 uke to oidc 

Mu$. Ordos; ham} 
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Igiu One not too scrapulous a way might 
know: 

*Twere but the forging of a hand^-or 80. 

In orders loo my purposes I 'd serve ; 

And if I could not rise, I would not starve. 

With lungs and face I *d make my butchere 

Orpubltan^ — that I 'd marry at May- fair, [stare. 
These, these are maxims, that will stand the 
test: 

Both universities— ^re all a jest. 

Musm I ^nt, a prodigy we sometimes view, 

Whom neither of our^|its of learning knew. 

Yet sure none shine more eminently great. 

Id law or physic, in the church or state. 

Than those who early drank the love of iame 

At Cam's fair bank, or Isis* silver stream. 

Look round — here 's proof enough this point 
to clear. 
JJfii. Blest me !— what ;— not one Ignora- 
mus here? 

I stand convicted— what can I aay more } 

See, my fi^e fails, which never faild before. 

How great soe>r I seem in Dulman*s eye, [by. 

Yet Ignorance must blush — when Learning's 



§ 39. Epilogue to Agamemnon, TuoMSOsr. 

Our bard, to modem epilogue a foe. 
Thinks such mean mirth but deadens generous 

woe; 
Dispels in idle air the moral sigh. 
Ana wipes the tender tear from pity*s eye : 
No more with social warmth the bosom boms ; 
But all th' unfeeling, selfish man retums. 

Thus he began : and youapprov*d the strain, 
Till the next couplet sunk to light and vain. 
Yoacheck*d him there— to yon, to reason, just. 
He owns he triumph'd in your kind disoust. 
Charm'd by your frown, by your disfHeasure 

grac'dy ^ 
He hails the rising virtue of your taste. 
Wide will its influence spread, as soon as known ; 
Tmth, to be lov*d, need only to be shown. 
Confirm it, once, the ftshion to be good 
(Since fashion leads the fool, and awes the rude) 
No petulance shall viround the public ear \ 
No nand applaud what honor shuns to hear ; 
No painful t>lush the modest cheek shill stain ; 
The worthy breast shall heave with no disdain. 
Chastis*d to decency, the British stage 
Shall oft invite the fair, invite the sage: [part; 
Both shall attend well pleas VI, well picas d de- 
Or, if they doom the verse, absolve the heart. 



$ 33. Prologue spoken by Mr, Gar rick at the 
opening qfthe Theatre tn Drury-lane, in the 
Year 1747* Johnson. 

Whkn Leaming*s triumph o*er her barb'rous 
foes 
First reared the stage, immortal Shakspeare vote j 
Each change of many-color'd life he drew, 
Exhaustad woridi» aad then imaginM new : 



Existence saw him spurn her bounded reign. 
And pantins Time toiVd after him in vain : 
His powVfuIstrokes presiding Truth imprcss'd. 
And unresibtcd Passion stormed the breast. 

Then Jonson came, instructed from the school. 
To please in method, and invent by rule : 
His studious patience, and laborious art. 
By regular approach assayed the heart : 
Cold approbation gave the lin^'ring bays j 
For those who durst not censure scarce could 

praise. 
A mortal bom, he met the gen*ral doom. 
But left, like Egypt's kings, a lasting tomb. 
The wits of Charles found easier ways to 

fame. 
Nor wish'd for Jonson*s art, nor Shakspcare's 

flame; 
Themselves they studied, as they felt they writ; 
Intrigue was plot, obscenity was wit. 
Vice always found a sympathetic friend ; 
They pleas'd their age, but did not aim to 

mend. 
Yet bards like these aspir'd to lasting praise. 
And proudly hop*d to pimp in future days : 
Their cause was general, their supports were 

strong. 
Their slaves were willing, and their reign was 

long ; 
Till shame regain*d the post that sense betray*d. 
And virtue calFd oblivion to her aid. 
Then crush*d by rules, and weaken*d as rt- 

fin'd, 
BKyears the powV of Tra^^edy dcclin'd : 
jMb bard to bard the frigid caution crept. 
Till declamation roar*d whilst passion slept ; 
Yet still did virtue deign the stage to tread. 
Philosophy remain'd, though nature fled. 
But forced at length Iter ancient reign to quit. 
She saw great Faustus lay the ghost of wit : 
Exulting Folly hail'd the joyful dav> 
And Pantomime and Sons confirm d her sway. 

But who the coming changes can presage. 
And mark the future periods of the stage i 
Perhaps, if skill could distant times explore. 
New Behns, new Durfeys, yet remain m store ; 
Perhaps, where Lear Has rav*d, and Hamlet 
I died. 

On flying cars new sorcerers may ride : 
Perhaps (for who can guess th* effects of 

chance ?) 
Here Hunt may box, or Mahomet may dance. 
Hard is his lot that, here by fortuiM plac*d» 
Must watch the wild vicissitudes of tasl^ 
With every meteor of caprice must play. 
And chase the new-bora bubble of the day. 
Ah ! let not censure term our fate our choiee. 
The stage but echoes back the public voice ; 
The Drama's laws the Drama's patrons give^ 
For we that live to please, must please to liv«. 
Then prompt no more the follies you deciy. 
As tyrants doom their tools of guilt to die ; 
*Tis yours this night to bid the reign oomneoee 
Of rescued nature, and reviving sense ; [show. 
To chase the charms of sound, the pomp of 
For useful mirth and salutary woe ; 
Bid Scenic Virtue form the rising age. 
And Troth diffuse her radiance from thcStage. 
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§ 34. Epilogue U ShaktpewreU First Part qf 
King Henry If^. Spoken by Mr. J, V. in 

the Character qfFaUtaff, 1748. Acted ly 
young Gentlemen at Air. Newcomers School 
at Hackney. Hoadley. 

\PusKd in upon the Stage by Prince Hettry.'] 

A PLAGUE upon ali.cowardsy still I say—' 
Old Jack must ocur the heat of all the day. 
And be the master-fool beyond the play- 
Amidst hot-blooded Hotspur's rebel strife. 
By miracle of wit I sav*d my life ; 
And now stand foolishly expos'd again 
To th' hissins bullets of the critic's brain. 

Goto, old lad, 'tistimethat thou wert wiser — 
Thou art not fram'd for an epilosuizer. 
There's Hal, now,orhisnimnlesnadow, Poins, 
Straight in the back, and lissome in the loins, 
Who wears his boot smooth as his mistress' skin. 
And shining as the slass she dresses in ; 
Can bow and cringe, fawn, flatter, cog, and lie— 
Which honest Jack could never do— not I. 
Hal's heir-apparent face might stand it buff. 
And make (ha! ha! ha!) a saucy epilogue 

enough, 
fiut I am old and stiff — nay, bashful grown. 
For Shakspeare*8 humor is not now my own. 
I feel nwself a counterfeiting ass ; 
And if for sterling wit I give you' brass. 
It is his royal image makes it pass. 
Fancy now works ; and here I stand and stew 
In mme own greasy fears, which set to view 
Eleven bnckTam cntics in each n(an of yOS^ 
Wights, who with no out-facings wipRe 

8hamm*d, 

Nor into risibility be batnm'd, [treason. 

Will, tho' she shake their sides, think Nature 

And see one damn*d-*ere laugh without a 

reason. [speed. 

Then bow shall one, not of the virtuous. 
Who merely has a wicked wit to plead— 
Wit without measure, humor witnout rule, 
Unfetter'd laugh, and lawless ridicule? 
Faith ! try him by his peers, a jury chosen— 
The kingdom will, I think, scarce raise the 

dozen. 
So— be but kind, and countenance the cheat, 
I *11 in, and say to Hal, I *ve done the feat. 



§35. Prologue to Irene. IJAg. Johnson. 

Ysglitt'ring train! whom lace and velvet 

bless. 
Suspend the soft solicitudes of dress ; 
From grov'ling business and superfluous care. 
Ye ^ns of Avarice ! a moment s|)are: 
VotVies of Fame, and worshippers of Pow'r ! 
Dismiss the pleasing phantoms for an hour. 
Our daring bard, with ^pi^it unconfin'd. 
Spreads wide the'mighly moral of mankind. 
Liearn here how Heaven supports the virtuous 

mind. 
Daring, tho' calm ; and vi;;'rous, tho' rcsign'd. 
Learn here what anguish racks the guilty breast, 
in pow'r dependent, in success deprest. 



Learn here that peace from innocence mosl 

flow; 
All else is empty sound, and'idle sho)v. [join; 
But truths like' these with pleasing language 
Ennobled, yet unchang'd, if Nature shine : 
If no wild draught depart from Reason's ruki, 
Nor gods his heroes, nor his lovers fools ; 
Intriguing wits ! his artless plot forgive ; 
And spare him, beauties 1 tho* his loven live. 
Be this at least his praise, be this his pride; 
To force applause nomodern arts are tried. 
Should partial cat-oHjjNH his hopes confouod, 
He bids no trumpet quell the fatal sound; 
Should welcome sleep relie\'e the weary wit, 
He rolls not thunders o'er the dro%vsy pit; 
No snares to captivate the judgment spread«; 
Nor bribes your eyes to prejudice ytnir heads. 
Unmov'd tho' witlings sneer, and rivals rail; 
Studious to please, yet iK)t asham'd to fail, 
Hescornsthe meek address, the suppliant strain, 
With merit necillcss, and without it vain. 
In Reason, Nature, Truth, he dares to truit; 
Ye fops, be silent; and ye wits, be just 



$ 36. Prologue to Comus, Jor the Benefit tf 
Milton* s Urandr daughter, 1750. ^oke% 

by Mr.G ARfilCK. JOHNSOV. 

Ye patriot crowds who burn for £iM|biKrs 

fame, foAuif, 

Ye nymphs whose bosoms beat at Milton's 

Whose gen'roufl led, unbought by flatt'ring 

rhvmes. 
Shames the mean pentiont of Augustan timcs^ 
I m mortal patrons of suoceediog oay s. 
Attend this prelude of perpetual praise ; 
Let wit, condemo*d the feeble war to wa^ 
With close malevolence, or public rage ; 
Let study, worn with virtues fruitless lore; 
Behold tnis Theatre, and srieve no more, [itil 
This night, distinguish'd by your smiles, shall 
That never Briton can in vain excel ; 
The slighted Arts futurity shall uust. 
And rismg ages hasten to be just. 

At length our mighty bard's victorioas lays 
Fill the loud voice oT universal pniife ; 
And baffled spite, with hopeless anguish dumb, 
Yields to renown the centuries to come ; 
With ardent haste each candidate of fame 
Ambitious catches at his tow' ring name ; 
He sees, and pitying sees, vain wealth be$tc\r 
Those pageant honors which he s<*orn'd bek)w, 
While crowds aloft the laureat bust bebokl. 
Or trace his form on circulating gold. 
Unknown, uAheeded, long his otlspring lav* 
And want hung threat*ning o'er her slowdecsy. 
What tho' she shine with no .Viiitonian fire, 
No fuv'ring muse her morning dreams inspire. 
Yet softer claims the melting heart engage. 
Her youth laborious, and her blameless age ; 
Hers the mild merits of doriicstic life. 
The patient sufferer, and the faithful wife. 
Thusgrac'd with hum bit- virtue's native charms, 
Her Grandsire leaves her in Britannia's arms; 
Secure with |)eace, with compeieoce, todfvdl, 
While tutelary nations guard her cell. 



Oecational Prolegut, tpnken by Mr. 
id at tkt evening af Drtay-Laiit 
(re, SepienUrr 6, 17JO. 

rroM.iuta.andkingdomi.risfandlalli 
) the niiKhty 10 compare the iniall} 

' ii,qMryoupteaie,thro' W, 
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ithechuige, ye fair, nwlte, ve brave! When mien uwful aubjects cease (o prize, 
— Q ^**ert— Myond the grave. And damn for ail* that caus'd themBetves (O 

When jcaiouiira and fears possess the throne. 
And kiiigs atlon no mrrii — but their own ; 
Can it be strange, tliat men for flight prepare. 
And strive toWiie a cotony elsewhere f 
This custom has prevail'd in ev'rv age. 
And hu been sometimes practis'd on the stage: 
For — en/r« noui — these managers of merit. 
Who finrlns arm, and take the field with spirit. 
Hare curb'd us mOnarchs with (heir haughty 

And Hen)d§ have out ^nW-ed— within. 

[Potnfing to the Green Room. 
O, thn can torture twenty thousand ways I 
Make bouncing llajazei|[ reireai from Bayei^l 
The ladies • • too, with every 1 ow'r 10 cnarm. 
Whose face and lire an anchorite might warm. 
Have felt the fury of a tyrant's arm. 
By selfish arts ezpell'd our ancirni seat. 
In search ofcanaor, and in search nf Bletf, 
We from ynur favor hope for this retreat. 

If Shakspeare's passion, or if Jonson'sart, 
Can fire the fancy, or can warm ihe heart. 
That task be ours i buiifyou damn their scenes; 
And heroes must give way 10 Harlequins, 
We loo can have recourse to mime and dance % 
Nay, there, I think, we have the better chance: 
And, should the town grow weary of the mute. 
Why, we'll produce a child upon Ihe flutett. 
Bui, be the fodd as 'twill, 'lis yon that ireBtl 
Luog; they have feasted — permit os now 10 rob 



lere's the wonder I all surprise mus 

•e reflect how int'rest, or caprice, 
eal kinp break arltcle* of peace, 
len'd with new allies, our foes prepare 
Havock t and let slip the dogs of war.' 
e our souls, the papers of the day ■ 
>rth the advene pow'r in dread array ; 
, mightstrike the boldest with dismay 
riess sljll, we lake the field with spirit, 
ap'O'pie in lelf-suflicient merit, 
es too, with suulaand tongues ur 
like Briions when ihe battle 's r 
male heart panis for the glorious strife, 
amlet's motherf to ihe cobbler's wife J, 
rthereare, whom paltry passions guide, 
ach day, and fly from side to aide: 
likeSniEs, love fighting as their trade; 
t or beating, they must all be paid. 
3 Shakspeare was this spot design 'd,. 
c ihe heart, and humanize ihe mind : 
I empty houie, the acior's curse, 
lourLeaisand Hamlets loselheirforcei 
e niuit chaii^ the 






car^ienters 

or maun t [he va u I tiitgTu rk : 
nc aviuia, one and all, agree 
> struggle for our— vanity, 
::omes on, ioiporlance must retreat ; 
great ruling passion is — to eau 
the field, all methods we'll punuci 
flict glorious 1 for we'll fight for you: 
luld we fail tozain the wish'd applause, 
we 're vanquisn'd in a noble cause. 



■etational Prologue, tpoken at Coeenl- 
en Theatre bg Mr. Bang, 175O. 

1 1 ice or folly over-runs a stale, 
4ilicians lay the blame on faie : 



J ag. Epilogue tpoicn (y Mrt. CIhe, on Ihe ' 
two occational Preloguei at Coneni-Gorden 
and Drury-Lane, I7S0. 

\_EnleTthattily, at \f ipeaking to one who 
would oppote her, 
I'll do 'I: by Heaven, I will— Pray get 
you gone ; . 
What! all inesejanglingB, and 1 notmakeonei 
Was ever woman t^r'd so much wrung i 
These ereatuics here would have me hold mj 

I 'm so provok'd, 1 hope vou will excuse me ; 
linustbe heard— anil beg you won'l refuse me. 
While our mock heroes, not so wise as rash. 
With indignation hold ihe vengeful lash. 
And at each other throw alternate squibs, 
Compoa'd of little wit — and some few f)b*A 
I Catberine Clive come here to attack 'em ul. 
And aim alike ai little and at (all. 
But first, ere with the buikin'd chicft I brave it, 
A story is at hand, and yoa shall have it. 

hich papers was ih is paragraph : " We hear that Mr. Quin, Mrs. Gibber, Mr. Barry, 
klin, and Mrs. WoSinEton, are engaged at Covcnt-Garden theatre for ihe ensuing 
-On the part of Uruiy-lAne iheatre it was notified, " l^t two celebraled actors from 
fere engaged to perform there, also Miss Bellamy, and a new actress, Signor Fauson, 
: dancer, and his wife, and a gentleman In sing, who had not been on any stnge." 
. Pritchard. t Mrs. Clive. fi Mr. Quin. I| Both Quin and &m. 

IT Mr. Garrick. • • Mrs. Cibber, S:c. 

child, said to be about four ^n of age, had been inlioduced on ibe stage of Drury- 
aire, to play « lutN on ihal iiutraBKiU. 

SB 
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Once oil a time two boys were throwing dirt, 
A gentle youth was one, and one was soxne- 

tvhat pert ; 
Each to his master with his tale retreated. 
Who gravely heard their diff rent parts repeated. 
How Tom was rude, and Jack, poor lad ! ill- 
treated. 
The master paused — to be unjust was loath, • 
Call'd for a rod, and fairly whipped them both. 
In the same master's place, lo! nere I stand. 
And for each culprit hold the lash in hand. 
First, for our own — O, 'tis a pretty youth ! 
Bqt out of fifty lies 1 11 sift some truth : 
Tis true, he*s of a choleric disposition. 
And fiery parts make up his composition, [^ried ! 
How have I seen him rave when things miscar- 
Indeed he *s grown much tamer since he married . 
If he succeeds^ what joys his fancy strike ! 
And then he g^ts-^-to which he*s no dislike. 
Faults he has many—but I know no crimes ^ 
Yes, he has one-^he contradicts sometimes : 
And when he falls into his frantic fit. 
He blusters so, it makes e*en me submit. 
So much for him-^the other youth comes next. 
Who shows, by what he says, poor soul 1 he *s 

vex*d. 
He teUt} you tales how cruelly this treats us. 
To make you think the little monster beats us. 
Would 1 nave whin d in melancholy phrase. 
How bouncing Bajazet retreats from bayes ? 
I, who am woman, would have stood the fray; 
At least not sniveird thus, and run away ! 
Should any manager lift arm at me, 
^ I have a tyrant arm as well as hel— 
' In fact, there has some little bouncing been. 
But who the bouncer was inouire within. 
No matter who— I now proclaim a peace. 
And hope henceforth hostilities will cease; 
No more shall either rack his brains to tease ye. 
But let the contest be — who most shall please ye. 



§40. Prologue to Gil Bias. 1751. Spoken 
hy Mr, ffoodward, in the Character of a 
Critic, with a Cat-call in his Hand. 

Moore. 

A RE you all ready ? here 's your music, here ! • 
Author, sneak off; we*ll tickle you, my dear; 
The fellow stopp'd me in a hellish frigh t 
Pray, Sir, said he, most I be damn*d to-night? 
Dtmndl Surely, friend— don't hope for our 
compliance ; [fiance. 

Zounds, Sir — a second play's downright de- 
Though once, poor rogue I we pitied your con- 
dition. 
Here *s the true recipe*— for repetition. 
Well, Sir, says he, ev*n as you please ; so then 
I *ll never trouble you with plays again. 
But, hark ye, poet ! — won*tyou thoueb, says I, 
*Pon honor?— then we'll damn you. Yet me die. 
Shan't we, mybucks? Let's take nimaihis word: 
Damn him, or, by my soul, he'll write a third. 

* Blowing his cat-call. 



The man wants monej, I suppose— but, miod 

Tell him — ^you \c left your charity behind ye. 
A pretty plea, hts wants, to our regard ! 
As if we bloods had bowels for a bard I 
Besides, what men of spirit, now-a-days. 
Come to give sober judgements of new p^s? 
It argues some good-nature to be quiet—- 
Gooa-nature ! — Aye — but then we lose a riot. 
The scribbling fool may bee and make a fuis, 
'Tis death to him — What then ?— Tis mrtto 
us. yokes, 

Don't mind me thouoti— for all my fun and 
The bard may find us bloods good-natur'd folks. 
No crabbed critics — foes to rising merit- 
Write but with fire, and we'll applaud with 
Our author aims at no dishonest ends, (^spiiit 
He knows no enemies and boasts some fhendi; 
He takes no methods down your throats tocna 
So, if you like it, save it; if not, damnlL Qt: 

§ 41. Prologue to Tatte. 1752. ^ki% ti 
the Character of an Auctioneer, Gariick. 

Before this court I Peter Puff appear, 
A Briton born, and bred an auctioneer! 
Who, for myself, and eke a hundred othcn,' 
My useful, honest, learned, bawling brochcfly 
With much humility and fear implore je. 
To lay our present desperate case oefoie ye. 

'Tis said, this night a certain wag intenk 
To laugh at us, our calling, and our friendi: 
If lords and ladies, and such dainty folkiy 
Are cur'd of auction-hunting by his jokct; 
Should this odd doctrine spread thfoadhoottlii 
' Before you buy, be sure to understana/ [bod, 
O, think on us, what various ills will flow, 
When great ones purchase only what tfacy 

know! 
Why laugh at taste f It is a harmless fittbioOi 
And quite subdues each detrimental passion: 
The fair ones' hearts will ne'er incline to min, 
While thus they rage for— china and japao. 
The virtuoso too, and connoisseur. 
Are ever decent, delicate, and pore; [hold. 
The smallest hair their looser thoughts miKht 
Just warm when single, and whoi marriedcold. 
Their blood, at sight of beauty, genUy flows; 
Their Venus must be old, and want a dok! 
No am'rous passion with deep knowledge 

thrives ; 
'Tis the complaint, indeed, of all oar wirei! 
'Tis said virt^ to such a height is grown, 
All artists are encourag'd— but our own. 
Be not deceiv'd ; I here declare on oadif 
I never yet sold ^oods of foreisii growth: 
Ne'er sent commissions out toGrecce or Aoae: 
My best antiquities are made at home. ^ 

I 've Romans, Greeks, Italians, near at htod, 
True Britons all, and living in the Stiaiid. 
I neer for trinkets rack my pericranium; 
They furnish out my room from Hercalanm* 
But hush- 
Should it be known that English aneempky'4 
Our manufa<?ture is at once destroy'd ; 
No matter what our countrymen deserve^ 
They *11 thriveaaaocientSj biuasniodenttitiifii 
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loold fally to you it will be owing ; 
1 to arts — thej are going, going, going! 
il hammer's in your hand, O town ! 
!t u$ up, and icnocic the poet down. 



Prologue to Cato. Acted in 1753 hy 
ckolars qf the free Grammar School at 
}h/^ 'A^ Benefit of the Orphan of the 
J tier » fVntten by one of the Scholars, 
1 6. 

Tarrick here majestic treads the stage, 
n yoar whole attention to engage ; 
:tis*d actor here the scene employs ; 
iw narcel of unskilful boys, 
e disfigur*d in a school-boy see 
treat soul in base epitome f 
tics bear such slaverr as this ? 
not e*en Cato join the critic's hiss ? 
hall we say then ? what excuses make? 
dit and success lie both at stake, 
ben some peasant, who, to treat his lord, 
out his little stock, and decks his board 
rhat his ill-stor'd cupboard will afford, 
wkward bows, and ilUplac*d rustic airs^ 
:e excuses for his feast prepares ; 
with tremor mix'd with vast delight, 
le bright audience which appears to- 
night, 

mscious of its meanness, hardly daie 
you welcome to our homely fare, 
troold the ladies in Our cause appear, 
)k would silence every critic here, 
ut smile, 'twill cheer our tim'rous hearts, 
re us courage to perform our parts. 
Ml, ye fair ones, then, we make address, 
g protection for this night's success, 
ently on our faults^ ana, where we fail, 
r to our tender youth prevail, 
ise is in your hands ; and Cato, who 
I'd great Caesar's yoke, submits to you. 



Prologue to The Fairies. 1755. Writ- 
en ana spoken by Mr. Garrick. 

Enter — interrupting the band of music. 
3MEKT stop your tuneful fingers, pray, 
here, as usual, I my duty pay. 

[To the audience. 
Town, my friends [/o the band] j you 
shall soon melt agam ; 
not there is felt each dying strain, 
ihall speak, and you will scrape, in vain, 
me now, you think the strangest thing ! 
ce friend Benedick, I cannot sing : 
this proloffue, cry but you corragio, 
ak you both a jig, and an adagio. 
rrsian kinz, as Persian tales relate, 
nt disjguis d, to hear the people prate ; 
ious i sometimes steal forth incog. 
X what critics croak of me. King Log. 
nights ago» 1 heard a tite-it-tSte,^ 
. fix'd at once our English opera's fate : 
as a youdi bom here, but flush from 
Rome; 
Ker born abroad, bot here hit home: 



And first the English foreigner began. 
Who thus addressed the foreign Englishman : 
" An English opera ! 'tis not to be borne ; 
" I both my country and their music scorn. 
** O, damn their Ally Croakers, and theii 

Early-horn ! 
'* Signior, si-^bat sons-^tors recitativo : 
" II tutto i bestiale e caiivo.** 
This said, I made my exit full of terrors ; 
And now ask pardon for the following errors : 

Excuse us, first, for foolishly supposing, 
Yourcountrymencould please you in composing; 
An opera too !— rplay'd by an English band. 
Wrote in a language which you understand— 
I dare not say who wrote it — I could tell ye. 
To soften matters — Signor Shakspearelli : 
This awkward drama (I confess th' offence) 
Is guilty too of poetry and seivse: 
And then the price we take, you 'II all abuse it; 
So low, so unlike op'ras— -but excuse it ; 
We'll mend that fault, whenever }'0u shall 

choose it. 
Our last mischance, and worse than all the rest. 
Which turns the whole performance to a jest. 
Our singers all are well , and all will do their best. 
But why would this rash fool, this Englishman, 
Attempt an opera ? — ^"tis the strangest plan ! 

Struck with the wonders of his master's art. 
Whose sacred dramas shake and melt the heart. 
Whose heaven- born strains the coldest breast 

inspire. 
Whose chorus- thunder sets the soul on fire ! 
Inflam'd, astonish'd, at those magic aiis. 
When Samson groans, and frantic Saul despairs. 
The pupil wrote — his work is now before ye. 
And waits your stamp of infamy or slory ! 
Yet, ere his errors and his faults are known. 
He says, those faults, those errors, are hit own ; 
I f thro' the clouds ap|)ear some glimmering rays. 
They're sparks he caught from his great mas- 
ter s blaze ! 



§ 44. Prologue to Virginia. 1754. fVritten 
and spoken by Mr, Gar rick. 

Prolooubs, like compliments, are loasof time, 
'Tis penning bows, ana making legs, in rhyme : 
'Tis cringing at the door, with simp'ring ^rin. 
When we snoold show the company withii>— 
So thinks our bard, who, stiff in classic know- 
ledge, [W.— *- 
Preserves too much the buckram of the%>U 
" Lor^) Sir," said 1, " an audience mint be 

" viroo'd, 
" And, lady-like, with flattery rmrsoed ; 
" They nauseate fellows that are bhint and rude. 
<* Autnors should learn m dance as well as 

writo— " 
'* Dance at my time of Ufe ! SUnindt, what a 

sight! 
*' Grown gentlemen ('tis advertis'd) do learn 

. by night. 
** Your modem prologues, and inch whims js 

these, 
•* The Greeks ne'er knew — turn, turn to So- 
phoclca." 

3 ti t 
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*' I read no Greek, 8ir*-wh«li I was at sehooI> 
* * Terence had prologues — ^Tercncewas no fool.** 
" He had; but why?" replied the bard,m rag^: 
" Exotics, monsters, had possess'd the stage; 
" But we have none, in this enlightened age ! 
** Your Britons now, from gallery to pit, 
" Can relish nought but sterling Attic wit. 
" Here, take my play, I meant it tor insiruction ; 
" If rhymes are wanting for its introduction, 
*' E'en let that nonsense be your own produc- 
tion." 
OS* went the poet— It is now expedient 
I speak as manager, and your obedient. 
r, as your caterer, would provide your dishes. 
Dress d to your palates, season'd to your wishes. 
Say but you're tir d with boil'd and roast at home. 
We too can send for niceties from Rome ; 
To please your tastes will spare nor pains nor 

money. 
Discard sijEk)m8, and set you maccaroni. 
Whate'er new susto for a time may reign, 
Shakspeare and beef must have their turn again. 
If novelties can please, to-night we* v^ two— — 
Tho* English both, yet spare 'em asthey're new. 
To onCr at least, your usual favors show ; 
A female asks it— can a man say No ? 
Should 3rou indul^ our novice* yet unseen. 
And crown her, with your hands, a tragic queen; 
Should you, with smiles, a confidence impart. 
To calm those fears which speak a feeling heart ; 
Assist each struggle of ingenuous shame. 
Which curbs a genius in its road to fame : 
"With one wish more her whole ambition ends — 
She hopes some merits to deserve such friends. 

§ 43. Epil(tgue to the tame, 1754. Gar rick. 

Thb poet*s pen can, like a conjurer's wand. 
Or kill or raise his heroine at command : 
And I shall, spirit-like, before I sink. 
Not courteously inquire, but tell you, what you 

think. 
From top to bottom I shall make you stare. 
By hitting all your judgements to a hair ! 

And, first, with you above I shall begin 

\To the upper gcdlery, 
€rOod-natur*d souls, tl)ey re ready all to grin. 
Though twelve pence seat you there, so near 

the ceiling. 
The folks below can*t boast a better feeling. 
No high-bred prud'ry in your region lurks. 
You boldly laugh and cry as nature works. 

Sftys John toTom (aye — theretheysittogether^ 
As honest Britons as e'er trod on leather) : 
" 'Tween you and 1, my friend, 'tis very vild, 
** That old Vergeenus should have struck his 

child ; V 
** I would have hang'd him for*t hud I been 

ruler ; 
** And duck*d that A pus too, by way of cooler.** 
Some maiden-dames, who hold the middlefloor, 

\To the middle gallery. 
And fly from naughty man, at forty-four. 
With tum'd-up eyes applaud Virginia's 'scape. 
And vow they *d do the same to shun a rape ; 



So very chaste, they lire in constant feAis, 
And apprehension strenffthens with thctr yean. 

Ye bucks, who from tne pit your tenora send. 
Yet love distressed damsels to Defriend ; 
You think this tragic joke too far was carried, 
And wish, to set all right, the maid had married: 
You*d rather see (if so the fates had wiird) 
Ten wives be kind, than one poor Yiigin kilTd. 

May I approach unto the boxes, pm. 
And there search outa judgement on tne pUj? 
In vain, alas ! I should attempt lo find it; 
Fine ladies see a play, but never mind it. 
'Tis vulgar to be mov*d by acted passion, ^ 
Or form opinions till they're fix*d by fa^k». 

Our author hopes this fickle goddess. Mode, 
With us will make, at least, nine days' abode; 
To present pleasure he contracts his view. 
Ana leaves nis future fiime to time and yoik 

$ 40. Prologue to Barbarossa, 1756. Writ' 
ten and spoken by Mr, Garrick, in the dfe- 
racter qfa Country Boy,' 

. Measter! measter! 
Is not rov measter here among joo, psaj? 
Nayspeak — mymeasterwrotediisfinenewpbr. 
I'he actor-folks are making such a clatter I 
They want the pro-log — ^I know nought o* the 

matter : 
He must be there among you — ^look about— 
A weezen palc-fac*d mon-^o find him oat. 
Pray, measter, come, or all will fall to sbeame; 
Call Mister — hold — I must not tell his ncaoie. 
La ! what a crowd is here ! what noisa sod 

pother 1 
Fine lads and lasses ! one o* top o* t'other. 

[Pointing to the rows ^pU wtdgeJlenf. 
I could for ever here with wonder gaae ; 
I ne'er saw church so ftill in all mj days!— 
Your servant. Sirs — ^whatdo you laugh mr,efa? 
You donna take me sure for one o* the pbt? 
You should not flout an honest counoy bi— 
You think me fool, and I think you baif-mad; 
You're all as strange as I, and stranger too; 
And, if you laugh at me, 1*11 lai^ at yoo. 

[Lmnghing, 
I donna like your London tricks, not I ; 
And, since yoi^'ve rai8*d my blood, 1*11 teD joo 

why: 
And, if you wull, since now I am before ye, 
For want of pro-log, I '11 relate my stonr. 

I came from country here to try my nte, 
And get a place amons the rich and great: 
But troth Tin sick o* Ui* journey I ha* ta'en; 
I like it not — would I were whoameagsin! 

First, in the city I took up my station. 
And got a place with one o* th* corporation; 
A round bis mofi — he ate a plag^ dead ; 
Zooks ! he d have beat five ploomen at a iMill 
But Ions with him I could not make abode, 
For, could you think 't ? he ate a ffreat sea-tosd^ 
It came from /n(2ffj^^*twas as big as me; 
He caird it belly-patch and ct^t-a-pie : 
La ! how I star'd ! — I thought — who knom 

but I, 



Mrs. Graham, af^rwards Mrs. Yates, then a new actress. 
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For waat of monstere, may be made a pie ! 
Rather than tarry here for bribe or gain» 
1 11 back to wh<Mme and country-fore again. 

I left toad-eater ; then I ser/d a lord. 
And there they promis'd^-but ne*er kept their 

word. 
While *roon^ the great this geaming work the 

trade is. 
They mind no more poor senrant^— than their 
ladies. 

A lady next, who lik*d a smart young lad, 
Hir*d me forthwith — bat, troth, 1 thought her 

mad: 
She tnm'd the world top-down, as one may say. 
She chang*d the da^r to neel^ the neet to day! 
I was so sneam'd with all her freakish ways. 
She wore her geare so short, so low her stays — 
Fine folks show all for nothing now-a-days \ 

Now I'm the poet's mon — 1 find with wits 
There's nothing sartain — nay, we eat by fits. 
Our meals, indeed, are siencler — what of that? 
There are but three on*s — measter, I, and cat. 
Did you but see us all, as I'm a sinner. 
You d scarcelysay which of the three is thinner. 

My wages all depend on this night's piece ; 
But snould you fina that all our swans are geese, 
'Efeck, I'll trust nio more to measter's brain. 
But pack up all, and whistle whoame again. 



§ 47- Epilogue io the same, \^bb. Spoken 

ly Mr, Wo 00 WARD, in the Character of a 

Jvu Gemtleman. GAkRiCK. 

[^Enter^'ipeaAing without. 
PssAW ! damn your epilogue, and hold your 
tonsue— 
Shall we of rank be told what's risht and wrong? 
Had youten epilogues you should not speak 'em, 
Thouffhhehadwrit'emall inlinguumGrecum. 
1 '11 do t, by all the gods ! (you must excuse me) 
Though author, actors, audience, all abuse me! 

fTo the audience. 
at's enough ! 
Laugh if you please— I '11 take a pinch of snuff! 
1 come to tell you (let it not surprise you) 
That I *m a wit — and worthy to advise you. 
How could you suffer that same country oooby. 
That pro-log speaking savage, that great looby, 
To talk his nonsense ? — give me leave to say, 
'Twas low! damn'd low; but save the fellow's 

play : 
Let the poor devil eat ; allow him that. 
And give a meal to mea$ter, mon, and cat ; 
But why attack the fashions ? senseless rogue ! 
We have no joys but what result from vogue : 
The mode should all control !—-— nay, ev'ry 

passion. 
Sense, appetite, and all, give way to foshion. 
I hate as much as he a turtle-feast. 
But, till the present turtle-raae is ceas'd, 
I 'd ride a hundred miles to make myself a beast. 
I have no ears ; yet operas I adore ! 
Always prepar'd to tUe-^o sleep — no mare I 
The ladies too were carp'd at, and their dress. 
He wanu them all rund «p like good queen 



They are, forsooth, too much cxpos'd and free: 
Were more expos'd, no ill effects I sec. 
For, more or less, 'tis all the same to me. 
Poor gaming too was maul'd among the rest. 
That precious cordial to a hi^-Ufc breast! 
When thoughts arise, I alwavs game or drink. 
An English gentleman should never think— ^ 
The reason 's plain, which ev'ry soul might hit 



on- 



What trims a Frenchman, oversets a Briton. 
In us reflection breeds a sober sadness. 
Which always ends in politics or madness : 
I therefore now propose, by your command. 
That tragedies no more shall cloud this land ; 
Send o'er your Shakspeares tothe sonsof France, 
Let them grow grave— let us begin to dance ! 
Banish your gloomy scenes to foreign climes. 
Reserve alone, to bless these golden times, 
A farce or two— and Woodward's panto- 



mimes. 



§ 48. Occasional Prologue to the Mask ofBri' 
tannia. 1755. Written and spoken by Mr. 
Garkick, til the Character of a Sailar,Jud' 
dledf and talking to himself. 

Enters, singing, " How pleasant a sailor's life 

r&scs! * 
if thou art, my boy, a little mellow, 
A sailor, half^seas o'er, 's a pretty fellow. 
What cheer, ho ? Do I carry too much sail ? 

[Tothepii. 
No— tight and trim — I scud before the galfr— 
[//e staggers fonoard, and then stops. 
But softly tho' — the vessel seems to hee l ' 
Steady ! my boy — she must not show her keel* 
And now, thus ballasted — ^what course to steer? 
Shall I ag^in to sea-^ond bang Mounseer ? 
Or suy on shore, and toy with Sail and Sue? 
Dost love *em, boy? By this right hand, I dol 
A well-rigg'd girl is surely most invitinii; : 
There's nothing better, faith — save flip and 

fighting. 
I must away — I must 

What! shall we sons of beef and freedom stoop. 
Or lower our flag to slavery and soup ? 
What! shall these Party-voos make such a 

racket. 
And I not lend a hand to lace their jacket? 
Still shall Old England be your Frenchman's 

butt?— 
Whene'er he shuffles we should always eoU 
1 11 to 'em, faith— Avasl-^b^fbre I gOt— 
Have I not promu'd Sail to see the snow ? 

[PulU ami a play-hilL 
From this same paper we shall ui»der»tand 
What work^ to-nighw- 1 read your printed 

hand. 
First let's refresh a bit — for, faith, I need itp— 
I'll uke one sugar-plum->r[/ailei som^tobaceo] 
and then I'll read it. 

[He reads the playMll ofZam^ 
which was act A thai evetOMg. 
At the Theatre Royal, Drury-Une— 
Will be \preten-U-tcd a tragedy called 
iSaroA"*— 
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Fm gUd *tis Sarah — then our Sail may see 
Her namesake's tragedy : and as for me^ 
I'll sleep as sound as if I were at sea, 

" To which will be added— ^ new mask — *' 
Zounds! why a mask? We sailors hate grimaces: 
Abovehoard all ; we scorn to hide our faces. 
But what is here, so very lar^e and plain ? 
** Bri-tan-nia."— O, Britannia ! —good 

again 
Huzza, boys ! By the Royal George, I swear, 
^Tom Coxen, and the crew, shall straight be 

there. 
All free-born souls must take Bri-tan-nla*s part. 
And give her three round cheers, with hand 

and heart ! [Going off, he stops. 

I wish you landmen, though, would leave your 

tricks. 
Your factions, parties, and damn*d politics : 
And like us honest tars, drink, fight, and sing; 
True to yourselves, your country, and your 

king! 



§49- Prologue to Comus, Performed for the 
Benefit ofthe General Hospital at Bath, 1756; 
and spoken hy Miss Morrison, in the Cha^ 
racter of a Lady of Fashion, Hoadley. 

\_She enters with a numler oj" tickets in her hand."] 
Well, 1 've been beating up for volunteers. 
But 6nd that charity has gol no ears. 
1 first attack*d a colonel of the guards- 
Sir, charity — consider its rewards ; 
With heahng hand the saddest sores it skins. 
And covers — O ! a multitude of sins. 
He swore the world was welcome to his 

thoughts : 
"Twas damn d hypocrisy to hide one's faults ; 
And with that sm his conscience ne'er was 

twitted. 
The only one he never had committed. 

Next to my knight 1 plead. He shook his 

head, 
Complain'd the stocks were low, and trade was 

dead. 
In these Bath charities a tax he'd found 
More heavy than four shillings in the pound. 
What with the play-house, hospital, and abbey, 
A man was stripp'd — unless ne'd look quite 

shabby. 
Then such a train, and such expense ; to wit, 
My lady, all the brats, and cousin Kit — 
'jrie'd steal himself, perhaps, into the pit. 
Old Lady Slipslop, at her morning cards. 
Vows that all works of genus she regards, 
RafHes for Chined gods, card houses, shells. 
Nor grudges to the music, or the bells. 
But has a strange antiquity to nasty ospitals. 

I hope your lordship— then my lord replies — 
No doubt, the governors are — very wise ; 
But, for the play, he wonder'd at their choice. 
In Milton's days such stuff might be the taste. 
But, faith ! he thought it was damn*d dull and 

chaste : 
Then swears he to the charity is hearty, ^ 
But C(io*t in ho&or break his evening party. 



Book IV. 



When to the gouty alderman I sued. 
The nasty fellow (gad) was downright rude. 
Is begging grown tne fashion, with a pox? 
The mayor should set such housewifes in the 

stocks. 
Give you a guinea 1 Z— — ds ! replied the beast, 
*T would buy a ticket for a turtle feast. 
Think what a guinea a-head might set before 

ye— 
Surmullet — turbot— and a grand John Ooiy. 
I'll never give a groat, as I *m a sinner. 
Unless they gather *t in a dish — at dinner. 

I trust, by art and more polite address. 
Your fairer advocates met more success ; 
And not a man compassion's cause witbatoodi 
When beauty pleaded for such gen rtJ good. 

§ 50. Prologue to the Winters Tate, and €•- 
therine atia Petruchio, 1 756. B^ritten awd 
spoken by Mr. Gakrick. 

To various things the stage has been compu^d, 
As apt ideas strike each humorous bard : 
Thb night, for want of better simile. 
Let this our theatre a tavern be : 
The poets vintners, and the waiters we. 
So, as the cant and custom of the trade is. 
You're welcome, gemmen ; kindly welcome, 

ladies. 
To draw in customers, our bills are spread ; 
You cannot miss the sign, *tis Shakspetie't 

Head. 
From this same head, this fountain-head dinoe, 
For different palates springs a different wine; 
I n which no tricks, to strengthen or to thin'eoh— 
Neat as imported — no French brandy in *cid. 
Hence for the choicest spirits flowsChiampagDe, 
Whose sparkling atoms shoot through erciy 

vem, 
Then mount in. magic vapors to th* enrapCor'd 

brain ! 
Hence flow for martial minds potations strong, 
And sweet love-potions for the fair and young. 
For you, my hearts of oak, for your regale, 

\To the upper gallery. 
There's sood old English stingo, mdd and 

stale: 
For high, luxurious souls, with luscious smack, 
There's Sir John Falsiaff in a butt of sack; 
And, if the stronger licjuors more invite ye, 
Bardolph is gin, and Pistol aqua-vitae. 
But should you call for Falstaff, where to find 

him, " 
He's gone— nor left one cup of sack behind him. 
Sunk in his %lbow-chair, no more he'll roam, 
No more, with merry wags, to Eastcheapoome,* 
He's gone — to jest and laugh, and give his sack, 

at home. 
As for the learned critics, grave and deep. 
Who catch at words, and, catching, fall asleep; 
Who, in the storms ofpassion, hum and haw— 
For such our master will no liouor draw- 
So blindly thoughtful, and so darkly read. 
They take Tom Durfev's for the Snakspetre's 

Head- / 

A vintner onceacquir'd both praise and gain, 
And sold much perry for the beft Champagne. 
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ome rakes this preeioiu stuff did so ailore, 
liey drank whole nighta— what*s that when 

wine is pure? 
' Come, fill a Dumper, Jack." — •' I will, my 

Lord." 
' Here's cream I— damn*d fine ! — immense !— 

upon my word ! 
' Sir William, what say you ?"— *' The best, 

believe me.** 
' In this— eh. Jack I — the devil can't deceive 



me. 
!*hus the wise critic, too, mistakes his wine ; 
/riesout, with lifted hands*— *Tis great I divine! 
^"^^co jogs his neighbour, as the wonders strike 

him) 
Phis Shakspeare ! Shakspearel — O, there's 

nothing like him i 
n this nisht's various and enchanted cup 
iome little perry's mix'd, for filling up. 
Phe five long acts, from which our three are 

taken, 
ttretch'd out to sixteen years*, lay by, forsaken : 
jcsi then this precious liquor run to waste, 
Fis now confin'd and bottled for your taste. 
Fis my chief wish, my Joy, my only plan, 
?o lose no drop of that immortal man ! 

51. Prologue to the Apprentice, 17^6. 
Spoken hy 3fr. Murphy, Author of the 
Piece, dressed in black* Gar rick. 

BxHOLD a wonder for theatric story! 
The culprit of this night appears before ye : . 
iefore his judges dares these boards to tread, 
' With all his imperfections on his head 1" 
Vologues precede the piece, in mournful verse, 
U undertakers walk before the hearse ; 
^hose doleful march may strike the harden'd 

mind, 
Ind wake its feelings for the dead behind. 
Prick'd out in black, thus actors tr;^ their art, 
?o melt that rock of rocks, the critic's heart. 
4o acted fears my vanity betrav ! 
am, indeed — what others only play. 
Phus (ar myself. The farce comes next in view; 
Though many are its faults, at least 'tis new. 
^o smuggled, pilfer'd scenes from France we 

show ; 
Pis English — English, Sirs, from top to toe. 
[liough coarse my colors, and my hand un- 
'roni re.il life my little cloth is fiU'd. [skiird, 
dy hero is a youth, by fate design d 
'or culling simples — but whose stage-struck 

mind 
^or fate could rule, nor his indentures bind. 
V place there is, where such young Quixotes 

meet ; 
Tis caird the spouting-club— a glorious treat ! 
^^liere prenticed kings alarm the ^ping street, 
fhere Brutus starts and stares by midnight taper, 
^ho all the day enacts— a woollen-draper, [fist: 
iere Hamlet's ghost stalks forth with doubled 
3rie8 out, with hollow roice, ** List, lut, O 

list !" [bacconist. 

ind frightens Denmark's prince— a yoimg to- 



The spirit too, clear'd from his deadly white. 
Rises— a haberdasher to the sight ! 
Nor young attornejrs have this rage withstood. 
But change their pens for truncheons, ink for 

blood; 
And (stranse reverse !)— die for their country's 

eood. 
Through ull the town this folly you may trace ; 
Myselfam witness— 'ti* a common case. 
I!ve further proofs, could ye but think I wrong 

yfr— 
Look round — you'll find some spouting youths 

among ye. 
To check these heroes, and their laurels crop. 
To bring them back to reason — and their shop; 
To raise a harmless laugh, was all my aim ; 
And, if I shun contempt — I seek not fame. 
Indulge this firstling, let me but begin. 
Nor nip m&-*in the buddings of my sin : 
Somes hopes I cherish, in yoursmiles I read 'em ; 
Whale'cr my faults, your candor can exceed 'em. 



§ 52. Epilogue to the same. 1756. .4Spoken 
^y Jfri.CLiVE. Smart. 

\^Enters, reading the play-bill. 
A VERY pretty hill — as I'm alive! 
The part of — Nobody — by Mrs.Clive I 
A paltry, scribbling fool — to leave me out I • 
He'll say, perhaps— he thought I could not 
Malice and envy to the last degree ! [spout. 
And why ? — 1 wrote a farce as well as he. 
And fairly ventured it, without the aid 
Of prologue dress'd in black, and face in mas- 
querade ; 

pit, have pity— see how I'm dismay d ! 
Poor soul ! this canting stuff will never do. 
Unless, like Hayes, he brings his hangman too. 
But granting that, from these same obsequies. 
Some pickings to our bard in black arise ; 
Shoula your applause to joy convert his fear. 
As Pallas turns to feast Lardella's bier ; 

Yet 'twould have been a better scheme, fay half, 
T* have thrown his weeds aside, and learnt 
with me to laugh. 

1 could have shown him, had he been inclin*d, 
A spouting iunto of the female kind. 

There dwells a milliner in yonder row, 
Well-dress'd, fulUvoic'd, and nobly built for 

show. 
Who, when in rage she scolds at Sue and Sarah, 
Damn'd« damn'd dissembler ! thinks she's more 

than Zara. 
She has a daughter too that deals in lace. 
And sings— O ponder well— and Chevy-chase, 
And fain would fill the fair Ophelia's place ; 
And in her cock*d-up hat, and gown of camlet. 
Presumes on sometnin^-*— touching the lord 

Hamlet. 
A cousin too she has, with squinting eyes. 
With waddling gait, and voice like Loiidon 

cries. 
Who, for the staoe too short by half a story, 
Actt Lady Townly— thq»— io all her glory ; 



* The adkm of the Wiatet^s Talc> as wxittea by Shakspctiej compcehends sixteen yean. 
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And, while she s traversing her scanty room. 
Cries — " Lord, my lord, what can I do at 

home ?** / 
In short, there's ^irls enough for all the fellows. 
The ranting, whming, starting, and thejealous. 
The Hotspurs, Romeos, Han>lets, andOthellos. 
O ! little do these silly people know 
What dreadful trials actors undergo. 
Myself, who most in harmony delight. 
Am scolding* here from mornmg until night. 
Then take advice by me, yc eiddy things. 
Ye royal milliners, ye api^on a kings I 
Young men, beware, and shun our slippery 
Study arithmetic, and burn your plays ; [ways. 
And you, ye girls, let not our tinsel train 
Enchant your eyes, and turn your maddening 

brain ; 
Be timely wise ; for, O ! be sure of this:— - 
A shop, with virtue, is the height of bliss. 



§ 53. Epilogue to the Reprisal. 1767. Spo- 
ken by Miss M acklin. 

Aye — now I can with pleasure look around. 
Safe as I am, thank Heaven, on English ground. 
In a dark dungeon to be stow*d away, 
*Midst roaring, thundering, danger, and dismay ; 
Expos'd to fire and water, sword and bullet—- 
Might damp the heart of any virgin pullet. 
I dread to think what might have come to pass. 
Had not the British lion quel(*d the Gallic ass. 
By Champignon a wretched victim led 
1o cloistered cell, or more detested bed. 
My days in pray*r and fasting 1 had spent ; 
As nun, or wile, alike a penitent. 
His gallantry, so confident and eager, 
Had proved a mess of delicate soup-meagre. 
To bootless longings 1 had fell a martyr; 
But Heaven be prais*d, the Frenchman caught 

a Tartar. 
Yet soft — our author s fate you must decree 3 
Shall he come safe to port, or sink at sea ? 
Your sentence, sweet or bitter, soft or sore. 
Floats his frail bark, or runs it bump ashore — 
Ye wits above, restrain your awful thunder ; 
In his firstcruite 'twere pity he should founder. 

[7 the gallery. 
Safe from your shot, he fears no other foe, , 
No gulf but that which horrid yawns below. 

[To the Pit, 
The bravest chiefs, e'en Hannibal and C^to, 
Have here been tarn 'd w i th— pi ppi n and {)otatoe. 
Our bard embarks in a more Christian cause. 
He claims not mercy, but he claims applause. 
His pen against the hostile French is clrawn. 
Who damns him is no Antigallican. 
Indulged with fav'ring g^lcs and smiling skies. 
Hereafter he inay tK>ara a richer prize. 
But if this welkin angry clouds deform, 

[JLooking round the house. 
Aud hollow groans portend th' approaching 

storm ; [To the gallery. 

Should the descending show'rs of hail redouble. 
And these rough biUows hiss, and boil, and 

bubble, [TV) the pU. 

He*U lauoch no moreon such fell seas of trouble. 



§54. Prologmt to tk$ AuHwr. 1767* Foon. 

Sbverb their task, who, in this critic age, 
Wi^th fresh materials furnish out the stage! 
Not that our fathers drain'd the comic ftoitj 
Fresh characters spring up as heretofore. 
Nature with novelty ifoes still abound ; 
On ev'ry side fresh follies may be found. 
But then the taste of every guest to hit. 
To please at once the gallery, box, and pit. 
Requires, at least, no common share of wit. 

Those who adorn the orb of higher life. 
Demand the lively rake or modish wife; 
Whilst they who in a lower circle move, 
Yawn at their wit, and slumber at their lore. 
If light low mirth employs the comic scene, 
Such mirth as drives from vulgar minds the 

spleen. 
The polish'd critic damns the wretched stuff. 
And cries— '* 'Twill please the gaU'ries wdl 

enough." 
Such jarring judgements who can reconcile? 
Since fops will Frown, where humble tnden 
smile. 
To dash the poet's ineffectual claim. 
And quench his thirst for universal femCi 
The Grecian fabulist in moral lay 
Has thus address'd the writers of his day: 
Once on a time, a son and sire, we're toU, 
TKe stripling tender, and the father old, 
Purchas d a jack-ass at a country fair, 
1 o ease their limbs, and hawk about their ware; 
But as the sluggish animul was weak. 
They fear'd, if both should mount, his back 

would break : 
Up gets the boy, the father leads the ass. 
And through the gazing crowd attempts to pan ; 
Forth from the throng the greybeards nobbkoot, 
And hail the cavalcade with feeble shout. 
" This the res|)ect to rev'rend age you show, 
And this the duty you to parents owe? 
He beats the hoof, and you are set astride : 
Sirrah I get down, and let your father ride.** 
As Grecian lads are seldom void of grace. 
The decent duteous youth resign-d his place. 
Then a fresh murmur through the rabble ran. 
Boys, girls, wives, widows all attack the man. 
" ^ure never was brute beast so void of naturcl 
Have you no pity for the pretty creature? 
To your own b<il>v can you be unkind I 
Here — Suke, Bill, Betty — put the child be- 
hind." [claim'd: 
Old Dapple next the clown's compasskm 
*' 'Tiswondermcntthem boobies ben'tasham'dl 
Two at a time upon the poor dumb beast! 
They might as well have carried him, at least* 
The pair, still pliant to the partial voice. 
Dismount, and bear the nss — Tlieii whataooiie! 
Huzzas, loud laughs, low gibe, and bitter joke, 
From the yet silent sire, mese words provoke: 
" Proceed, my boy, nor heed their farther call; 
Vain h is attem pts, who strives to please them all." 

§ 55. Prologue to the Trip to Paris. Spoke% 
by A/r.SuuTER, at one of his Benefits. 

FOOTE. 

In former times there liv'd one Aristotle, 
Who, as (he abnjg says, lov'd, like me, hb boUie. 
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To Aknnder Mu;dih he wu tutor — 
(A'a'tjrouHiTprU'dUihcarlheleaTDedShutcri] 
But let thtt rest— « new tale I'll adviDce, 
A ulef — do; truth, muo — I'm just come 
from France. [ter j 

FromRirialcamai'whyl went there, no mat- 
I'm glad that once more I'm on ihi* tide (hf 

Twv lonin a large wanr tbit hurried mc oref; 
Bat 1 wiab'd to m off when I came down to 

Dover; 
To iwallotT lea-water tlie docton will tell ye. 
Bat the light of such water at odm fill'd my 

belTy; [•ea'; 

lltey who ehooae it fin phy«a may drink of the 
But only to think on't u phync for me. 

When I firtt went on board. Lord 1 1 heard 

such a racket, 
Sneti babbling and tquabblin^ fbre and aft, 

through the packeL ; 
The panenger* bawling, the sailon yoho-ing, 
The Niipalongduhing, the windialou blowing; 
Same iick, and lome iweaiing, lome linging, 

•ome shrieking, 
Saib hoisting, bloeki rattling, the yanb and 

brooms creakioKi [our ease*, 

Slap tktihip! — but the Ian, never inindina 
Took their chaws, hitch'd ihcir trowsert, and 

^inn'd in our facta. 
We madeCalais soon, and were soon set on shore. 
And I (rod on French ground, where I ne'ei 

trod before. ' [Yo, yo-ho. 

The fceiw wai quite chang'd ; 'twas no more. 
With Damme Jack, yc*, boy — or Damme | 

Tom, no I [plaiiance ; 

"Twu quite t'other t))bg, mun, 'twas all com- 
Wiih cringe* and acrapea we were welcom'd 



Then, N to ihe'ir dtnneia, theii loupt, and 

their slewing. 
One ouni^c of meat serres for ten gallons of 

brewiugi; ["gogl 

For a slice of roaii beef how iny niind wai 
But for beef they produced me a fricaseed frog: 
Out of window I ton'd it, it wa'n't fit to eat. 
Then down stain 1 jump'd, and tan into the 

Twai not their palaver could make me deler< 
To blay where I found itwas taste lo eat vermin: 
Frogs in France may be fine, and iheir Grand 
Monarque clever ; ffor ever [ 

I'm forbccf, and King Gcorge,andoldEngland 



Ak, Metuter Amgleif — th^ cried— ^ en cm dm, 
Tra unblt itroant. Sir, tee glad to ire you. 
I ne'er met such ^uret before in my ramble*, 
lltey Bock'd roondmy careaae like flics in the 

shambles : 
To be crowded amongst them at 6nt I was loth. 
For fearthey should KIM me, and souse me for 

brodi. 
Atla*tthough,theycalrdmemy£>ari4nj/efnTf, 
(Loid, had vou then seen but my airut and my 

Vm,!***, I cried, urr then — and put on a sword; 
So al once Neddy Shuter lum'd into a lord. 
I expected al France all the world and his wife. 
But I never was balk'd so before in my life : 
I should Me wonder* there, I vu told by 

Monieer; [queer; 

So I did, 1 saw Uiing* that were wonderful 
Queer ilreets and queer houses, with people 

much queerer ; 
Each one wa* a talker, but no one a heater. 

I toon had enough of their palloiratutt ; 
In a fine ^htase lo tome folk*, but nonaense 

to me. [show. 

All folks there are dress'd in a loyiliop-Iike 
A hodge-podging habit 'twist fiddler and beau; 
such hats, and such heads too, such coats and 

■uch skirts— [shirts. 

rbcy •old me wow ra ffl ei bnt I fimod ibe 



§ 56. Epihgue to the Minor. 176O. 
NiEAR the liiad muu'ion* of Moorfieldi I'll 

Friends, father*, mothers, *itters, aooi, and all. 
Shut up your shops, and listen to my call. 
With laborj toil, all second means, dispense. 
And live a rent.charge upon Providence. 
Prick up your cars ; a stoiy now I '11 tell. 
Which once a widow and her child befell ; 
I knew the mother and her daughter wdl : 
Poor, it 19 true, they were, but never wanted. 
For whatsoe'er ihey ask'd wu always granted. 
One fatal day the matron's truth was tried. 
She wanted meal and drink, and faintly ctiad. 
Child. Mother, you cry ! — 
Mother, O chilo ! I've gol no bread. 
Child. What matter* that i Why, Provi- 
dence an'l dead 1 [Myi 
With reason good the child this truth might 
For there came in at noon, that very day. 
Bread, greens, potatoes, and a leg of muuon, 
A better sure a table ne'er was put on. 
Ay,thatniightbe, ye cry, with those poor ioali; 
But we ne'er had a rasher for the coals. 
And d'ye deserve it ? How d'ye tpend yoor 
In pastimes, prodigality, aitd playsl [dayaF 
LetigosreFoole; O, Foote'sa precioullimbl 
Old Nick will soon a foot-bdil make of him ! 
For foremost rows in aide-boxes yuu thovci 
Think you to meet with sidc-boxm above. 
Where gi^linzgirl*andp(>wder'df<ipa may sit > 
No, you will all be cramm'd into the pit. 
And crowd the house for Saun's benefit. — 

O! what, you snivel r — Well, dusonomore 

Drop, lo atone, your money at the door. 
And— if I please — I 'II give it lo the poor. 



HiTiiER,in daji ofyore, from Sjioi nor France, 
Came a dread sorcereu, her name Romance ; 
O'er Britain's isle her wayward spells tbe cut. 
And Common Senie in migic chain bound Cut. 
In mad sublime did each fond lover woo. 
And in heroics ran each billet-doux : 
Highdeedi of chivalry their sole iklight, 
Eich laira ootid diuma'd, caeh nnb a kaight. 
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Then might Statira Oroondates see 
At tilts and tournaments, arm*d cap-a-pie. 
She too, on milk-white palfrey, lance in hand, 
A dwarf to guard her, pranc u about the land. 
This ficndto quell, his sword Cervantes drew, 
A trusty Spanish blade, Toledo true : 
Her talismans and magic wand he broke ; 
Knights, genii, castles, vanish'd into smoke. 

But now, the dear delight of later years. 
The younger sister of Romance appears : 
Less solemn is her air, her drift tne same. 
And Novel her enchanting, charming name. 
Romance might strike our grave forefathers* 

pomp, 
But Novel tor our buck and lively romp 1 
Cassandra's folios now no longer read. 
See two neat pocket-volumes m their stead ! 
And then, so sentimental is the style. 
So chaste, yet so bewitching all the while ! 
Plot and elopement, passion, rape, and rapture. 
The total sum of ev'ry dear— -dear— -chapter. 

'Tis not alone the small-talk and the smart, 
*Tis Novel most beguiles the female heart. 
Miss read»— she melts— she sighs— love steals 

upon her— 
And then — alas, poor girl!— good night, poor 

Honor ! 
• Thus of our Polly having lightly spoke. 
Now for our author — but without a joke. 
Though wits and journals, who ne*er fibb*d 

before. 
Have laid thb bantling at a certain door. 
Where, lying store of faults, they*d fain heap 

more, 
I now declare it, as a serious truth, 
^ Tis the first folly of a simple youth. 
Caught and deluded by our harlot plays — 
Then crush not in the shell this infant Bayes I 
Exert your favor to a young beginner ; 
Nor use the stripling like a battered sinner*.' 



§68. Prologue to All in the Wrong. 176i. 
Written and spoken hy Mr, Foote. 

To-night, be it known to box, gaU'ries, 
and pit, 

Will be open ihe original warehouse of wit ; 

'Hie new manufacture, Foote and Co. under- 
takers. 

Play, opera, pantomime, farcfr— 'by the makers. 

We scorn, like our brethren, our fortunes to 
owe [Rowe : 

To Shakspeare and Soulherne, to Otway and 

Though our judgement may err, yet our justice 
is shown, [own ; 

For we promise to mangle no works but our 

And moreover, on this you may firmly rely. 

If we can't make you laugh, that we won't 
make you cry ; 

For our monarch, who knew we were mirth- 
loving souls, 

H^s lock'd up his lightning, hb daggers, and 

bowls 'y 



Resolv'd that in buskins no hero thould stalk, 
He has shut us quite out of the tragedy-walk. 
No blood, no blank vers e ■ i n short we're nn- 

done. 
Unless you're contented with firolic and fun. 
If, ttr d of her round in the Ranela^ mill. 
There should be one female inclin'dto sit still { 
If, blind to the beauties, or sick of the somll, 
A party shouldn't choose to catch cold at ywor 

hall ; [thi^ 

If at Sadler's sweet Wells the wine shoukl be 
The cheesecakes be sour, or Min Wtlkmson 

sick, [in June, 

If the fume of the pipe should prove pow'rfiil 
Or the tumblers be lame, or the bellsout of tone; 
We hope you will caU at our wareboase in 

Druiy: [ye, 

We've a curious assortment of goods, I amne 
Domestic and foreign, indeed all kind of wtrci, 
English cloth, Irish linens, and French ff^M- 

Vairt, 
If, for want of good custom, or losses in tnde, 
The poetical partners should bankrupti be 

made ; [m debt, 

If, from dealings too lar^, we plunge deeply 
And a ^^er«(u comes out in the Muses Gazette, 
We 11 on you, our assigns, for certificates ci^\ 
Though insolvents, we're honest, and gifeop 

our all. 



§ 59. Epilogue to the Liar, 1761 ; Utmm 
Miss Grantham and Old Wildmg. 

M,Gr. Hold, Sir I 
Our plot concluded, and g^ict jostioe done. 
Let me be heard, as counsel for your son. 
Acquit I can't, I mean to mitigate ; 
Proscribe all lying, what woulo be the h\t 
Of this and everj other earthier state? 
Consider, Sir, if once you cry it down, 
You*Jl shut up every cofifee-house in town; 
The tribe of politicians will want ibod. 
Even now half- famish'd— for the poblie good; 
All Grub-street murderers of men and seme. 
And every office of intelligence. 
All would be bankrupts, Uie whole lying race, 
And no Gazette to publish their disf^race. 

O. Wild. Too mild a sentence ! Must the 
good and great 
Patriots be wrong'd, that booksellers may cat? 

Af. Gr. Your patience. Sir ; yet hear anocber 
word : [swoid j 

Turn to that hall where Justice wiekk ber 
Think in what narrow limits you would dnw, 
By this proscription, all the sons of law: 
For 'tis the fix'd determin'd rule of courts, 
( Viner will tell you — nay, even Coke's Reports) 
All pleaders may,' when difficulties rise. 
To gain one truth expend a hundred lies. 

O. Wild, To curb this practice I am some- 
what loth ; 
A lawyer has no credit but on oath, [show ; 

M. Gr. Then to the softer sex some faror 
Leave us possession of our modest No 1 



* These lines were added by Mr.Garrick, on its being reported that he was the author of die 
piece j and, however humorous and poetical, contain as strict jaattcr of fiKt at the duUeit pnic 
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O. Wild. O freely. Ma am, well that allow- The veriest clown, whostumps along the sticeU, 
ance give. And doHs his hat to each grave ctt he meets, 

' !...«- Some twelve months hence, bedawb*d with 

livery lace. 
Shall thrust his saucy flambeau in yoar foce. 
Not so our bard — though twice your kind ap- 
plause 



So that two noes be held affirmative : 
Provided ever, that your pish and fie. 
On all occasions, should be deem'd a lie. 

Af. Gr, Hard terms ! 
On this rejoinder then I rest mv cause : 
Should all pay homage to truth s sacred law9» 
Lei us examine what would be the case ; 
Why, manv agreat man would be out of place. 

O. WUa, *7%vould many a Tirtuona character 
restore. 

M, Gr. But take a character from miny more. 

O. Wild. Strong are your reasons ; yet, ere 
I SMbroit, 
I mean to take the votces of the pit. 
Is it your pleasures that we make a rale. 
That ev^ry liar be proclaimed a fool, % 

f\i subjects for our author*s ridicule? 



I Go. Prologue to the Earl of Essex. I761. 

MURPHT. 



. Wbbvb'er the brave, the gen*rous, and 

the iust. 
Whene'er the patriot sinks to silent dust. 
The tragic muse attends the mournful hearse. 
And pays her tribute of immortal verse. 
Insnir*a by noble deeds, she seeks the plain. 
In Donor's cause where mighty chiefs arc sbin ; 

And bathes with tears the sod that wraps the I Lord, sirl" said I, " for gallery, boxes, pit. 

And bids the turf lie lightly on his head, [dead, I Ml back my Harlequin against your wit.** 

Nor thus content, she opens death's cold '' '" ' * * *•-»-- » — 

womb. 



Has, on this fickle spot, espous'd his cause ; 
He owns with gratitude th* obliging debt ; 
Has twice been favor'd, and is modest yet. 
Youc giant wits, like those of old, mav climb 
Olympus-high^ and step o'er space and time $ 
May stride, with seven-league boots, from 

shore to shore, 
And, nobly bv transgressing, charm ye more. 
Alas ! our author dares notiaugh at schools- 
Plain sense confines his humbler muse to rules : 
Heshifts noscene-««But here 1 stopt him short— 
" Not change your scenes?* said I—" I'm 

sorry for t: 
My constant friends above, around, below. 
Have English tastes, and love both change and 

show : 
W ithout such aid even Shakspeare would be flat. 
Our crowded pantomimes are proofe of that. 
What eager transport starts from ev'ry eye. 
When pulleys rattle, and our genii fly ! 
When tin cascades, like felling waters, gleam. 
Or through the canvas bursu tne real stream ; 
While thirsty Islington laments, in vain. 
Half her New-river rolKd to Dniry-lane I 



And bursts the cerements of the awful tomb. 
To cast him up asEain— to bid him live, 
AiMi to the scene nis form and presence give. 

Thus once-fam*d Essex at her voice appears, 
Emerging from the sacred dust of years. 

Nor deem it much, that we retrace, to-night, 
A tale to which you *ve listen'd with delight. 
How oft, of yore, to learned Athens* eyes 
Did new Electras and new Phaedras rise ! 
In France, how many Theban monarchs groan 
For Laius' blood, and incest not their own ! 
When there new Iphieenias raise the sigh. 
Fresh drops of pity gush from ev'ry eye. 
On the same theme though rival wits appear, 
The heart still finds the sympathetic tear. 

If there soft Pity pour ner plenteous store. 
For fabled kings, and empires now no more ; 
Much more should you, from freedom's glorious 

plan, 
Who still inherit all the rights of man; 
Much more should you with kindred sorrows 

glow 
For your own chiefs, your own domestic woe; 
Much more a British story should imoart 
The warmest feelings to each British heart. 



561. Prologue to the School for Lovers, 1 762. 
Written arid spokai by Air. Garrick. 

SuccBss makes people vain — the maxim *s 
We all oonfcM it, and not over-new. [true. 



Yet still the author, anxious for his play. 
Shook his wise head — " What will the critics 



say?" 
" As usual, sir— ^bose you all they ean !*' 
« And what the ladies ? — '' He 's a charming 

man ! 
A charming piece !— one scarce knows what it 

means ; 
But that *s no matter — ^when there *s such sweet 

scenes !** 
Still he persists— and let him— tfii/re nou»~^ 
I know your tastes, and will indulge *em too. 
Change you shall have : so set your hearts at ease: 
Write as he will, we*U act it— as yon ph 



§ C2. Prologue upon Prologues, to the Device it 
in Him. Spoken by Mr. King. Gar^icK. 

And egad it will do for any other Play as well 
as this. Bates. 

An old trite proverb let me quote- 
As is your cloth, so cut your coat. 
To suit our author, and nis farce. 
Short let me be, for wit is scarce ; 
Nor would I show it, had I anv : 
The reasons why are strong and many. 
Should I liave wit, the piece has none ^ 
A flash in pan with empty gun. 
The piece is sure to be undone. 
A tavcrif with a gaudy sign, 
Whose bush is better than the win*. 
May cheat you once— Will that device. 
Neat as imported^ chaat you twice } 
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'Tis wron^ to raise your expectations : 
Poeta, be dull in dedications ! 
Dulness in these to wit prefer — 
But there indeed, you seldom err. 
In prologues, prefaces, be flat ! 
A silver Dutton spoils yonr hat. 
A threadbare coat might jokes escape. 
Did not the blockheads lace the cape. 
A case in point to this before ye ; 
Allow me, pray, to tell a story. 

To turn the penny, once a wit 
Upon a curious fancy hit. 
Hung out a board, on which he boasted. 
Dinner for three-pence, boiFd and roasted. 
The hungry read, and in they trip, 
With eager eye, and smacking lip — 
*' Here, bring this boil'd and routed, pray^— 
Enter potatoes, dress'd each way. 
AH star*d and rose, the house forsook. 
And damn'd the dinner — kick*d the cook. 
My landlord found, poor Patrick Kelly ! 
There was no ioking with the belly. 

These facts laid down, then thus I reason. 
Wit in a prologue's out of season. 
Yet still will you for jokes sit watching, 
Like Cock-lane folks for Fanny*s scratching. 
And here my simile's so fit. 
For prologues are but ghosts of wit ; 
Which mean to ^how their art and skill. 
And scratch you to their author's will. 
In short, for reasons great and small, 
"Tis better to have none at all. 
Prologues and ghosts ! — a paltry trade- 
So let *em both at once be laid ! 
Say but the word — give your commands. 
We '11 tie our prologue-monger's hands : 
Confine these culprits, bind em tight, 

[^Holding up his hands, 
^Nor girl can scratch, nor fools can write. 



§63. Epilogue to Elvira, 1763. Garrick. 

Ladies and sentlemen — 'tis so ill-bred— 
We have no epilogue, because I 'm dead 5 
For he, our bard, with phrensy-rolling eye. 
Swears you shan't laugh, when he has made 

you cry : 
At which I gave his sleeve a gentle pull. 
Suppose they should not cry, and should be dull ; 
In such a case, 'twould surely do no harm } 
A little lively nonsense taken warm. 
On critic stomachs delicate and queasy, 
*Twill even make a heavy meal sit easy. 
The town hates epilogues — It is not true, 
I answer'd that for you — and you — and you — 
[To Pit, Boxes, and First Gallery, 
They call for epilogues and hornpipes too. 

[To the upper Gallery, 
Madam, the critics say— to you they're civil. 
Here, if they have 'em not, they '11 play the 

devil^ 
Out of this house, sir : and to you alone. 
They '11 smile, cry Bravo ! Charming !— Here 

they ^roan ; 
A single critic will not frown, look big, 
Ha/juTcw and pliant as a single twig : 



But crowded here they change, and 'tis not odd, 
For twigs, when bundled up, become a rod. 
Critics to bards, like beauties to each other. 
When tite'-h'tite their enmity they smother: 
"Kiss me, my dear — how do you ?— charming 

creature ! 
What sh^pe ! what bloom ! what spirit in each 

feature!" 
" You flatter me." — " 'Pon honor, no.**— 

'* You do— 
My friend — my dear— sincerely your»— ^diea!"* 
But when at routs, the dear friends change their 

tone : 
I speak of forei^ ladies, not our own. 
Will you permit, good sirs, these sloomy folk 
To give all tragedy witliout one joRe ? 
They gravely tell us. Tragedy's desij^'d 
To purge the passions, purify the mind : 
To which I say, to strike those block headsdamb, 
With physic always give a sugar-plum. 
I love these sugar-plums in prose or rhymei : 
No one is merrier than myself sometimes ; 
Yet I, poor I, with tears and constant moin, 
Am melted down almost to skin and booe : 
This night, in sighs and sobs I drew my breath; 
Love, marriage, treason, prison, poison, death, 
Were scarce sufEcient to complete my hit ; 
Two children were thrown in to make op 

weight. 
With all these sufT'rings, is it not provoking, 
To be denied at last a little joking ? {[break 'em: 
If they will make new laws, for mhth*s nke 
Hoar out for epilogues, and let me speak *em. 



$ 64. Mr, Footers Address to the Public, ffler 

a Prosecution against him for a LibeL 17^ 

^ Foon. 

Hush ! let me search before I speak aloud— 
Is no informer skulking in the crowd. 
With art laconic noting all that *8 said. 
Malice at heart, indictments in his bead j 
Prcpar'd to level all the legal war. 
And rouse the clamorous legions of the bir? 
Is there none such ? — Not one :— then, enire 

nous, 
I will a tale unfold, though strange, yet true; 
The application must be made by you. 

At Athens once, fair queen of arms and arts, 
There dwelt a citizen of moderate parts * \ 
Precise his manner, and demure his looks. 
His mind unletter'd, though he dealt in books; 
Amorous, though old ; though dull, lov'd re* 

partee ; 
And penn'd a para^ph most daintily : 
He aim'd at purity m all he said. 
And never once omitted eth or ed'y 
In hath, and doth, was rarely known to fail, 
Himself the hero of each little tale ; 
With wits and lOrds this man was much de- 
lighted, • [knitted* 
And once (it has been said) was near being 

One Aristophanes (a wicked wit. 
Who never heeded grace in what he writ) 

* George Faolkner^ bookseller* 
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Had mark'd the manners of this Grecian sag^. 
And, thinking him a'subiect for the stage. 
Had firom the lumber cull'd, with curious care. 
His voice, his looks, his gesture, gait, and air. 
His affectation, consequence, and mien. 
And boldly launchM him on the comic scene. 
Loud peals of plaudits through the circle ran. 
All felt the saurc, for all knew the man. 

Then Peter — Petros was his classic name. 
Fearing the loss of dignity and fame. 
To a gravis lawyer in a hurr}[ flies. 
O pens his purse, and begs his best advice. 
Tne fee secured, the lawyer strokes his band, 
*' The case you put I fully understand ; 
The thing is plam from Cocos*s reports. 
Fop rules of poetry a* n t rules of courts : 
A libel this — I '11 make the mummer know 
A Grecian coiutable took up the poet, [it.** — 
Restrain'd the sallies of his lauehing muse, 
<}all*d harmless humour scandalous abuse : 
The bard appealed from this severe decree, 
Th' indulgent public set the pris*ner free : 
Greece was to nim what Dublin is to me. 



§ 66* Prologue spoken hu Mr, Love on the 
opening qf ike new Tkeaire on Riekmond 
Ureen, 1765. Garrick. 

Thb ship now launch*d with necessaries 
stora, [on board, 

Riflg*d, manned, well-built, and a rich freight 
Auremdy, ti^t and trim, from head to poop. 
And, by commission, miide a royal sloop ; 
May Heaven from tempests, rocks and priva- 
teers. 
Preserve the Richmond !— Give her, boys, 
three cheers ! [Three kuztas hekind. 
Queen Mab, our Shakspeare says, and I believe 
him, fhim : 

In sle«p haunts each vain mortal, to deceive 
As in her hazel-nut she lightly trips. 
By turns, o*ereyes, ears, fingers, nose, andlipa. 
Each quickened sense such sweet enchantment 

seizes. 

We hear, see, smell, taste, touch— whateer 

she pleases. [see. 

Look round this house, and various proofs you *ll 

Strong glaring proofs, that Mab has been with 

me. 
She caught me napping, knew where I was 
And tickled ev*ry fibre of my brain : [vain. 
Deep in my musing (dee;) as I was able) 
Metnou^ht I saw her drivmg tow'rds my table ; 
She whisk*d her chariot oer my books and 

shelves. 
And at my standish stopped her tiny elves. 
" What are you scribbling there ?-»Quick, let 

Poh ! leave this nonsense, and along with mel" 
I, grinning, bow'd — '* Bright star of Lilliput! 
Shall I not crowd you in your hazel-nut V 
She smird ; and showing me a large-siz*d ham- 
per, [scamper." 
*' Get mto thi^, my friend, and then we *11 
I for this frolic wantins quick digestion. 
Sent to my tongue, potuhttte, another question. 



But, crack 1 she went, before that I could ask rlf^ 
She in her stage — I, Falstaff, in the basket : 
She wav'd her wand, then burst in fits of 

laughter. 
To see me rolling, bounding, tuniblin^ after: 
And I laugh*d too— Oould you of laugh mg fail. 
To see a minnow towing of a whale i 
At last we rested on a hill hard by. 
With a sweet vale to feast the glutton eye— 
** I *ll show you more,** she said, '* to charm 

and move us;" [drove us : 

And to the gardens, ouick as thought, she 
Then pointing to the shade — '* There, there 

they are. 
Of this most happy isle the happiest pair !** ^ 
O, may those virtuous raptures no-er cease. 
Nor public cares disturb their private peace ; 
She si^*d — and like the lishtniuff was she seen 
To drive her chariot o*er this fav rite green ; 
Straight to this spot— where she innu'd such 

things 
M ight turn Uie heads of twenty playhousekings. 
But fear dispersing all my goloen dream. 
And I just entering on this fairy-scheme ; 
With wild surprise, I cast my eyes about. 
Delusion ends— and now I wake to doubt : 
O, may the dream be realised by you ! 
Your smiles or (rowns can make this frlse or 

true. 



§ 66. Prologue to Muck ado about NotUng^ 
acted by Command i^ ikeir Majesties, 1706. 
Written and spoken by Mr. Gakkicjl, being 
kis first Appearance qfler kis Return from 
Italy. 

With doubt, joy, apprehension, almost 

dumb, % 

To face this awful court, once more I come : 
Lest Benedick should sufier fay my fear^ 
Before he enters, I myself am here. 
I *m told (what flattery to my heart !) that yoo 
Have wish'd to see me ; nay, have pressed it 
Abs ! *twill prove another Muck ado. [too : 
I, like a boy who long has truant play'd. 
No lessons got, no exercises made, 
Qn bloody Monday takes his fearful stand. 
And often eyes the birchen-sceptr*d hand. 
Tis twice twelve yean since first the stage I 

trod, 
£njoy*d your smiles, and felt the critic*s red : 
A very nme-pin I, my stage Ufe through ; 
Knock*d down by wits, set up ttain by you. 
In four-and-twenty years the spirits ooof; 
Is it not lon^ enough to play the fool I 
To prove it is, permit me to repeat 
What late I heard in passing thro* the street : 
A youth of parts, with ladies by his side. 
Thus cock'd his glass, and through it shot my 

pride: 
''*Tis he, by Jove! grown quite a clomsy 

fellow, 
He*s fit for nothing— but a Puncfainellh !** 
O yes, for comic scenes. Sir John— no further: 
He 's much too fat — for battles, rapes, and 

murther f 
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Worn in the service, you my fiialts will spare. 
And make allowance for the wear and tear. 

The Chelsea pensioner, who, rich in scars. 
Fights o'er, in prattle, all his former wars ; 
Tho* past the service, may the young ones teach 
To march— presentp— to fire— and mount the 

breacn. [grieve 

Should the drum beat to arms, at first he'll 
For wooden leg, lost eye, and armless sleeve; 
Then cocks his hat, looks fierce, and swells his 

chest: ^ [best." 

" 'Tis for my king ; and) zounds! I '11 do my 

§ 67. Prologue to the Clandestine Marriage. 
1766. Garrick. 

Posts and Painters, who from nature draw 
Their best and richest stores, have made this 

law. 
That each should neighbourly assist his brother. 
And steal with decency from one another. 
To-night, your matchless Hogarth gives the 

thought. 
Which from the canvas to the stage is brought ; 
And who so fit to warm the poets mind, 
As he who pictur'd morals and mankind ? 
But not the same their characters and scenes ; 
Both labour for one end by diff'rent means ; 
Eaoh, as it suits him, takes a sep'rate road. 
Their one great object, marriage k-la-mode ; 
Where titles deien with cits to have and hold. 
And change ricn blood for more substantial 

gold ! 
And honour'd trade from int'rest turns aside. 
To hazard happiness for titled pride. 
The painter dead, yet still he charms the eye ; 
While England lives, his fame can never die : 
But he who struts his hour upon the stage, 
^ Can scarce extend his fame for half an age ; 
Nor pen nor pencil can the actor sav&— 
The art and artist share one common srave. 

O let me drop one tributary tear, [bier * ! 
On poor Jack FalstafiTs grave and Juliet's 
You to their worth must testimony give ; 
*Tis in your hearts alone their fame can live ; 
Still as the scenes of life will shift away. 
The strong impressions of their art decay. 
Your children cannot feel what vou have known ; 
They'll boast ofQuins and Ciboers of their own. 
The sreatest glory of our happy few. 
Is to be felt, and be approv'd by you. 

§ 08. Prologue to the Tailon, 1767. 

Garrick. 
This ni^t we add some heroes to our store. 
Who never were as heroes seen before ; 
No blust'ring Romans, Trojans, Greeks, shall 
rage; [stage. 

No knisbts arm'd cap-d-fif>, shall crowd our 
Nor shall our Henries, Edwards, take the field. 
Opposing sword to svi^rd, and shield to shield : 
With other instruments our troop appears ; 
Needles to thimbles shall, and shears to sheare; 

* Mr. Quin and Mrs. Cibbcr both died a 
little before. 



With parchment gorgets and in buckram arm'd, 
Cold-blooded tailors are to heroes warm'd, 
And slip-shod slide to war— No lions' glare, 
No eye-balls Bashing fire shall make you state; 
Each outside shall belie the stuff within : 
A Roman spirit in each tailor's skin — 
A tailor-le^'d Pompey, Cassios, shall you set, 
And the ninth part of Brutus strut in me ; 
What though no swords we draw, no dagem 
Yet can our warriors a quietus make [shuef 
With a bare bodkin.*— Now be dumb, ye railos, 
And never, but in honour, call out tailors! 
But these are heroes tragpc, yon will cry; 
O, verv tragic 1 and I 'll tell you why— 
Shoula female artists with the male combine, 
And mantua-makers with the tailors join; 
Should all, too piuod to work, their tradesgifc 

o'er. 
Not to be sooth*d again by lix-pence more ; 
What horroni wou» enaoe !-— First you, jt 

beaux. 
At once lose all existence with your ckMhes! 
And you, ye fair, where would be yoor defconf 
This is no golden age of innocence ! 
Such drunken Bacclianals the Graces meet, 
And no police to guard the naked street : 
Beauty is weak, and patoion bold and strong— 
O then — but modesty restrains my tongue. 
May this night*s bard a skilful tanor be. 
And like a well-made coat his tragedy : 
Though close, yet easy ; decent, but not dnlf: 
Short, but not scanty ; without buckiam, fblL 



§ 69. Epilogue to the Engli^ MerckoMt. 
17(>7' Garrick. 

Enter Lady Alton [Mrs. Al'ifigton'\ in a p^ 
sion ; Spatter [Mr. Kingj/oltowiag. 

L. Alton, I'll hear no more, thou wretch! 

Spatter. Attend to reason ! 

L. Alton. A woman of my rank, *tb petty 

treason 1 

Hear reason, blockhead! Rcaaon! what is that? 

Bid me wear pattens and a high-«fown*d hat ! 

Won' t you be^ne ? W hat, won't you ) What's 

your view ? [you.^— 

Spatter. Humbly to serve the tuneful nine in 

L. Alton. I renounce such things; [strings: 
Not Phoebus now, but vengeance, sweeps toe 
My mind is discoid all 1 I scorn, detest 
All human kind — ^you more than all the rest 

Spatter. 1 humbly thank you. Ma'am— bat 
weigh the matter. [yoQ, Spatter ! 

L. Alton. I won't hear reason ! and I hue 
Myself, and ev'ry thing. 

Spatter. That I deny ; 
You love a little mischief, so do I ; 
And mischief I have for you. 

L. Alton, How^ where? when? 
Will you stab Falbridge ? 

Spatter. Yes, Ma'am— with my pen. 

L, Alton. Let loose, my Spatter, tiU 10 deuft 
you 've sumg *em. 
That green-eyed monler, jemhnaj, unoiig'cs. 
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Spaiier. To dash at all, the spirit of my trade 



IS, 



[lad 



les. 



Men, women^ children, parsons, lordsy and 
There will be danger. 

L. Alton, And there shall be pay — 
Take my purse. Spatter i [^Gives ii him. 

Spatter, In an nonest way. 

[Smilet and takes it, 
L, Alton, Should my lord beat you— < 
Spatter, Let them laugh that win. 
For all my bruises here's gold beater*s skin ; 

\Ckinking the purse. 
L, Alton. Nay, should he kill you I 
Spatter. Ma*am? 
L, Alton, My kindness meant 
To pay your merit with a monument 1 
Spatter, Your kindness, lady, takes away 
my breath : [death. 

We'll stop, with your good leave, on this side 
L» Altom, Attack Amelia, both in verse and 
Your wit can make a nettle of a rose, [prose. 
Spatter, A stinging-nettle for his loi9ship*s 
breast: 
And to my stars and dashes leave the rest. 
1*11 make them miserable, never fear; 
P6ut in a month, and part in half a year. 
I know my genius, ana can trust my plan ; 
1*11 break a woman's heart with any man. 
L, Alton. Thanks, thanks, dear Spatter ! be 

severe and bold 1 

Spatter, No qualms of conscience with a 

purse of ^Id. 

Tho* piirries threaten, and tho* crab-sticks fall. 

Yours are my heart, soul, pen, ears, bones, and 

all." lExit S^ttr. 

Lady Alton alone. 

Thus to the winds at once my cares I scatter — 
O, *tis a charmine rascal, this same Spatter ! 
His precious mischief makes the storm subside! 
MyauMr, thank my stars ! all rose from pride; 
Pnde should belong to us alone of foshion ; 
And let the mob take love, that vulgar passion. 
Love, pity, tenderness, are only made 
For Poets, Abigails, and folks m trade. 
Some cits about their feelings make a fuss. 
And some are better bred— ^who live with us. 
How low lord Falbridge is ! — ^He takes a wife. 
To love, and cherish, and be fix'd for life ! 
Thinks marriage is a comfortable state. 
No pleasure like a vartuous tite-h-tite ! 
l>oour lords justice, for I would not wrong *em. 
There are not many such poor souls among 'em. 
Our turtles from the town will fly with speed. 
And I'll foretell the vulgar life they'll lead. 
With love and ease grown fat, tney face all 

weather, [ther : 

And, farmers both, trudge arm in arm toge- 
Now view their stock, now in their nursery 

prattle. 
For ever with their children or their cattle. 
Like thedull mill-horse in one round they keep ; 
Thqr walk, talk, fondle, dine, 'and fall asleep ; 
" Their custom always in the afternoon—'* 
He bright as Sol, and she the chaste full moon ! 
Wak'dwith her coffee. Madam first begins. 
She rubs her eyes, his lordship rubs his thins; 



She sips and smirks^— " Next week's our wed- 
ding-day. 

Married seven years! — and every hour more 
gay?" [Yawns, 

" True, Lmroy," cries my lord, " the olessing 
lies, 

'* Our hearts in cv'ry thing so sympathise !" 

[Yawns* 

The day thus spent, my lord for music calls ; 

He thrums the base, to which my lady scyialU ; 

The children join, which so delight these nin- 
nies. 

The brats seem all Guaduccies, Lovatinis. 

. — What means this qualm ? — ^Why, sure, while 
I *m despising. 

That vulgar passion. Envy, is not rising! 

no!^£ontempt is ^ruggling to burst out— 

1 '11 give it vent at Lady Scalp'em's rout, 

[Exit hastily. 



§ 70. Epilogue to Zenohia. 1768. Spoken by 
Mrs. Abington, G a r rick. 

[She peeps through the curtain* 
How do you all, good folks i — In tears, for 
certam i 
I 'II only take a peep behind the curtain : 
You're all so full of tragedy and sadness, . 
For me to come among you would be madness! 
This is no time for giggling — when you've 

leisure. 
Call out for me, and I'll attend your pleasure ; 
As soldiers hurry at the beat of drum. 
Beat but your hands, that instant 1 will come. 
[She enters upon their clapping. 
This is so good ! to call me out so soon— 
The Comic Muse by me entreats a boon ; 
She caird for Pritchard, her first maid of^ 

honor. 
And begg'd of her to take the task upon her ; 
But she, 1 am sure you'll all be sorry for't. 
Resigns her place, and soon retires from court: 
To bear this loss wc courtiers make a shift. 
When good folks leave tis, worse may have a 

fift. 
The Comic Muse, whose ev'ry smile is grtee. 
And her stage sister, with her tra^c face. 
Have had a quarrel---each has writ a case j 
And on their friends assembled now I wait. 
To give you of their difTrence a true state. 
Melpomene complains, when she appears. 
For five good acts, in all her pomp of tears. 
To raise your souls, and with your raptures 
wing 'em, [^ring em- 

Nay, wet your handkerchiefs, that you may 
Some flippant hussey, like myself, comes in ; 
Crack gors her fan, and with a giggling grin, 
" Hcyl Presto! pass!"— all topsy-turvy tec. 
For " ho, ho, ho!^ is chan^'d to «' he, he, heP 
We own'd the fault, but 'tis a foult in vQgae; 
*Tls theirs who call and bawl for— Epilogue j 
O, shame upon you ! — for the time to oome. 
Know better, and go miserable home. 
What says our comic goddess?— ^With re- 
proaches. 
She vows her sister tragedy encroachcb ! 
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And, spite of all her virtue and ambition. 
It known to have an amorous disposition ! 
For in False Delicacy-— wondrous sly, 
Join*d with ajcertain Irishman— O nel 
She made you, when you ought to laush, to cry. 
Her sister's smiles with tears she tried to sm'o-' 

ther, 
Raif'd such a tragi-comic kind of pother, 
You laugh *d with one eye, while you cried with 

t'other. 
What can be done?*— ^ad work behind the 

scenes! 
There comic females scold with tragic queens ; 
Each party difiTrent ways the fo^ assaib. 
These shake the daggers, those prepare their 

nails. 
nris you alone must calm these dire mishaps. 
Or we shall still continue pulling caps. 
What is your will ?— I read it in your faces 
That all hereafter uke their proper places. 
Shake hands, and kiss, be friends, and bum 

their cases. 



$ 71* Epilogue spoken by Mrs, Pritchard, on 
her guiiting the stage. I768. Garrick. 

The curtain dropt-^my mimic life is past. 
That scene of sleep and terror* was my last. 
Could I in such a scene my exit make. 
When every real feeling is awake ? 
Which beating here, superior to all art. 
Bursts in full tides from a roost erateful heart. 

I now appear myself, distressed, dismay'd, 
More than in all the characters I*ve playM ; 
In acted passion, tears may sbbm to flow, 
" But I have that within that passeth show.** 

Before I go, and this lov'd spot forsake. 
What gratitude can give, my wishes, take : 
Upon your hearts may no affliction prey. 
Which cannot by the stage be chas*d away; 
And ma^ the stage, to please each virtuous 

mind. 
Grow ev'ry day more moral, more refin*d, 
Refin* ^Trom grossnets, not byforeiii^ skill : 
Weed out the poison, but be English still ! 

To all my brethren whom I leave behind. 
Still may your bounty, as to me, be kind ; 
To me tor manv years your favours flow*d. 
Humbly receiv d— on small desert bestow*d : 
For which I feel— what cannot be expressed-— 
Words are too weak— my tears must speak the 
rest. 



§ 7d. Prologue to the Good-naiured Man. 1 768. 

JOHNSOW. 

Prest by the load of life the weary mind 
Surveys the general toil of human kind. 
With cool submission joins the lab'ring train. 
And social sorrow loses half its pain : 
Our anxious bard without complaint may share 
This bustling season's epidemic care j 
Like Caesar's pilot dignified by fate. 
Tost in one common storm with all the great 5 



I Distrest alike the statesman and the wit^ 
When one a Borough courts, and one the Pit 
The busy candidates for power and fame 
Have hopes, and fears, and wishes just the same: 
Disabled both to combat or to fly. 
Must hear all taunts, and hear without reply. 
^Uncheck'd on both loud rabbles vent their n^ 
As mongrels bay the lion in a cage. 
Th* oflended burgess hoards his angry tale. 
For that blest year when all that vote may rul; 
Their schemes of spite the poet's foes dismiss. 
Till that glad nisht when all that hate may bin. 
" This dav tne powder d curls and golden 

coat,' 
Says swelling Crispin, '* begg'd a cobUer's 

vote ; 
** This night our wit,'* the pert apprentice 

cries, 
** Lies at my feet ; I hiss him, and be dies." 
The great, tis true, can charm the electing 

tribe $ 
The bard may supplicate, but cannot bribe. 
Yet judg'd by those whose voices ne'er wvfe 

sold. 
He feels no want of all-persuading gold; 
But confident of praise, if praise be doe. 
Trusts without fear to merit and to you. 



§ 73. Prologue to False Delicacy. 17d8. Sf9- 
ken by Mr King. Garrick. 

I'm vex'd— quite vex'd— «nd you'JI be md 

—that's wors e ■ 
To deal with stubborn scribblers— there's the 

curse. 
Write moral plays— the blockhead !— whr, 

good people. 
You'll soon expect this house to wear a steeple! 
For our fine piece, to let you into finrts. 
Is quite a sermon — only preach'd in acts. 
You'll scarce believe me, till the proof appears; 
But even I, Tom Fool, must shed some tears; 
Do, ladies, look upon me— nay, no simpering; 
Think you this face was ever made forwhim- 

p'ring? 
Can I a canibric handkerehief dispby. 
Thump my unfeeling breast, and roar away? 
Why this is comical, perhaps yon'U say. . 
Resolving this strange awkward bard to pomp, 
I ask'd him what he meant? — ^He, somewhat 

plump, 




You'll not keep up that dignity of belly. 
Still he preach'd on — " Bards of the fonoerage 
Held up abandon'd pictures on the stage; 
Spread out their wtt with fascinating art. 
And catch'd the fancy, to corrupt the bort: 
But, happy change I in thcae more moiml dars, 
You cannot sport with virtue, even in plays; 
On virtue's side his pen the poet draws. 
And boldly asks a hearing for his cause." 
Thus did he prance and swell.— The man aaj 
prate, 



• The last soene of Lady Macbeth. | And fcSlthcsc whimsies in hu addle pate. 
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rhat you'll protect his Mase becaase she's good : 
A. virgin, and so chaste !-— O lud I O ludT 
N^o muse the critic beadle's lash escapes ; 
rhough virtuous, if a dowdy and a trapes: 
[f his come forth a decent hkely lass, 
Vou*ll 9peak her fair, and grant the proper pass: 
Orshould his brain be tum'dwithwild pretences, 
I n th ree hours ti lue you'll bring him to tiis senses; 
And well you may, when in your pow*r you get 

him ; 
In that short space, you blister, bleed, and 

sweat him. 
Among the Turks, indeed, he'd run no danger; 
They sacred hold a madman and a stranger. 



§ 74. Scrub^t Trip to the Jubilee, i?^* 
Spoken by Mr. Weston. 

From Stratford arriv'd — piping hot— gentle- 
folks. 
From the rarest of shows, and roost wonderful 

jokes. 
Your simple acquaintance. Scrub, comes to de- 
dare, 
Twat fuller, hj far, than our Lichfield great fair; 
Such crowdsofTme ladies serenadinsand singing, 
Such firing; of loud patereroes, and rinsing—^ 
To tell it m London, must seem all a table; 
And yet I will tell it— as welt as I'm able. 
First, something, inlingpofschoolscairdanode; 
All critics, they told me, allow'd very good : 
One said — ^you may take it for troth, 1 assure ye, 
Twas made by the little great man of Old Drury, 
Bj my brother Martin (for whose take, d'ye 

hear?) 
Thu night Td a mind for a tonch at Shakt- 

peara*; 
But, honestly speaking, I take more delight in 
A bit of Kood fun, than drums, trumpets, and 

fighting. 
The procession, 'twas said, would have been a 

fine train, 
But could not move forward — Ola— for the rain! 
Such tragical, comical folks, and so fine— • 
What pity it was that the sun did not shine ! 
Since ladies, and baronets, aldermen, squires. 
All went to this jubilee full of desires. 
In crowds, as they eo for to see a new play ; 
And when it was done*- why, they ail came 

awayl 
Don't let me forset— a main part of the show, 
Was long-uil'd nne comets, by fam'd Angelo. 
Some turtle I got, which they call'd patpapee^ 
But honest roast beefs the bat turtle for me. 
I hate all ragouts ; and, like a bold Briton, 
Prefer good plum pudding to aught I e'er bit on. 
I drank too (and now I a poet may be) 
From a charming fine cup of the mulberry-tree. 
To bed 1 must eo— for which, like a ninny, 
I paid like my betters, no lest than a guinea. 
For rolling— not sleeping— in linen so damp, 
Aa struck my great toe, erer since, with the 
cramp. 

* Thb alludes to Mr. Weston's design of 
playing Richard. 



Thus fleec'd-^n my pocket I felt a great smart- 
ing* 
Yet griev d not when I and the splinters were 

parting, 
*Twas worth ten times more to heat sweet 

brother Martin* 
He spoke, 'till poor Scrub was just fit, with 

one eye 
To laugh, wnile the other was ready to cry ; 
Which makes me now tell you, without any 

brag. 
He's a second to none but the Warwickshire 

wag. 
The Jubilee over, 1 came to this place. 
To tell you my story, and sue for your grace : 
You never refus'd it — ^vet never before. 
With granting such kindness, bound gratitude 

more. 
I live but to own, with a diligent spirit. 
Your favors have ever outrun my slight merit. 



§ 75. Prologue to t>octor Last in his Charioii 
1769. Spoken by Mr. Foote, Garrick. 

Your servant, kind masters, from bottom 

to top. 
Be assur'd while I breathe, or can stand — I 

mean hop; 
Be you pleasea to smile, or be pleased to 

grumble, ^ 

Be whatever you please, I am still your most 

humble. 
As to laugh IS a right only given to man. 
To keep up that risht is my pride and my plan. 
Fair laaies, don't m>wn ; I meant woman too: 
What's common to man, must be common to 

you. 
You allhave a right your sweet muscles to curl. 
From the old smirking prude to the titt'ring 

young giri ; 
And ever with pleasure my brains I could spin. 
To make yoD all giggle, and you, ye oods, grin. 
In this present summer, as well as the past. 
To your favor asain we present Dr. Last, 
Who, by wonderful feats, in the papers re> 

counted. 
From trudging on foot to his chariot is mounted. 
Amongst uie old Britons when war was bqgun, 
Charioteen would slay ten, while the foot 

could slay one. 
So when doctors 00 wheels with dispatches are 

sent. 
Mortality bills rise a thousand per cent. 
But thiuK not tophysic that quackery 'sconfin'd ; 
All the world is a stage, and the quacks are 

mankind : 
There's trade, law, and state quacks: nay, 

would we but search, 
We should find—— Heaven bless us I soma 

quacks in the church ! 
The stifl band and stiff bob of the Methodis 

race. 
Give the balsam of life and the tincture of grace ; 
And their poor wretched patients think much 

good is done *em, 
Thou^ blisters and caustics are ever upon 'cm. 

2 X 
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As for Uwt and the state, if quackery *a a curse, 

\Vhich will make tlie good bad, aud the bad 
will make worse. 

We should point out the quack from the regu- 
lar brother ; 

They afe wiser than I who can tell one from 
t* other 1 

Can the stage with its bills, pufls, and patients 
stand trial ? 

Shall we find out do quacks in the Theatre- 
Royal? 

Some dramatical drugs, thai are puff d ok the 
town. 

Cause many wry (aocs, and scarce will go down. 

Nay, an audience sometimes will in quack'ry 
deli(|ht. 

And sweat down an anthor some pounds in one 
night. 

To return to our quack— should he, lielp*d by 
the weather. 

Raise laughter and kind perspiration together; 

Should hts nostrums of hip and of vapours but 
cure ye. 

His chariot oe well can deserve, I assure ye : 

"Tis easy to set up a chariot in town. 

And easier still b that chariot laid down. 

He petitions by me, both as doctor and lover. 

That you*ll not stop his wheels, or bis chariot 
tip over. 

Fix him well, I beseech you; theworslon'i 
would be. 

Should you overturn him, yoo may overset me. 



$ 7& Epilogue U ike Dmeliui. 1773. Sp^ 
ken by Miti Barsanii, 

So, men of valour 1 tou dislike our play : 
Nothing against it do tne ladies say- 
To own th^*re pleas'd the critics ever loath. 
Mutter, " A Duellist, with scarce an oath ! 
'Tis like his hat that was without a feather; 
Duels and dammes always go together.** 
Old sinners, loving the licentious joke. 
May think there wants too, here and there, a 

stroke ; 
Round oaths and double meanings strew*d be- 
tween. 
With them the virtues of the comic scene. 
And vet the town in gen*ral is so nice. 
It holds these virtues as a kind of vice: 
From the teeth outwards chaste, their hands 

before 'em, 
I^ikc reps, even demi-reps, are all decorum. 
Though gross their thoughts, so delicate their 

hearing. 
They think the very stage should fine for 

swearing ; 
Our author therefore scrupled to employ 
Your vulgar I")ammc, sir ! and Damme, boy ! 
Nay, when by chance a naughty joke came 

pat ill, 
He wrapt it up, you know, in lawyers Latin. 
So much refin*d the scene since former days. 
When C'ongreve, Vaaburgh, Wychcrlcy wrote 

pla>*. 



'* The stage so loosely did Astrea tread. 
She fairly put all characters to bed.** 
Though now no bard would venture to deposit 
A macaroni in a lady's closet ; 
Lest the frail fair-one he be thought to ruin, 
«• While moon and stars alone * see whit 

they're doins. 
In the old plays, gallants take no denial. 
But put the struggling actress to the trial. 
Bless roc 1 I ^imer even now to think. 
How near myself may come to danger's brink! 
In modem plays move safe the female slatioa 
Secure as oar sad lolemD situation I 
No raki^ forward spark dares now be rude. 
The Comic M use hersel f *s grown quite a pmdc! 
No wonder, then, if in so pure an age 
No Congrevcs write for as demure a stage ! 



§ 77. Prologue to The School for Rales, 1774. 
Spoken by Mr. King. Garrick. 

Thb scribbling gentry ever frank and free, 
To sweep the stage with prologues, fix on ve, 
A female representative 1 come. 
And with a prolog, which I call a broom, 
To iweep the critic cobwebs from the room. 
Critics, like spiders, into comers creep. 
And at new plavs their bloody revels keep: 
With some small venom close in ambush Ik, 
Ready to seize the poor dramatic fly : 
The weak and heedless soon become tbdrpny, 
But the strong blue-bottle will force its wsy. 
Clean well its wings, and hum another diy. 
Unknown to natures laws, we 've here one cril| 
For flies, tura'd spiders, plav the Tery devill 
Fearing some danger, I will lay beftire yc 
A short, tme, remt, tram-comic stoiy. 

As late I saunter*d in the Fark for air. 
As free from thon^t as any cosoomb diere. 
Two sparks came up ; one whi^ict^d in my car. 
He WIS a critic; then ask'd me, with a 
Thus 



tWlQg, 

" Yoa*ve writ a fiuce r*~« Yet, Sir, a fixOidi 

thing:" 
'' Damn'd foolish— You*d better miad jm 

acting. King. 
'TIS ten to on^-I speak it for your sake. 
That this same farce will p i ow o yo ui wits 

last Suike.**— 
'' I scribble for amusement, boast no pav'it.'*— • 
" Write for your own amusement, not for con." 
Thus he went on ; and with his pleasant laft* 

tng» 
I lost the appetite I got with walk ins. 

He laugh'd — I how'dP— but ere 1 ootud fctM^ 

His lisping friend did thus the do% repeat: 

" Pray, Sir.— this School for Rakes— the «s- 

man's pla y 

When do you give it us?"'—'* Next Saturdsv. 

1 hope you '11 both be kind to her, at least.* 

" A scribbling woman is a drradfol beast 1 

Then they're so ugly, all the female wit»— 

1 '11 dawo her play-«*to taiow hei into fiit. 
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Had I my will, those slattern slattish dames— 

Tbry all should fice the bottom of the Thames.** 

It you are here, good Sirs, to breed a riot, 

[^Looking about the house. 
Don*t show your spite ; for ifyou are not quiet, 
*Tis ten to one — I speak it for your sake, 
This School for Rakes will prove your Wit's 

last Stake : 
As you \To the Pii\ save me from their tyran- 
nic will. 
You will not let them use a woman ill. 
Protect her and her brat — the truly brave 
Women and children will for ever save. 



§78. Prolo^e to th€ Jubilee, nGg, Spoken 
by Mr.Ktng in the Character qfa Waiter, 

Garrick. 

From London, your honors, to Stratford Fm 

come: 
Tm a waiter, your honors ; you know bustling 

Tom; 
Who, proud of your orders, and bowing before 

ye. 

Till supper is ready, 1*11 tell ye a story. 

"Twixt Hounslow and Colnbrook, two 

houses of fame. 
Well known on that road, the two Magpies by 

name: 
The one of long standing, the other a new one ; 
This boasts it s the old one, and that it's the 

true one. 
Sore we, the old Magpie, as well as the younger. 
May boast that our liquor is clearer and stronger. 
Of bragging and pumng you make but a jest ; 
Yon taste of us both and will stick to the best. 
A race we have had for -your pastime and 

laughter ; 
Young Mag started first, with old Mag hopping 

aAer. 
*Tis said the old house hath i)0tsess*d a receipt 
To make a choice mixture ofsour, strong, and 

sweet; 
A Jubilee punch, which, right skilfully made, 
Insur*d the old Magpie a good running trade: 
But think you we mean to monopolize?— No, 

no. 
We are like brother Ashley, pro publico bono, 
Eadli Magpie, your honours, will pick at his 

brother. 
And thdr natures wert always to|crtb from each 

other. 
YooDg landlords and old ones are taught by 

their calling [ing. 

To IsQgh >Lt engrossing— but practise fbrestaU- 
Our landlords are gpune-cocks, and fair play but 

grant em, 
111 warrant you pastime from each little ban- 
tam. 
Let*s letura to the punch— I hope from my 

aoul. 
That now the old Magnie may sell you a bowl. 
We have all sorts and sties, a quick trade to 

drive. 
Am one shillingt two thiUinCf three 

fire: 



In this town of Stratford we'll have each ingro- 

dicnt, 
fieside a kind welcome from me, your obedient. 
I'll now squeeze my fruit, put sugar and rum 

in, [coBiing, a coming, a commg I 

And be back in a moment [Be// ringt\ A 



§79. Prologue to the Cftriitmas Ta!e. 1774. 

Garrick. 

Music plays, and enter several persons with 

different kinds o/' dishes. 
Enter Mr. Palmer in the Character of Christ* 

mas. 
Go on— prepare my bountv for my friends. 
And see that Mirth, with all ner crew, attends. 

To the Audience. 
Behold a personage, well known to fame. 
Once lovd and honored-— Christmas is mj 

name! 
My officers of state my taste display ; 
Cooks, scullions, pastry-cooks, prepare my way | 
Holly and ivy round me honors spread* 
And my retinue show— 'I *m not ill-fed ; 
Minc*d pies, by way of belt, my breast divide 9 
And a large carving-knife adorns my side, 
'Tis no fop*8 weapon, *t will be often drawn : 
This turban for my head— is colIar*d brawn. 
Though old, and white my locks, my cheeks 

are cherry : 
Warm*d by goou fires, good cheer, Fm always 

merry. 
With carol, fiddle, dance, and pleasant tale. 
Jest, gibe, prank, gambol, mummery, and ide, 
I English hearts rrjoic'd in day9 of yore ; 
For new strange modes, imported hy the score. 
You will not sure turn Christn.asout of door! 
Suppose yourselves well seated by a fire, 
(Stuck close, you seem more warm than yo« 

desire) 
Old Father Christmas, now in all his ^lory. 
Begs with kind hearts you 11 listen to his storyj 
Clear well your thoughts from politics and 

spleen. 
Hear my tale out, see all that's to be seen. 
Take care, my children, that you well behave : 
You, Sir, in blue, red cape, not quite so grave : 
That critic there in blacK— so stem and thin. 
Before you frown, pray let the tale begi n 
You in the crimson capuchin, I fear you ; 
Why, madam, at this time so cross appear you? 
Excuse me, pra^^— I did not see your hotoand 

near you. 
Don*t think, fair ladies, I expect that you 
Should hear my tale— you've something else to 

do; 
Nor will our beaux old English fair encourage; 
No foreign taste could e'er digest plum porridge* 
I have no sauce to quicken lifeless sinners ; 
My food is meant for honest hearty grinners. 
For you, your spirits with good stomachs bring, 
O make tne iieighb*ring roof with rapture ring: 
Often your mouths, pray, swallow every thing! 
Critics, beware how you our psanks despise ; 
Hear well my tale, or you shan't touch my pies ; 
The proTcrb change— Be merry but not wise. 

3< 9 
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§ 80. Prologue to the Maid of the Oak$, 
1774. Spoken hy Mr. King in the Character 
of Fame, Garrick. 

Unlike to ancient Fame, all eyes, tongue), 
ears, 
See modern Fame, arm'd cap-a-pie, appears,* 
In ledgers, chronicles, gazettes, and gazetteers! 
My soaring wings arc nne election speeches. 
And puffs of candidates supply my breeches. 
My cap is satire, criticism, wit- 
Is there a head that wants it in the nit? 

[yfferi^ «'• 
No flowing robe and trumpet me adorn ; 

I wear a jacket, and I wind a horn. 

Pipe, song, and pastoral, for 6ve months past. 

Puff 'd well by me, have been the general taste. 

Now Marybone shines forth to gaping crowds; 

Now Highgate glitters from her hill of clouds; 

St. George's Fields, with tasttf and fashion 

struck, 

Display Arcadia at the Dog and Duck : 

Arq iJrury Misses here, " in tawdij pride. 

Are there Pastoras by the founuin side." 

To frowsy bow*rs they reel through midnight 

damps. 

With Fauns half drunk, and Dryads breaking 

lamps. 

Both far and near did this new whimsy run, 

One night it frisked, forsooth, at Islington. 

And now, as for the public bound to cater. 

Our manager must have \\\%fSte champStre, 

How is the weather I — Pretty clear and bright. 

[^Looking about, 

A storm*s the devil on champ^tre night I 

Lest it should fall to spoil the author s scenes, 

ril catch this gleam, to tell you what he means: 

He means a snow as brilliant as at Cox*s, 

Laugh /or the pit, and ;nay be at the boxes ; 

Song, chorus, frolic, dance, and rural play. 

The merry-making of a wedding da^. 

Whose is the piece ? — ^'Tis all surmise, sug^es- 

tion-« [tion. 

Is*t his, or hers, or yours, Sir? That*stheque»- 

The parent, bashful, whimsical, or poor. 

Left It a puling infant at the door j 

Twas laid on flow'rs, and wrapp'd in fancied 

cloaks. 

And on the breast was written— Jfiitc^ o* the 

Oaks, 

The actors crowded round — the girls caress'd 

it : [bless'd it ; 

I /ord I the sweet pretty babe I-— they prab*d and 

The master i)eepd, smil'd, took it in, and 

dress'd it. 

Whate er its birth, protect it from the curse 

Of being smothered by a parish nurse : 

As you* re kind, rear it — it yuuVe curious, praise 

it: 

And ten to one but vanity betrays it. 



$81. Occafional Prologue, upon Mr. Lacy* s 
first Appearance in the Character of Alexan- 
der. Garrick. 

In Maccdon when Alexander reign tl, 
And victory after victory was gain d; 



The Greek Gazettes (for they had papers therr). 
Published a thousand tibs — ^as they do here. 
From them one Curtius wrote of Philips sod, 
How he did things — which never could be 
Unlike his copy, who will soon appear, [done! 
His mighty soul ne'er knew the smallest fear: 
Tho* laurel-crown'd our |>alc young monarch 

comes 
Trembling amidst hb triumphs, shouts, vii 

drums ; 
Would give up all his vict*ries, false or true, 
To gain one greater conquest — that of you. 
" Lord r* cries a buxom widow, loud and 

strong, 
He*s quite a boy ! to play that part is wrong." 
'* Madam, he's six feet high, and cannot be 

too young.** 
** He looks so modest, hardly speaks a word: 
Can he with proper spirit draw nb sword? [is, 
A face so smooth where neitlier raze nor pndc 
Fits not the hero." — Fronti nulla hdcsj— 
In English thus: Trust not to looks, dicy'li 

cheat us : 
Bounc*d not bir Swagger lately, as he*d beat us.' 
And was not he, with all his frowns and ain, 
By one who seem'd all meekness, kicked doim 

stairs? 
Miss B — , all delicacy, nerve, and fear, 
Elop'd last week with a horse grenadier ! 
And our advent*rer, through so mild and civil, 
If you once rouse him, plays the i-ery devil 1 
''Indeed!*' cries madam, "Sir, im much 

your debtor ; 
I should be glad to know the young man bet- 
ter." 
Twice our young hero, who for ^ory tow'is, 
In fields less dang'rous tried hu unknowo 

pow*rs, 
Like a young swimmer, whom his fears com- 
mand. 
In shallow streams first ventur'd from the land, 
Till, bolder grown, the rougher wave he stems, 
Plunges from giddy heights into the Thames. 
E'en now he starts to hear the torrent roar. 
While his pale fates stand frighted on the shore! 
Soon will he leap the precipice— Your nod 
Sinks him, or lifts him to a demi-god. 

§ 82. Prologue spoken hy Mr.Yatet, on tfeih 
ing a netc Theatre, bwU far him hm the In- 
habitants of Birmingham. Foots. 

From fiddling, fretting, monaicqr, and signer 
And all the dangers of tne Italian shore; 
From squeaking monarchs and chroaatte 

queens. 
And Metastasio's mix*d and mangled scenes, 
Where Fashion, and not Feeling, bears die 

sway. 
Whilst Sense and Nature coyly keep away, 
I come.— All hail the consecrated earth,* 
Whose bounteous bosom gave our Shakspein 

birth ! 
Gave that great master of the scenic ait 
To feed the fancy, and correct the heart; 

* JShakspeare was bom in Warwickshire. 
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icck th' unruly passions* wild career, 
draw from Pity's eye the tef^der tear ; 
olly's sons t* explore the aoiple train, 
sot, the fop, the vicious, ana the vain ; 
tcrisy to dras from her disguise. 
Affectation hunt through all her lies : 
was your bard. Who then can deem the 

stage, 
ivorthlesa fav*rite of an idle age? 
dfl;e that pleasure, with instruction ioin'd, 
soil the manners, or corrupt the mind ? 
ther thoughts your ^i^enerous breasts inspire, 
h'd with a sprk of true Promethean fire : 
that the Arts withComnierce came toearth, 
the same parents gave those sisten birth, 
creeping Prejudice you dar*d despise, 
bade this temple to the muses rise, 
ht my tongue could utter all I feel ! 
lat my powers were equal to my zeal ! 
tl by your favor, not by right divine, 
mworthy high priest of the sacred nine, 
linted incense should pollute their shrine, 
lught be offer'd to the public view, 
vbat was worthy them— and worthy you. 



Prologue to BonTon. 1776. Colmav. 

SH 1 ON in ever^ thi ng bears soverei^ sway, 
words and periwigs nave both their day ; 
have their purlieus too, are modish each, 
ited districts, wigs as well as speech. 
Tyburn scratch, thick club, and Femnletie; 
mrson's feather-top, frizz*d broad and high; 
x>achman*s cauliflower, built tiers on tiers; 
r not more from bags and brigadiers, 
I great St. George's or St. James's styles 
I the broad dialect of Broad St. Giles, 
hat is Bon Ton ? — ** O, damme V* cries a 

buck, [luck : 

drunk—" ask me, my dear, and you're in 
Ton's to swear, break windows, beat the 

watch, [catch, 

up a wench, drink healths, and roar a 
it up! keep it up! damme, take your 



swing 



f 



Ton is life, my boy; Bon Ion's ike 

! I loves life, and all the joys it yields," 

Madame Fussock, warm from Spitalfields, 

n Ton's the space 'twixt Saturday and 

Monday, 
ridins in a one-horse chair o* Sunday 1 
Irinking tea, on summer afternoons, 
ignigge Wells, with china and gilt spoons! 
lying by our stufls, red cloaks, and fattens, 
ince cowHllions all in silks and satins !" 
ilgar !" cries Miss — " Observe, in hi^er 

life, [wife : 

fenther'd spinster, and thrice-featherd 
Club's Bon Ton. Bon Ton's a constant 
ui, Jesiino, ball, and masouerade ! [trade 
tiays and puppet-shows— iTis something 
oting thousands every night at ht ! [new ; 
re it thwarts, and contradicta all reason, 
tiff French stays, and fruit whru out of 

seaton! 



A rose, when halfa-goinea is the price ; 
A set of bays scarce bigger than six mice : 
To visit friends— you never wish to see ; 
Marriage 'twixt those who never can azrce. 
Old dowagers, dress'd, painted, patch d, and 

curVd — 
This is Bon Ton, and this we call ike woridl^ 
" True," says my lord, •• and thou, my only 

son. [Ton ! 

Whate'er your faults, ne'er tin against Boo 
Who toils for learning at a public school. 
And digs for Greek and Latin, is a fool. 
French, French, my boy, 's the thing 1 jasez ! 

prate, chatter ! 
Trim be the mode, whipt-syllabub the matter ! 
Walk like a Frenchman ; tur, on English pegs 
Moves native awkwardness with two left legs. 
Of courtly friendship form a treacherous league. 
Seduce men's daugnters, with their wives in* 

trigue ; 
In sightly semicirclesjround your nails, [fails : 
Keep your teeth clean— and grin, if small-talk 
But never laugh, whatever jest prevails : 
Nothing but nonsense e'er gave laughter birth^ 
That vulgar way the vulgar show their mirth. 
Laughter's a rude convulsion, sense that justles, 
Disturbs the cockles, and distorts the musclea. 
Hearts may be black, but all should wear clean 

faces; 
The graces, boy ! The graces, graces, sraces 1" 
Such is Bon Ton ! andwalk this city through. 
In building, scribbling, fighting, and virtu. 
And various other shapes, twill rise to view : 
To-night our Bayes, with bold butcareless tints. 
Hits off a sketch or two, like Darly's prints. 
Should connoisseurs allow his rough draughts 

strike 'em, 
'Twill be Bon Ton to see 'em, and to like 'em. 



§84. Prologue to the Rivals, 1775. 

Sheridan. 

Enter Sergeant at Law, and Attorney follow^ 

ing and giving a Paper. 

Serf. What's here T— a vile cramp hand! 

I cannot see 

Without my spectacles. Ait. He means his 

Nay, Mr.Serjeant, good sir, try nctain. [fee. 

[^Gives Money n 
Sefj. The scrawl iinnrovcs — [more.] O 
come, 'tis pretty plain. 
Hey ; how's this? — Dibble ! — sure it cannot be! 
A poet's brief 1 a poet— ond a fee ! 
Ait. Yea, sir ! though you witliout reward, 
I know. 
Would gladly plead the muses' cause — Srrj. 
So, so! 
Ait. And if the fee offends, your wrath 
should fall 
On me-^Serj, Dear Dibble, no offence at all. 
Ait. Some sons of Phoebus in the Couru we 

meet*-- 
Sefj. And fifty sons of Phcebus in the Fleet ! 
Ati. Nor pleads he worse, who, with a dc* 
cent sprig 
Of bays, adorns nis legal waste of wig. 
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Serj, Full-bottom*d heroes thus on signs 
unfurl 
A leaf of laurel in a erove of curl ! 
Yet tell your client, tnat^ in adverse days. 
This wig is warmer than a bush of bays. 

Att. Do you then, sir, mycUent*s place sup- 
Tjrofuse of robe, and prodigal of tie— rply> 
Do you, with all those blushing powers of face. 
And wonted bashful hesitating grace. 
Rise in the court, and flourish on the case. 

l_ExiL 

Serj. For practice then suppose— this brief 

will show it— 

Me, Serjeant Woodward — counsel for the poet. 

Us*d to the jzround — I know *tis hard to deal 

With this dread Courts from whence there's 

no appeal I 
No irickins here to blunt the edge of law. 
Or daran*d in equity — escape by flaw j 
But judgement given — your sentence must re- 
main ; 
JJo writ of error lies— to Drury^lanel 

Yet when so kind you seem, 'tis past dispute 
We gain some favor, if not costs q/suii. 
No spleen is here ! I see no hoarded fury ; 
I think I never fac'd a milder jury 1 
Sad else our plight I — where frowns are trans- 
portation, 
A hiss the gallows— and a groan damnation ! 
But such the public candor, without fear 
My client waves all right qf challenge here. 
No newsman from our session is dismiss'd. 
Nor wit aor critic we scratch off the list; 
His faults can never hurt another's ease. 
His crime at worst— <a bad attempt to please : 
Thus, all respecting he appeals to all. 
And bv the general voice will ftan4 QtfylU 



1 86. Epilogue to the same. 1775. Sheridan. 

Ladies, for you — I heard our poet say, 
He*d try to coax some moral from his play ; 
f • One moral's plain," cried I, *« without more 
Man's social happiness all rests on us : [fuss ; 
Through all the drama, whether damn'd or not. 
Love gilds the scene, and women guide the plot. 
From ev'ry rank obedience is our due : 
D'ye doubt ? — the world's great stage shall prove 
it true." 

The cit, well skill'd to shun domestic strife. 
Will sup abroad ; but first — he'll ask his wife. 
John Trot, his friend, for once will do the same; 
But then — he 11 just step home to tell his dame. 

The surlu squire at noon resolves to rule. 
And half the day — Zounds ! Madam is a fool ! 
Convinc'd at night, the vanquish'd victor says, 
Ah, Kate ! you women have such coaxing ways ! 

The jolly toper chides each tardy blade. 
Till reeling Bacchus calls on love for aid : 
Then with each toast he sees fair bumpers swim. 
And kisses Chloe on the sparkling brim 1 

Nay, I have heard that statesmen, great and 
vvise, 
1^ 9omeiimes coontel with a lldy*« eyes ; 



The servile suiters watch her Tarioos (ace. 
She smiles preferment— or she frowns disgrace, 
Curtsies a pension here— there nods a place. 

Nor, with less awe, in scenes of humolcr life. 
Is tnew*d the mistress, or is heard the wife. 
The poorest peasant of the poorest soil. 
The child of poverty, and heir to toll, 
Earlv from radiant love's impartial light 
Steals one small spark to cheer hb world of 

night ; ["^ 

Dear spark I that oft, through winter's chilling 
Is all the warmth his little cottage knows! 
The wand' ring /or- who not for yean has 

press'd 
The widow'd partner of his day of rest. 
On the cold deck, far from her arms remor'd, 
Still hums the ditty which his Susan lov'd: 
And while aroundfthe cadence rude is bknro, 
The boatswain whistles in a softer tone. 

The soldier, fairly proud of wounds and toil, 
Pants for the triumph of his Nancy's smile; 
But ere the battle, should he list her cries. 
The lover trembles— «Dd the hero dies ! 
That heart, by war and honor steelM to fear, 
Droops on a sigh, and sickens at a tear! 

But ye more cautious — ye nice-judging few, 
Who ffive to beauty only beauty's due, 
Thou^ friends to Love-*ytf view with deep 

regret 
Our conquests marr'd, and triumphs incomplete! 
Till polish'd wit more lasting charms disclose. 
And judgement fix the darts which beauty 

throws. 
In female breasts did sense and merit rule, 
The lover's mind would ask no other school ; 
ShamM into sense— ^he scholars of our eyes. 
Our beaux from gallantry would toon be wise ; 
Would gladly li^t, their homage to impnn-e, 
The lamp ofknowledge at the torch of love! 

S86. EpiiogueioEdwar4afulEleonora.m^ 
* Shzridax. • 

Yb wedded critics,* who have mark'doortale, 
How say you ? does our plot in nature &il 2 
May we not boast that many a modem wife 
Would lose her own, to save a husbands lifcJ 
Would gladly die— O monstrous and ill bred! 
There's not a husband here but shakes his hesd! 

But you, my g&U'ry friends'^— come, whit 

say you? [t*>* 

Your wives are with you — shake their ncddks 

Above there — hey, lads! J You'll not treat oi 

so— [A*-' 

You side with i«i?— They grin and grumWe 

Yet hold — though these plain folks tiadoce 
their doxies. 
Sure we have Eteonoras in the b&xesl [sneer? 

Inhuman beaux! — why that ilUoaturd 
What, then, you think there's no auch kiiot 

here ? V^^» 

There are, no doubt, though rare to find, 1 

Who could lose husbands, yet sorrive the bkm. 

Two years a wife — ^vicw L«sbia, tobbing, ciy- 

Her chair is waiting, batmy Lord isdyiog: [i^; 
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ing for the worst, she tells her maid 
nu*nnand her |)oints and new brocade ; 
O! if I should lo&e the best of men, 
I knows when I shall see the CVu^ again. 
p|>et, should he die when I am out, 
send for ine at Lady Ba8to*8 rout: 
ctor said he might hold oi t till three, 
la'n t spiriu for the Coterie /" 
hangc the scene — place onadam in the 
fever, 

J for comfort at the Sfaomr Vivre ; 
et enters^ — shakes his meagre head-— 
>eau, what news ? — Ah 1 sir, my lady's 
dead." 

duce! — 'tis sudden, faith— -but four days 
sick !— 

seven 8 the main— (poor Kate!)— 
eleven *s a nick." 

[lence reflections on a senseless train, 
lost to real joy, should feel no pain ; 
t Britain's daughters still can Hymen*8 
light 

the love which charmed your hearts to* 
night ; [fer, 

eauteous martyrs, who would each pre- 
for him, who long has liv*d for her ; 
lie heroines, who with fondest care 
le a husband's griefs, or claim a share ; 
where the rankling e\ils most abound, 
al with cherub-lip the poison'd wound, 
such bright virtues in n royal mind, 
tot alone to Edward's days coiifin*d ; 
ill they beam around Britannia's throne, 
ace an Eleonora of our own. 



Prologue to Braganza. Murpht. 

LK, in these days of sentiment and grace, 

mtxiy in tears resigns ht.r place, 

nit with novels full of maxims crude, 

t was frolic once now turns a prude ; 

great end the tragic muse aspires, 

ens born, and faithful to her sires. 

X)mic sister in hysteric 6t, 

(wear, has lost her memory of wit ^ 

r her may now exult on high ; 

d by ridicule, no arrows fly ; 

^ou are distress'd she *s sure to cry. 

t could jig, and nick-name all heaven's 

.'reatures, 

rrows not her own deforms her features ; 

ale reflections keeps a constant pother; 

gave her one face, and she makes 

mother— 

f»ious, and so full of woe, 
1 may bid her, •* To a nunnery go." 
o Melpomene ; to nature true, 
ds her own great principle in view, 
•m the first, when men her pow*r con- 
essd, 

;rief and terror seiz*d the tortured breast, 
le, to strike ber moral to the mind, 
;e the great tribunal of mankind. 
:r the worthies of each clime she draws, 
'unded states, or rescued dying laws ; 
n base timet, a life of g)ory led, 
their coimtry who have toifd or bled, 



Hither they come — again they breathe, they 

live. 
And vhrtue's meed through every agtt receive* 

Hither the murdVer comes, with ghastly mien. 
And the fiend conscience hunts nim o*er the 
None are exempted; all must re-appear, [scene. 
And even kinn attend for judgement here; 
Here find thec^y, when they their pow*r abvnc^ 
Is a scene furnish'd to the tragic mute. 

Such is her art ; weaken*d perhaps at length. 
And, while shcaimtatbeau^, losmg strength 
Oh I when, resuming all her native nee. 
Shall her true energy alarm the stage? [nigh— 

This night a ba^ (our hopes may rise too 
'Tis yours to judge, 'tityourt tnecaute to try)— 
This iHght a bard, as yet unknown to fiime. 
Once more, we hope, wi 1 rouse a genuine 

flime. 
His no French play— •tame, polish*d, dull bv 
rule : [school. 

Vigorous heeoraet, and warm from Shakspeare*t 
Inspir*d by him, he shows in glaring lifldit 
A nation struggling with tyrannic mixnt; 
Oppression rushing on witn giant striaes ; 
A aeep conspiracy, which virtue euidet ; 
Heroes, for treedom who dare strike the blow, 
A tabhiture of honor, guilt, and woe« 
I f on his canvass nature's colors shine, [sign. 
You *I1 praise the hand that trac*d the just dt- 



§ 88. Epilogue hy Mr, Garrick <m quilting the 
Stage, June, 1 7 76. ' 

A VBTBRAV tee! whose last acton the stage 
Entreats your smiles for sickness and for aj^ : 
Thcircaute I plead — plead it in heart and mmd ; 
A fellow-feelmg makes one wondrous kind : 
Might we but hope your zeal would not be less. 
When 1 am gone, to patronize distress. 
That hope obtaiu'd the wish'd-for end secures. 
To soothe their cares who oft have Itghten'd 
Shall the great heroes of celestial Une, Tyours. 
Who drank full howlt of Greek and Roman 

wine, 
Caesar and Bnitus, Agamemnon, Hector, 
Nay, Jove himself, who here has quaff*d hit 

nectar ! [court her. 

Shall they who govern fortune, cringe ana 
lliirst in their age, and call in vain for porter^ 
Like fielisarios ux the pitying street 
With date oholum to all they meet? 
Sha*n't I, who oft have drench*d my hands in 

Stabb'cTmany, poitonM tome, beheaded more; 
Who numben slew in battle on this plain** 
Sha*n*t I, the slayer, try to feed the tbin? 
Brother to all, with equal love I view 
The men who slew me, and the men I slew x 
I must, I will this happy project seize. 
That those too old to die may live wiUi eatt. 
Suppose the habes I tmolher d is the Tow*r, 
By chance, or ticknett, lose their acting-puw*rt 
Shall they, once princes^ wone than all bo 

serv'd— 
In childhood murdered, and, when nraider'd 

ttarv'd? 
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Matrons half ravish*d for your recreation. 
In age should never want some consolation. 
Can 1, young Hamlet once, to nature lost, 
fiehold, O horrible ! my father's ghost» 
With grisly beard, pale cheek, stalk up and 

down. 
And he, the royal Dane, want half a crown? 
Forbid it, ladies ! gentlemen, forbid it ! 
Give joy to age, and let 'em say — you did it. 
To you, ye gods ! ♦ I make my last appeal ; 
You hare a riu;ht to judge, as well as feel ; 
Will your high wisdoms to our scheme incline. 
That kings, (jueens, heroes, gods, and ghosts 

maydme? 
Olympus sliakes ! — that omen all secures; 
May every joy you give be tenfold yours ! 



§ 89. Prologue to the Capuchin. 1776. 
Spoken liy Mr. Fooie. Colman. 

Critics, whene'er I write, in ev*ry scene 
Discover meanings that I never mean ; 
Whatever character X bring to view, 
I am the father of the child, 'tis true. 
But ev'ry babe his christ'ninjg owes to you. 
** The comic poet's eye, with humorous air 
Glancing from Wat ling-street to Grosvener- 

square. 
He bodies forth a light ideal train. 
And turns to shape the phantoms of his brain: 
Meanwhile your fancy takes more partial aim. 
And gives to airy notning place and name." 

A limner once, in want of work, went down 
To try his fortune in a country town : 
The waggon loaded with his goods, convey *d 
To the same spot his whole dead stock in trade. 
Originals and copies — ready made. 
To the new painter all the country came ; 
Lord, lady, doctor, lawyer, squire and dame. 
The humble curate, and the curate's wife. 
All ask a likeness>-^ken from the life. 
Behold the canvass on the easel stand ! 
A pallet ^rac'd his thumb, and brushes fill'd 

his hand : 
But, ah ! the painter s skill they little knew, 
Nor by what curious rules of art he drew. 
Tfic waegon-lviad unpack'd, his ancient store 
Furnish a for each a face drawn long before, 
God, dame, or hero, of the days of yore. 
The Caesars, with a little alteration. 
Were turn'd into the mayor and corporation : 
To represent the rector and the dean. 
He added wiss and bands to Prince Eugene : 
The ladies, blooming all, deriv'd their faces 
From Charles the Second's beauties, and the 

Graces. 
Thu$ 4piie,''and circled in a splendid frame, 
Hb works adom'd eadi room, and spread hb 

fame; 
The countrymep of taste admire and stare, 
** My lady's leer ! Sir John's majestic air ! 
Miss Dimple's languish too !— extremely like ! 



And in the style and manner of Vandyke I 
Q this new Umner's pictures always strike ! 

• To the Upper Gallery. 



Old, young ; fat, lean ; dark, fair ; or big or 
*' The very man or woman to a tittle !" [little, 
Foote and thb limner in tome points agree, 
And thus, good sirs, you often deal by me. 
When, by the royal licence and protection, 
I show my small academy's collection. 
The connoisseur takes out hi^ glass to pry 
Into each picture with a curious eye; 
Turns topsy-turvy my whole composition. 
And makes mere portraits all my exhibition. 
But still the copy s so exact, you say ; 
Alas! the same thing happens ev*ry day! 
How man^ a modish well-dress*d fop you meet, 
Exactly suits his shape in Monmouth-street; 
In Yorkshire warehouses and Cranboum-allej, 
'Tis wonderful how shoes and feet will uUj! 
As honest Crbpin understands his trade. 
On the true human scale his lasts are made, 
The measure of each sex and age to bit. 
And ev'ry shoe, as if bespoke, will fit 
My warehouse thus, for nature's walkssopplics 
Shoes- for all ranks, and lasts of ev'ry siie. 
Sit still, and try them. Sirs, I long u> plose 

How well they fit! I hope you find themeisy: 
If tlie shoe pinches, swear you cannot bear it: 
But if weU-mad&— I wbh you health to wear it 



§ 90. Prologue to the Contract. I776. Jfrit'^ 
ten and intended to have been spoken by Mr. 

FOOTB. 

The Contract is it call'd ? — I cannot say 
I much admire the title of his play : 
Contracts, they tell nie, have been fraught widi 

evil. 
Since Faustus sign'd his contract with — the 

Devil. 
Yet, spite of Satan, all men wish to make 'em, 
Thu' nineteen out of twenty love to break 'em. 
Butchers and mealmen, brewen, agents, 

factors, 
Pim|>s, poets, placemen, managers and actors. 
Bawds, bankrupts, booksellers, are all con* 

tractors ; [store. 

All lie and swear, and cheat, ^ increase their 
Then die, and go— where Faustos Trent before. 
While thus o'er all we see th' infection spread. 
No wonder it should taint the noarriage bed : 
Each wife forgets, each husband breaks hisrow; 
For what are contracts, what is wedlock now? 
Garrick, who long was married to the town. 
At length a fashionable husband grown. 
Forsakes his spouse, base man ! for truth to tell. 
She lov'd her own dear Davy wondrous well ; 
Though now he slights her, breaks from her bj 

force. 
And nought will sen^e him but a full diTorce. 
But be the fault in women or in men. 
Thanks to our laws! they all may— wedagaio: 
Her faithless fav'rite gone, the lady's free 
To choose another,^and may smikn— on me ; 
To the Lame Lover may resign her chtrms. 
And, though a cripple, take me to her arms. 
I '11 promise to be constant, kind, polite, 
AimI pay my duty— er'ry other nignt. 
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My dear lov*cl rib I never will abandon. 
But stand by her, whilst IVconr leg to stand on. 
I *ll make a solemn contract, play or pay, 
And hope we shall not part this many a day. 

Our brother scribbler too, I greatly fear. 
Has made a foolish kind of contract here ; 
He promises, and ten to one you *re bit. 
To furnish fkhle, sentiment, and wit. 
I 've seen his piece ; the man appeaVd to me. 
And I, as Chancellor, issued my decree ; [it — 
*T has pass*d the seals, they're going to rehearse 
But you 're the House of Pters, and may re- 
verse it. 

$91* Prologue to the Spleen, or Islington Spa, 
Spoken by Air. King. 1776. Gar rick. 

Though prologues now as blackberries are 

plentj^ [t went J ; 

And, like tnem, mawkish too— nineteen m 
Yet vou will have them when their date isoer, 
Ancf Prologue ! prologue ! still your honors roar ; 
Till some suchaisinal phiz as mine comes on — 
Ladies and gentlemen, indeed there's none; 
The prolc^ue, author, speaker — all are dead 

and gone. [rout ; 

These reasons have some weight, and stop the 
You clajv—l smile— and thus go cringing out : 
While living, call me ; for your pleasure pie me ; 
Should I tipoflP — 1 hope you *ll then excuse me. 
So much for proloKuet— and now enter Farce : 
Shall I a scene, I lately heard, rehearse ? 
Tlie place, the Park ; the dramatis persona. 
Two female wits with each a macaroni : 
Pr'yihce, l/>rd Flimsey, what 's this thing 

at Orurv— 
This Spleen r " 'Tis low, damn'd low. 

Ma'am, I'll assure you.'* [evil, 

** Cest vrai, my Lor ! — We now feel no such 
'* Never are haunted with a vaporish devil. 
''In pleasure's round we whirl it from the brain : 
" You rattle it away with. Seven 's the main ! 
'* In upper life we nave no spleen or gall ; 
" And as for other life— it is no life at all* 
What can I say in our poor bard's behalf? 
He hopes that lower life may make you laugh. 
May not a trader, who shall business drop, 

(>uitting at once his old accustomed shop, 
Q fancy through a coarse of pleasures run, 
Rctirins to hb seat at Islington | 
And, of false dreams of happiness brim-full. 
Be at his villa miserably dull f 
VVould not he Islington's fine air forego. 
Could he again be chok'd in Butcher-row ; 
In showing cloth renew his former pleasure 
Surpuss'd by none — but that of clipping mea- 
sure? 
The master of this shop, too, seeks repose •, 
Sells off his stock in trade, his verse and prose. 
His dagcers, buskins, thunder, lightning, and 

old clothes. 
Will he in rural shades find case and quiet? 
Ono! he'llsighforDrury,apdseek peace in riot. 
Nature of yore prevail'd through human kind^ 
To low and middle life she's now confin'd : 



«< 



ff« 



*Twa8 there the choicest dramatists have sought 
her ; [caught her : 

Twas there .Moliere, there Jonson, Shaks))eare 
'Then let our gleaning bard with safety come. 
To pick up straws dropt from their harvest-home. 

§ 92. Prologue introduced in the Prelude of 
New Brooms. Spoken by Mr. King, at the 
opening qfDrury Lane Theatre. 17 76. 

Garrick. 

Scribblers are sportsmen ; and as sports- 
men are, [beat fair : 
Some hit, some miss some poach, and some 
This wounds a straggling bira; that often tries 
But never kills, he shoots and shuts both ryes : 
Like our train'd-bands, the mark he ne\-er hits ; 
He scorns to see the murder he commits : 
Some will whole covies take, nineteen in 
twenty; [plenty; 
And then you smack your lips— for game is 
In short, by you their merits must be tried ; 
And woe to them who are not qualified ! 
Another simile we mean to broach— 
A new one too ! — the stage is a stage coach—* 
A stage-coach ! why ? — I *ll tell you, if you ask 
it— [basket % 
Here f some take places, and some mount the 
Our cattle too, that draw the stage along. 
Are of all soru and sizes — weak and strong ; 
Brown, grey, black, bav, brisk, tame, blind, 

lauiei fat, lean, old, and young ! 
If, as we are jogging on, we sofuetimes stop. 
Some scold within, and some asleep will drop. 
While sailors and their doxies sini; and rour 
o' top. [ve — 

The coachman manager will sometimes plea&e 
But should he stuff the couch too full, and 
squeeze ye, [door ; 

You then begin to swear— " Zounds! shut the 
" We 're cram m'd already— here's no room for 

more— 
*• You 're so damn'd fall A little farther. Sir — 
•' Your elbow's in my stomach — 1 can't stir 1" 
Hoitl HoitI thecoachman then drives on apace. 
And, smack ! with other stages runs a race. 
Through thick and thin we dash, now up, now 
down, [town ; 

Now raise a dust, now rattling through the 
Now first, now last, now jolted, crack ! wefall^- 
Laugh'd, pelted, hooted at, and damn*d by all. 
Your lateold coachman, tho' oft splash d by dirt» 
And out in many a suirm, retires unhurt ; 
Enjoys your kind reward for all his pains. 
And now to other hands resigns the reins. 
But the new piirtners of the old machine. 
Hoping you 'II find it snui^, and tight, and clean. 
Vow ihut with much civility they'll treat you, 
Willdriveyou well, and pleasanilv will<cat you. 
The road is notall turnpike — ancfivhat worse is. 
They can't insure your watches, or your purses i 
But they 11 insure you, that their Ixrst endeavour 
Sliall not be wantmg to obtain your fiivor : 
Which gain'd — Gee up! the old stage will run 
forever! 



Alluding to Mr. 6arrick*s rvtiriog from the Stage. f Boxes. t Oallerj. 
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§ 93. Epilogue to the Runaway, 1776. 

Garrick. 

PosT-haste from Italy arrives my lover ! 
Shall I to you, good frieods, my fears discover? 
Should foreign modes his virtues mar and 

mangle. 
And caro sposo prove— Sir Dingle Dangle ; 
No sooner join a than separate we go ; 
Abroad— we never shall each other know> 
At home — I mope abore— he *11 pick his teeth 

below. 
In sweet domestic chat we ne*er shall mingle> 
And wedded tho* I am, shall still live single. 
However modish, I detest this plan ; 
For me no mawkish creature, weak and wan ; 
He must be English— «nd an English man. 
To nature and his country false and blind. 
Should Belville dare to twist his form and mind, 
I will discard him— and, to Britain true, 
A Briton choose— and may be one of you— 
Nay, dou*t be frightened ; i am but in jest; 
Freemen, in love or war, should ne*er be press*d. 
If you would know my utmost expectation, 
'TIS one unspoil*d by traveird education ; 
With knowledgje, taste, much kindness, and 

some whim, [him. 

Good sense to govern me — and let me govern 
Great love of me must keep his heart from roving ; 
Then I *11 forgive him, if he proves too loving. 
If in these times I should be blessM by fate 
With such a phoenix, such a matchless mate, 
I will by kindness, and some small discerning, 
TakecarethatHymenstorch continues burning. 
At wed<lings, now-a-days, the torch thrown 

down, [town ! 

Just makes a smoke, then stinks throughout the 
No married Puritan, I *11 follow pleasure. 
And even the fashion — ^but in moderate mea- 
I will of 0)K>ra ecstasies partake, [sure; 

Though I take snuff to keep myself awake: 
No rampant plumes shall o*er my temples play, 
Foretelhng that my brains will fly away ; 
Nor from my head shall Strang vagaries soring, 
To show the soil can teem with ev*ry thing; 
No fruits, roots, greens, shall fill the ample 
A kitchen-garden to adorn my face 1 [space. 
No rocks snail there be seen, no windmill, 

fountain ; [mountain ! 

Nor curls, like ^uns set round to guard the 
O learn, ye fair, if this same madness spreads. 
Not to hold up, bul to keep down your heads ! 
Be not misled by strange fantastic Art, 
But in your dress let mture take some port : 
Her skill alone a lasting pow*r insures. 
And best can omameni such charms as yours. 

$ 94. Epilogue to Semiramis. 1776. 

SHERIDAV. 

Di8HEVBLL*D Still, like Asia't bleeding 
queen. 
Shall I with jests deride the tragic scene ? 
No, beauteous mourners !— from whose down- 
cast eyes 
The Muse has drawn her noblest sacrifice I 
Whose gentle bosoms, Pity*$ ai/iir»— bear 
The cxystai incense of each fidliog tear i— 



There lives the poet*t praise \ — no critic art 
Can match the comment of a feelins heart ! 

When general plaudits speak the uble o*er. 
Which route attention haa approved before, 
Tho* ruder spirits love th* accustom'd jest 
Which chases sorrow from the vulgar breast. 
Still hearts refin*d their sadden'd tints retain— 
The sigh is pleasure 1 and the jest b pain ! 
Scarce have they smiles to honor grace or wit, 
Tho* Rosci^ sooke the Tcrse himself had writ! 
Thus through tne time when vernal fruits reoetie 
The gratefm show*rs that hang 00 April's eve; 
Tho* every coarser stem of forest birtn [earth. 
Throws with the morning-beam its dews to 
Ne*er does the gentle rote revive so soon — 
But bath*d in natore's tears, it droops till sooo. 

O could the muse one simple moral teach. 
From scenes like these, which all who had 

might reach ! 
<rhou child of sympathy^— whoe'er thoa art. 
Who with Assyria s queen has wept thy part— 
Go search where keener woes demand relief. 
Go— while thy heart yet beats with 

Thy lip still oonsdoiu of the recent sigh, 
The graceful tear still lingering in thy 
Go— and on real misery bestow 
The blest effusion of fictitious woe ! 

So shall our Muse, supreme of all the Nioe, 
Deserve indeed the title of— -<ftvifi« / 
Virtue shall own her favor'd from above. 
And Pity greet her with a sister's love: 



§ Q5, Prologue spoken hy Mr, Palmir, os 
the opening of the Theatre Royal in the 
Hay'Market, May 15, 1777- Colmas. 

Pri DB, by a thousand arts, vain honors cUims, 
And gives to empty nothings {wmpous namcsi 
Theatric dealers thus would fain seem great, 
And ev*ry playhouse grows a mighty state. 
To fancied heights howe'er mock monarchs msT) 
A manager *s a trader — nothing mo r e 
You (whom they court) their customers— and 

then, 
Weplay*rs — ^poor devils^— are their journeymca. 
While two great warehouses, for winter me, 
Eight months hu^ bales of merchandise pco> 

duce. 
Out with' the swallow comes our simimcr Bajeif 
To show his taffeta and lutestring plays ; 
A choice assortment of slight goods prcpsns^ 
The smallest haberdasher of small wares. 

In Laputa, we're told, a grave projector, 
A migh^ schemer — like our new directop- 
Once form'd a plan — and 'twas a deep oofi 

Sirs!— 
To draw the sun-beams out ofcucumben. 
So whilst less vent'rous managrrs retire. 
Our Salamander thinks to live in fire* 
A pla|rhouse quidnunc— and no quidnonc • 

wisei^— 
Reading our play-1)ills in the Advertiser, 
Cries, "Hey! what's here! In th' Hay-maxktt 

a play. 
To sweat the pablic in the midst of Maj? 
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e fresh air!**-— then eoes and pouts alone 
•y lodging ^ b y the two-mile stone : 
», and chews the cud of his disgust, 
I the 8un, and blinded by the dust, 
ree/* says Mrs. Inkle, ** let us go 
iay-murket to-ni^h t and see tlie show .** 
voman!'* cries old Inkle, ** you're a 
K>1: 

walk to Hornsey, and en^oy the cool." 
:o finish the domestic strife, 
iddle the fat spouse, and fatter wife : 
Hey tug up Highgate-hill together, 
— " Delightfiu walking !— charming 
eatherl* 

rith the napkin underneath the chin, 
n*d cits their tortl^-fcasts begin, 
ige full knuckle-deep, throo|^ thick 
Id thin : pcHy, 

own fish, flesh, fowl, putiy, custard, 
nt a salmagundy of their beily. 
'hina-pepper 1 punch, another rummer! 
. and pleasantr— eating in the summer !** 
:ient geographers it was not known 
:ould live beneath the torrid zone : 
though toiling underneath the line, 
keour hay now while the wcather'sfine. 
kI old hay-maker, long here employ*d, 
shine of your smiles who still enjoy*d ; 
9 which long he niow*d will not fimake, 
e forego the si the, the fork, and rake; 
the field, even in the hottest day, 
Jly help us to get in our hay. 



rologue to the Spanish Barber, 1777. 

CoLMAV. 

more from Ludgate-hill behold Paul 
rig ! [wig ! 

e spruce air, you see, same coat, same 
r sm,irt and dapper all allow, 
it shop-door shot off a bow. 
imer — for I love a little prance— 
imer, gentlefolks, Tve been to France, 
the fashions— and to learn to dance, 
ar Mrs Pric, the first of Graces I 
(, in the diligence took places ; 

through Boulogne, Amiens, and 
hantilly, 

ine— as straight as Piccadilly 1 
come, their dresses made me stare*- 
*rite color is the French oueen's hair: 
ill so fine, so shabby, and so say, 
i like chimney-sweepers on May-day; 
.11 colors in the rainbow there ; 
1*8 coat appears the common wear. 
'. brought nome patterns; one, to-night, 
11 to show — ^'tis true, it is but slight : 
, for summer wear, you know that 's 
<ht. 

weaver, whom I long have known, 
id it up, and beg» to have it shown— 
observe, my friends, *tis not his own. 
it over — nay, if it miscarries, [Paris.** 
, ** *Tis none of min&— it came from 
Id you like it, he'll soon let you know, 
im and manufactur'd in Sono. 



*T had a great run abroad, which always yields 
Work for our Grub-street, and our Spiial-hclds. 
France charms our ladies, naked bards, and 

beaux. 
Who smuKgle thence their learning and their 

clothes ; 
Buckles like gridirons, and wigs on springs; 
Teiet built liEe towers, and rumps like ostrich 

wings. 
If this piece please, each summer 1*11 go over. 
And fetch new patterns by the straits ofDover. 



§ 97. Prologue to the School for Scandal, 1777. 

Garrick. 

A SCHOOL for scandal 1— Tell me, I beseech 

Needs tnere a school this modish art to teach you \ 
No need of lessons now — the knowing think-— 
We misht as well be taught to eat and drink. 
,Caus*d uy a dearth of scandal, should the vapors 
Distresa our fair-ones, let them read the ppers; 
Their powerful mixtures such disorders hit. 
Crave what they will, there's quantum sujficit* 
** Lordl" cries my Lady Wormwood (who 

loves tattle. 
And puts much salt and pepper in her prattle) 
Just risen at noon, all night at cards when 

threshing, 
** Strong tea and scandals-bless me, how re- 
freshing 1 
' ' Give roe the papers, Lup— how bold and free ! 

** Last night Lord L. [sip*] was caught with 

Lady D. 
** For aching heads, what charming sal volatile ! 

"If Mrs. B. will still continue flirtinc:, 

" We hope she *ll draw, or we 'II undraw, the 

curtain.-— 
" Fme satire, poa ! in public all abuse it ! 
" Hut, by ourselves, [sips,] our praise we c«m't 

refuse it. [star."-* 

" No)^, Lisp, read you— there, at that da^h and 
'* Yes,ma*am— 'A certain lord had best beware, 
" Who lives not twenty miles from Grovcsnor- 

square; 
*' For should he Lady W. find willing — 
" Wormwood is bitter.**— 1 that's me^— the 

villain I 
" Throw it behind the fire, and nc\-er more 
" Let that vile paper come within my door.** 

Thusatour friendb wc laugh, who feel the dart; 
To reach our feelings, we ourselves must smart. 
Is our young bard so younu, to think that he 
Can stop the full spring-tide of calumny ? 
Knows he the world so little, and its trade?— 
Alas! the devil's sooner rais'd than laid. 
So strong so swift, the monster there *s no gag- 

Cut Scandal's head off— still the tongue is wag« 

Proud of your smiles, once lavishly bestow'd. 
Again our yoimg l>)n Quixote takes the road ; 
To show his gratitude, he draws his |ien. 
And seeks thu hydim. Scandal, in its dkn ; 
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From his fell gripe the frighted fair to save- 
Though he should fail^ th attempt must please 

the brav(. 
For your applause, all perils he would throughs 
He'll fight— that's write— a cavaliero true. 
Till ev*ry drop of blood— that's ink— is spilt for 

you. 

§ 98. Epilogue to the same. 1777* Spoken 
by Mrs. Abington, in ihe Character qfLady 
Teazel. ' Colman. 

I, who was late so volatile and gay. 
Like a trade- wind must now blow all one way; 
Bend all my cares, my studies and my vows, 
To one old rusty weather-cock — ^my spouse : 
So wills our virtuous bard !*— <the pie-bald Bayes 
Of crying epilogues and laughing plays. 

Old bachelors, who marry smart young wives« 
Learn from our play to regulate your lives ; 
Each bring his dear to town — all faults u])on 

her — 
London will prove the very source of honor ; 
PlungM fairly in, like a cold bath, it serves, 
When principles relax, to brace the nerves. 
Such is my case— <and yet I must deplore 
That the gay dream ofdissipation *8 o'er ; 
And say, ye fair, was ever lively wife. 
Born witn a genius for the highest life. 
Like me untimely blasted in her bloom. 
Like me cnndemn'd to such a dismal doom ? 
Save money-^vvhen I just knew how to vcaste it ! 
Leave London— just as I began to taste it ! 
Must I then watch the early-crowing cock ? 
The melanchol)^ tick ins of a clock ? 
In the lone rustic hall tor ever bounded. 
With dogs, cats, rats, and squalling brats sur- 
rounded } 
With humble curates can I now retire, 
(While good Sir Peter boozes with the squire) 
j^nd at backgammon mortify my soul. 
That pants for loo, or flutters at a vole ? [pirc. 
Seven s the main— dear sound ! — that must ex- 
Lost at hot-cockles round a Christmas 6re! 
The transient hour of fashion too soon spent, 
*' Farewell the tn(Tiquil mind, farewell content! 
Farewell the plumed head — the cushioned tSie, 
That takes the cushion from his proper seat ! 
Thespirit-stirrinsdrum!^-card-drums I mean—- 
SpadillCfOdd trick, pam, basto, king, and queen I 
And you, ye knockers, that with brazen throat 
The welcome visitor s approach denote— 
Farewell ! all quality ot nigh renown. 
Pride, poinp,andcircuinstance,of]^loriou8 town. 
Farewell !— -your revels I partake no more. 
And Lady Teazel's occupation's o'er." 
All this I told our bard — he smil'd, and said 

'twas clear 
I ought to play deep tragedy next year : 
Meanwhile he drew wise morals from his play. 
And in these solemn periods stalk'd away : 
** Blest were the fair, like you her fault^who 

stopp'd. 
And clos'u ner follies when the curtain dropp'd ! 
No more in vice or error to eneage. 
Or play the fool at large on life s great stage I** 



§ 99- Prologue to A Word to the Wise, per* 

formed/or the Benefit of Mr, Kelly s Family, 

1777* JoRNSOV. 

This night presents aplay which public rage, 

Or right or wrons* once hooted from the stage *. 

From zeal or malice now no more we dre^. 

For English vengeance wars not with the dead. 

A generous foe regards with pitying eye 

The man whom fate has laid where all must lie. 

To wit reviving from its author's dost 
Be kind, ye judges, or at least be just : 
For no renew'd nostilities invade 
Th* oblivious grave's inviolable shade. 
Let one great payment every claim appease. 
And him who cannot hurt allow to please ; 
To please by scenes unconscious of ofience. 
By harmless merriment, or useful sense. 
Where aught of bri^t or fair the piece displaji, 
Approve it only^— *tis too late to praise ; 
U want of skill or want of care appear. 
Forbear to hiss— the poet cannot near : 
By all, like him, must praiseand blame be fbood 
At best a fleeting gleam, or empty sound. 
Yet then shall calm reflections ofess the night, 
When liberal pity dignified delight ; 
When pleasure fir'd her torch at virtue's flain^ 
And mirth was bounty with an hombler name. 

§ 100. Prologue to Sir Thomas Overbury. 1777* 

Shbrioav. 

Too long the muse, attach'd to regsl sliow. 
Denies the scene to tales of humbler woe; 
Such as were wont, while yet they charm'dthe 

ear. 
To steal the plaudit of a silent tear ; 
When Olway gave domestic grief its part. 
And Rowe's familiar sorrows touch'd tne heart 

A sceptred traitor, lash'd by vengeful hit, 
A bleeding hero, or a falling state, 
A re themes (thou^ nobly worth the classic song) 
Which feebly claim your sighs, nor claim them 
_ long; 

Too great for pity, they inspire respect. 
Their deeds astonish, rather than offset; 
Proving how rare the heart that woe can move. 
Which reason telb us we can never prove. 

Other the scene, where sadly stand contest 
The private pan^that rends the sufierer's breast 
When sorrow sits upon a parent*s brow. 
When fortune mocks the youthful lover's tow, 
All feel the tale— for who so mean but knows 
What fathers' sorrows are, what lovers* woes? 

On kindred ground our bard his fabric built, 
And placed a mirror there ibr private guilt; 
Where, fatal union I will appear combin'd 
An angel's form and an abandon'd mind ; 
Honor attempting passion to reprove. 
And friendshipstru^ling with onhallow'd lore! 

Yet view not, cntic^ with te^-ere resud, 
The orphan ofBpring of an orphan bora, 
Doom'd, whilst tie wrote, unpitied to sustain 
More real mis'ries than his pen could feign! 
Ill-fated Savage 1 at whose oirth was giv n 
No parent but the Muse, no friend but Heaven! 



* Upon the first representation of this play 1770, it was damned from the violeooe of party. 
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youth no brother knew, with tocial care 
he his suCrinpt or demand to share; 
Ided partner of his mortal woe, 
I his sinile at all that late could do ; 
at his death, nor friend's nor mother's 
tear 

the track of his deserted bier 1 
eads the tale * that gives to future times 
i*s misfortunes, and the parent's crimes ; 
hall his fame(if own'd to-night) survire, 
y the hand that bids our language live! 



Prologue to Bonduca, 1778. Garrick. 

•odem Britons let the old appear 
ght, to rouse *em for this anxious year : 
e that spirit, which of yore, when rais'd, 
!ven Romans tremble while they prais'd: 
ic that spirit, which throush every age 
ik'd the lyre, and warm'd Ui* historian's 

P"8^ «... 

auntlHs spirit, which on Crcssy's plain 

from the heart througb ev'ryoritish 

vein; 

ev*ry arm the numerous host to dare» 

Edward's valor shone the guiding star, 

beams dispers'd the darkness of despair : 

er the craft or number of his foes, 
om danger Britain's xlorv rose. 

mind's eye let the fifth Harry rise, 

that vision boasting France despise ; 
jm to later deeds your sires have wrought, 

Anna rui'd, and might Marlborough 

fought. 

1 Chatham die and be forgotf ?— O no ! 
from its source let grateful sorrow flow; 
tchleis ardor fir d each fear-struck mind, 
ius soar'd when Britonsdroop'dand pin'd; 

each State Atlas sunk beneath the load, 
irt unshook with natriot virtue glow'd ; 
[ercules, he freed em from the weight, 
1 kit shoulders fix'd the tottering state ; 
fUEth the monsters of the land defied, 
e his country's glory was his pride, 
r her service, as he liv'd, he aied. 
lis powers, those feelings to impart, 

rous'd to action every drooping heart ; 
while the angry trumpet sounds alarms, 
1 the nation cries, " To arms, to arms !" 
ivould his native strength each Briton 
know, 

om the threats of an invading foe : 
ng and feeding every civil broil, 
looks with envy on our happy soil ; 

mischieTs on the wing the cries ibr 
war, 

distress, and braves her com^ucror. 
lakspeare sun g and well this land he 
knew, 

his voice !thaf nought shall make us rue, 
ngland to itself do rest but true. 



•• 



§ 108. PrologM io ikt Princess of Parma, 
1778. Cumberland. 

ERBdarkNovember^withhisdrippingwings, 
Shuts out the cheerful face of men and things. 
You all can tell how soon the dreary scene 
Affects yourwives and daughters with thesplcen. 
Madam begins— " My dear, these odious raias 
Will bring on all my old rheumatic pains } 
In fift^ places it came in last night-— 
This vile old craiy mansion's such a fright !" 
" What's to be clone T — " In very truth, my 

love, 
I think 'twere better for us to remove." 
This said, if as it chance that oentle spouse 
Bears but a second int'rest in me house. 
The bill is pass'd— <no sooner said than done— 
Up spritigs the hen-bird, and the covey's gone : 
Then hey for London 1 there the game b^ns; 
Bouquets, and diamond stars, and golden pins, 
A thousand freakish wants, a thousand sijghs, 
A thousand poutings, and ten thousand lies. 
Trim, and new*rigg'd, and launch'd for plea- 
sure's gale. 
Our madam comes, her goslings at her tail ; 
Away they scamper to present their fiices 
At Johnson's citadel, for side-box places. 
He to theirjoint and supplicating moan 
Presents a face of brass, a heart of stone ; 
Or, monarch-like, while their address is stating^ 
Sends them a " veto** by his lord in waiting. 
Returning thence, the disappointed fleet 
Anchors m Tavistock's fantastic street; 
'Iliere under Folly's colors gaily rides. 
Where humor pomts, or veering passion guides. 
In vain the steward racks, and tenants rave : 
Money she wants, and money she will have. 
Meanwhile, terrific hangs the unpaid bill. 
Long as from Portman-square to Ludgate-hill. 
The squire, exhausted, in desponding plight 
Creeps to his chamben to avoid the sight. 
Or at the Mount with some old nutrler chimes 
In damning wives, and railing at the times. 
Such is the scene! — If then we fetch )'Ou down 
Amusements which endear the smoky town. 
And through the peasant's poor but useful haiids 
We circulate the produee of your lands; 
In this voluptuous dissipated age. 
Sure there's some merit in our rural staf^}. 
Happy the call, nor wholly vain the play, 
Wnicli weds you to your acres but a day. 



§ 103. Epilogue to Percy. I77S* Garrick. 

I MUST, will speak— I hope my dress and 
air 
Announce the man of fashion, not the play*r : 
Though gentlemen are now forbid the scenes. 
Yet rhave rush'd through heroes, kings, mai 

aueens; 
, in pity to this polish'd age. 
To drive these ballad-heroes from the 



fe of Richard SavMe, by Dr. Samuel Johnson. 

ird Chatham died May 1 1, 1778. 

lis proloeiie was spoken at the private theatre #f Mr.HaaWy, of KdoMiih ia N«#* 

aiBptODshire. 
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'* To drive the deer with hound and horn. 

Earl Percy took his way ; 
The child may rue that is unborn 

The hunting of that day.** 

A pretty basis truly, for a maudlin play! 
What 1 sliall a scribbling, tenseleis woman, dare 
To offer to your tastes such tastelesB fare ? 
Is Douglas, or is Percy, fir'd with passion, 
Beady,Tor love or dory, death to dash on, 
Fitcompany for modern stiU-lifemen of fitthion? 
Such madness will our hearts but slightly graxe; 
We*ve no such frantic nobles now-a-days. 
Could we believeold stories, thosestran^teilows 
Marriec) for love, could of their wives bejealou»— 
^ay, constant to 'em too— and, what is worse. 
The vulgar souls thought cuckoldom a curse I 
Most w^ded pairs had Uien one purse, one mind. 
One bed too— so preposterously joinM I 
From such barbarity (thank Heaven!) we're le- 

find. 
Old song* at home their happiness record. 
From home thev sep*rate carrriages abhorred— 
One horse sen* d faK>th — ^my lady rode behind 

my lord. [der: 

'Twas death alone'could snap their bonds asun- 
Now tack'd so slightly, not to snap*s the wonder. 
Nay, death itself could not their hearu divide. 
They luix'cl their love with monumental pride; 
For, cut in stone, they still lay side by tide. 
But why these Gotliic ancestors produce? 
Why scour their rustj armours? what's the ute? 
'Twould not your nicer optics much regale. 
To see us beaux bend under coats of mail : 
Should we our limbs with iron doublets bruise. 
Good Heaven I how much court-plaster wt 

should use ! 
We wear no armour now-— but on our shoes. 
Let not with barbarism true taste be blended ; 
Old vulgar virtues cannot be defended $ 
Let the dead rest— we living can't be mended. 



ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 



Book IV. 



§ 104. Epilogue to Fatal Falsehood, 1779* 

Shkridav. 

UvHAKD me, gientlemen. B? Heaven, I say, 
I'll make a ghost of him who bare mT way. 

{^Bekind the icenes. 
Forth let me come— 4 poetaster true. 
As lean as Envy, and as baneful too ; 
On the dull audience let me vent my rag^. 
Or drive these female scribblers from the stage. 
For sense or history, we've none but thesa : 
The law of liberty and wit they seize ; 
I n tragic— comio—pastoial — they dare to please. 
Each puny bard must surely burst with spite. 
To find that women wijth swch fame can write: 
But O, your partial favor is the cause, 
"Who feed their follies with such full applause j 
Yet still our tribe shall seek to blast their fame. 
And ridicule each fair pretender's aim. 
Where the dull duties of domestic life 
Wage with the muse's toils eternal strife. 

What motley cares Corilk's mind perplex. 
While maids and mctapbQrs coospiie to tck ! 



In studious dishabille behold her sit, 
A letter'd gossip, and a housewife wit ; 
At once invoking, though for difierent views. 
Her gods, her cook, her milliner, and muse. 
Round her strew*d room a frippery chaos lies, 
A eheoquer'd wreck of notable and wise ; 
Bills, books, cap8,coaplets,combs, a varied man. 
Oppress the toilet, and obscure the glass ; 
Unfinish*d here an epigram is laid. 
And there a mantua-maker^s bill unpaid ; 
Here new-born plays foretaste the town's ap- 
plause. 
There, dormant patterns lie for future gauze : 
A moral essay now is all her care ; 
A sadre next, and then a bill of fare : 
A scene she now projects, and now a dish ; 
Here's act the firstr--and here— Remove with 

fish. 
Now while this eye in a fine phrensy rolls. 
That, soberly casts up a bill for coals ; 
Black pins and daggers in one leaf she sticb, 
And teara, and thread, and bowk, and thimbles 



mix. 



Sappho, 'tis true, long vers'd in epic song, 
For years esteem'd all houseliold stuaies wrong; 
When, dire mishap I though neither shaoie 

nor sin, 
Sappho herself, and not her muse, lies in. 
The virgin Nine in terror fly the bow'r. 
And matron Juno claims despotic now'r r 
Soon Gothic hags the classic pile o ertura, 
A candle-cup supplants the sacred urn ; 
Nor books nor implements escape their rage, 
Theyspikethe ink-stand, and they rend the page : 
Poems andplays one barbarous rate partake ; 
Ovid and Plautua suffer at the stake ; 
And Aristotle's only sav'd — to wrap plum-cake. 

Yet shall a woman tempt the tragic scene? 
And dare— -but hold — I must repress my spleen : 
I see your hearts are pledg'd to ner applause, 
While Shakspeare's spirit seems toaid her cause. 
Well pleas'd to aid— since o'er his sacred b'icr 
A female hand did ample trophies rear. 
And gave the gentlest laurd that is worsbipp'd 

there. 

« 

§ 105. Prologue to the Fathtn. 1779- 

Garkick. 

Whbv fmm the world departs aaoo of Fame, 
His deads or works embalm his piecioiis name j 
Yet, not content, the public call lor art. 
To rescue from the tomb bis mortal part ; 
Demand the painter's and the sculptor's hand. 
To spread his mimic fiirm throughout the Isodi 
A form, perhaps, which living was neglected, 
And, when it could not feel respect, respected. 
This night, no bust or picture claims your prsiKj 
Our claim's superior— we his Spirit raise -, 
Prom Time's aark store-hoose bring a loog-kut 

And drag it fiom oUivioB into day. 

But who the author? Need I name the wit 
Whom nature prompted as his geoius writ} 
Truth smil'd oo Fancy for each well-wrong^ 

story. 
Where chaiactcrs liTC^ait^andataDd^ balbit ye* 



I'iru plraiia Tom Jones — grateful hit heanai 

"Bnve gen' rous Briton)', shield thiapb; from 

My btti friend wrote it ; tliould it net succeed, 
Though wiih inj Sophj blest — mji heart will 

bleed;" 
Then from hit f^tce he wipes the manlj tear. 
"CogragCiinjniajwt!" Ptrtiidgecriei, "don't 

fear; 

Should Enij's *erptnt) hiss, or Mnlicc frown. 
Though I'm a coward, zoundt) I'll knock 'cm 



Nei 






Her wijliej for the play o'crspread her 
In cv'rj look her sentimentB you read, 
And more ihan cloc|uence her bluthei plead. 
Now Blilil bows— with imilcs his falw heart 

giidine— 

"He WAS my (be — 111 beg you'll damn thit 

Fieldinc"." 
" Right 1" Thwackum roan, "no mercy, 

sin, 1 piay ; 
Scourge the dead author, ihiough his orphan 

play." 
" What word*]" cries Panon Adams; " He, 

llel diwwn'em! _ 
Good Lord '. — lie nor/uit nil n Jij bonum : ['en i 
If such ace Chtisliaa teachers, who'll revere 
If thus their preach, the devil tloDC should hear 

'em.' [vsgraut 

Now Slipalopentct»—" Though this icrio nin; 
Slated my virtue, which was tvrr Jlagranl, 
Vet. like Wack Thello, Id bear scorns and 
Slip iulo poverty to lb' very hips, [whipi, 

T* exult tnit [day — may it decreaie in favor. 
And be iu fame immorlaliid fur cvec!" 
Squire Western, reeling with October mellow, 
** Tally-n. boys 1— Voicks ! — Critic*, hunt the 

fellow! 
Damn 'en I these wits arciuirminf not worth 

breeding: [ingf" 

What good e'er came of writing and of read- 
Next cumcs, brimful] ofspite am) politic!. 
His sister Wesiern — and tliiii deeply ipeaks : 
*' Wiu are ann'd pow'rs; like France attack 

the foe 1 
Negociaie till they sleep — then strike the blow." 
Allwortliy, last, phiad* in vour noblest pasiions: 
" Yeg^nmus leaders of the laslet and fathioDK, 
Dwpaned Genius left his orphan play 
To TOut kind care — what the dead wills, obey : 
O then re»jicct the father's fond bequest, 
And make his widow smile, hit spirit rest 1" 



f 1D6. Pra^Hr to Ike Mimiature-Piclurt. 
1780. Shsripak. 

Ciiii.l'd by rude ffin, while yet reluclan 
May 
Withhold* the btauiin of the vernal dsy i 




AND EPILOGUES. 

As some fond maid, whom matron-frowni 

Suspends the smile het heart devotes to love; 
The season's pleasures too delay their hour. 
And winter revels with protracted pow'r r 
Then blame not, critics, if thus late we bring 
A winter's drama ; bat reproach — the spring. 
What prudent cit dares vet the Kason trust. 
Bask in his whisky, and enjoy the dust { 
Hous'd inCheapside,acarce vet the gayer spark 
Achieves the Sunday triumph of the Park : 

c , ( jgj iiii^^ dreading to be late, 

theNev 






Icw-Toad, and dash lliroughGroive- 
not-gate. 
Anxious — and fearful too— his steed to show. 
The hack'd Bucephalus of Rotten-row : 
Cardcas he wcmi, yet yieilanlly sly, 
VVooei the iiray glance oT ladies pasting by I .-I 
While his off-heel, insidiously aside, ,~ 

Proi okes the caper which he seemt to chid«, ■ 
Scarce rural Kensington due honor gainj ; 
The vulgar verdure of her walk remains. 
Where white-rob'd misses amble two by twow I 
Nodding to booted beaux — "Howdo,howr1nt" * 
With geii'ral questions, that no answer ' 
" How vastly rnil i A'n' t you come vastly late t 
Isn't it quite charming? When do yoi ' 



These suburb pleasures of a London May 

Imperfect yet, we bail the cold delay : 

But if this plea's dcnivd, in our excuse 

Another ilill Kmains you can't refute ; 

It ii a ladj writes — and hark — a noble mu 

But see a critic ttarting from his bench — 

" A noble author 1" Yes, sir, but the play'i 

not FiCDch ( 
Vet if it were, no blame on us could fall ; 
For we, you know, mutt follow bsh'ton* calls' 
And true it is, thinp lately were in train 
To woo the Gallic Muse at Drury-lanej 
Not to import a troop of foreign elves. 
But treat you with French actors—^n our- 
selves. 
Afriendwebad, whovow'dhe'dmakeustpeak 
Pure flippant French — by contract — in a wcckj 
Told ua iwas liiop to study what was good, 
Pulish, and leave oiT being understood : 
That crowded audiences we thus might briof 
To Monsieur Parsons, and Chevalier Kiiigj 
Or should the vulgar grumble now and then. 
The prompter might trantlato—forcoun try gen- 
Straight all subscrib'd— kings, gods, mutes, 

singer, actor ; 
A Flanders figure-dancer our contractor. 
But here 1 grieve to own, ihou^ 't be to joa. 
He acted — e'en as most contractors do. 
Sold what he never dealt in ; and, ih' amount 
Being finl dischai^'d, submitted hi* account. 
And what ih' event* Their imiuttty was luch, 
Dtidd sDokegood Flemish, Bannister bad Dutdlt 
*" ' " * ' ' suiting a 

ple« 



i 

4 



Th( lau HcWT r»Uiiii. £*q- BuOior of ibt play. 
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Beaux, wits, applaud, as fashion should com- 
mand. 
And misses laugh — to seem to understand. 
So from each clime our soil may something 
gain ; [Spain ; 

Manhood from Rome, and sprightliness from 
Some Russiau Roscius next delight the age. 
And a Dutch Heinel skate alon^ the stage. 
Exotic fopperies, hail ! whose flatt*ring smile 
Supplants the sterner Tirtues of our isle ! 
Thus while with Chinese firs and Indian pines 
Our nurseries swarm, the British oak declines. 
Yet vain our Muse*s fear— -no foreign laws 
We dread, while native beauty pleaos our cause: 
While you too judge, whose smiles are honors 

higher 
Than verse should gain, but where those eyes 

inspire* 
But if the men presume your pow*r to awe. 
Retort their churlish senatorial law : 
This is your house— <md move — the gentlemen 

withdraw. 
Then they may vote with en\7 never-ceasing, 
Your influence has increased and is increasing: 
But there, I trust, the resolutions finished; 
Sure none will say — it ought to be diminish*d. 



$107* ^nlegue to the same, 1790. 

Jbrtll. 

The men, like tyrants of the Turkish kind. 
Have long our sex*s energy coniin d ; 
In full-dress black, and bows, and solemn stalk. 
Have long monopolized the Prologue's walk. 
But still the flippant Epilogue was ours : 
It ask*d, for §^y support, the female pow'rs^ 
It ask*d a flirtins air, coquet and free. 
And so, to murder it, they fix on me. 

Much they mistake my talents — I was bom 
To tell, in sobs and sighs, some tale forlorn ', 
To wet my handkerchief with Juliet's woes ; 
Or turn to Shore's despair my tragic nose. 

Yes, gentlemen, in education's spite. 
You stiU shall find that we can reao and write; 
Like you, can swell a debt or a debate. 
Can Quit the card-table to steer the state. 
And Did our Belle Assembly's rhet'ric flow. 
To drown your dull declaimers at Soho. 
Methinks e'en now I hear nw sex's tongues. 
The shrill, smart melody of female lungs ! 
The storm of Question, the division caun. 
With '* hear her, hear her ! Mrs. Speaker, 

Ma'am ! 
O order ! order 1" Kates and Susans rise. 
And Marg*ret moves, and Tabitha replies. 

Look to the camp— Coxheath and Warley 
Common 
Supplied, at least, for ev'ry tent a woman ; 
The cartridge-paper wrapp'd the billet-doux. 
The rear and piquet form d the rendezvous ; 
The drum's stem rattle shook the nuptial bed. 
The knapsack pillow'd Lad^ Sturgeon* m head : 
Love was the watch-word, till the morning fife 
Rous'd the ume Major and hii warlike wife. 



Look to the sta^e— -to-night*8 example dram 
A female dramatist to grace the cause — 
So fade the triumphs of presumptuous man ! 
And would you, ladies, but complete my plan. 
Here should ye sign some patriot petition 
To mend our constitutional condition. 
The men invade our rights, the mimic elves 
Lisp and nick'name GocCs creatures like our- 
selves. 
Rouge more than we do, simper, flounce, and 

fret. 
And they cwjuetf good gods, how they coquet f 
They too are coy, and, monstrous to relate, 
Their's is a coyness in a tite-ii'tUe, 
Yes, ladies, yes ; / could a tale unfold. 
Would harrow up yoitr— -cushions — were it 
told ; [turn. 

Part your combined curls, andjree te ■ poms- 
At griefs, and grievances, as I could state 'em. 
But such eter$uil blazon must noi speak ; 
Besides, the House adjourns some day next 
This fair committee shall detail die rest, [week. 
And then let monsters, if they dare, protest. 



§ 108. Prologue to Fatal Curiosity. 1782. 

COLMAK. 

LovG since, beneath this humble roof, thb 

Wrought by trae English Kcnius, saw the diy. 
Forth from thu hum ble roof it scarce has stray'd ; 
In prouder theatres 'twas never play d. [piece 
There you have ^p'd and doz d o'er many a 
P^tch'd up from 1* ranee, or stolen from Roroe 

or Greece, 
Or made of shreds from Shakspeare's goldea 

fleece. 
There scholars, simple nature cast aside. 
Have trick'd their heroes out in classic pride ; 
No scenes where genuine passion runs to waste. 
But all heds'd in by shruDs of modern taste! 
Each trageoy laid out like ^rden grounds. 
One circling ^vel marks its narrow bounds. 
Lillo's plantations were oi forest growtln— 
Shakspeare's the same — great nature's band in 

both. 
Give me a tale the passions to control, [^soulT 
" Whose slightest word mav harrow op the 
A magic potion, of charm*d arogs commi-^ti 
Where pleasure courts, and honor comes be- 
twixt ! 
Such are the scenes that we this nisht renew. 
Scenes that your fathers were welf pteas'd to 
view. [preiail. 

Once we half-paus'd— and, while cold fean 
Strive with faint strokes to soften down the tale; 
But soon, attir'd in all its native woes. 
The shade of Lillo to our fanc^ rose : 
" Check thy weak hand, it said, or seem'd is 
Nor of its manly vigor rob my play ! [Mf* 
From British annals I the story drew. 
And British hearts shall yire/, and beat it too. 
Pity shall move their souls, in spite of rules; 
And terror take no lesson from the schools. 
Speak to their bosoms, to xheArfoeHngs tnist,^ 
You'll find their weaVtaot generous tiudjust.'^ 



Book IV. PROLOGUES AND EPILOGUES. 

§ 109. Prologue to The Birth-Day, Aug. 12, 

178.3. COLMAN. 

Whbv Fate on soiue tremendous act seems 

bent. 
And Nature labors with the dreaid event, 
Portents and pitxiigies convulse the earth. 
That heaves and struggles with the fatal birth. 
In happier hours are lavish blessings given. 
And ix)ur*d in flooils to mark the hand of Hea- 
In a long scries of bright glories drest, [ven. 
Britons must hail this day supremely blest. 
First on this day, in liberty's great cause, 
A Brunswick came to guard our rights and laws : 
On this great day our glorious annals tell. 
By Britisn arms the pride of Cuba fell ; 
For then, the Moro's pliant chief o*crthrown, 
Th* Havannah saw his fate, and felt her own : 
The self-same day, the same auspicious morn. 
Our elder hope, our Prince, our George was 

bom: 
Upon his natal hour what triumphs wait ! 
\^ hat captive treasures crowd the palace-giite ! 
What double ioys the royal parents claim. 
Of home-felt nappiness and public fame ! 
Long, very long, great George ! |irotect the 

land. 
Thy race, like arrows in a giant's hand ! J[rose, 
For still, though blights may nip some infant 
And kill the budding beauty ere it blows, 
indulgent Heaven prolongs th* illustrionii line, 
Brancninglike th* olive, cmst'rinclike the vine. 

Lone, very long, thv course of glory run, 
A bright example to thy royal sou 1 
Forming thatsou to grace, lilce thee, the throne. 
And muLe his father's virtues all his own ! 



$ 1 10. Prologue to The Election of Managers. 
1784. COLMAV. 

•'Co R«T be the verse, how well ftoe*er it flow. 
That tends to make one worthy roan my foe ; 
Gives virtue scandal, innocence a fear. 
Or from the softpcyed virgin steals a tear !*' 

Thus sung sweet Pope, the vigorous child of 
satire ; [nature. 

Our Bayes less genius boasts, not less good- 
No poisoo'd shaft he darts with partial aim. 
Folly and vice are fair and general guuie j 
No tale he echoes, on no scandal dwells. 
Nor plants on one fool's head the cap and bells ; 
He piaints the living manners of the time, 
But lays at no man s door reproach or crime. 

Yet some, with critic nose, and eye too keen. 
Scent double meaning out, and blast each scene: 
While squint Suspicion holds her treacherous 

lamp. 
Fear moulds base coin, and Malice gives the 

stamp. 
Falsehood's vile gloss converts the very Bible 
To scandalum magnatum, and a libel. 

Thos once, when sick. Sir Gripus, aa we*re 
told. 
In grievous usury grown rich and old. 
Bought a good book that, on a Christian plan. 
Inculcates the Whole Duty of a Man. 
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To every sin a sinner's name he tack*d. 
And through the parish all the vices track'd : 
And thus, the comment and tlie text enlarging^ 
Crowds all his friends and neighbours in the 

margin. 
Pride was my lord, and drunkenness the squire; 
My lady, vanity and loose desire ; 
Hardness of heart no misery regarding. 
Was overseer — luxury, churchwarden. 
All, all he damn'd; and, carrying the farce on. 
Made fraud the lawyer, gluttony the parson. 
*Tis said, when winds the troubled deep de- 
form. 
Pour copious streams of oil, 'twill lay the storm : 
Thus here, let mirth and frank good-humor's 

balm 
Make censure mild, scorn kind, and anger calm! 
Some wholesome bitter if the bard produces, 
*Tis only wormwood to correct the juices. 

In this day*s contest, where, in colors new. 
Three play-house candidates are brought to V iew. 
Our little Baycs encounters some disgrace : 
Should you reject him too, I mourn his 
He can ue chosen for no other pbcc. 



§111. Prologue to Mahomet. 



To point what lengths credulity hat run. 
What counsels shaken, and what states undone ^ 
What hellish fury wings th' enthusiast*s rage. 
And makes the troubled earth one trjgic stage ; 
What blasphemies imposture dares advance. 
And build what terrors on weak ignorance ; 
How fraud alone rage to religion binds. 
And makes a pandcemonium of our minds. 
Our Gallic bard, fired with these glorious views. 
First to this crusade led the tragic muse ; 
Her pow'r through France his charming num- 
bers bore, [sore. 
But France was deaf— for all her priests were 
On English ground she makes a firmer stand. 
And hofies to suffer by no hostile hand. 
No clergy here usurp the frec-lMim mind, 
Ordain'd to teach, and not enslave mankind ; 
Religion here bids persecution cease. 
Without, all order, and wU^iin, all peace; 
Truth guards her happy pale with watchful care. 
And frauds, thougn pious, find no entrance 
Religion, to be sacred, must be free ; [there. 
Men will suspect — where bigots keep the key. 
H ooded and train'd like hawks th* enthusiasts fly. 
And the priests* victims in their pounces die. 
Like whelps horn blind, by mother-church 

they *re bred. 
Nor wake to sight, to know themselves misled : 
Murder *s tlie pime'--and to the sport unprest. 
Proud of the sin, and in the duty olest. 
The lavman 's but the blood-hound of the priest. 
Whoe er thou art, that dar'st such themes ad- 
vance, 
To priest-rid Spain repair, or slavish France : 
For Judas* hire there do the detil's task. 
And trick up slavery in religion's mask. ^ 
England, stiU free, no surer means requires 
To sink their sottish souls, and damp their 
martiai fires. 
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Britons, these numbers to yourselves you owe ; 
Voltaire hath strength to shoot in Shakspeare's 

bow : 
Fame led him at his Mippocrene to drink. 
And tan^hl to write with nature, as to think : 
With English freedom, English wit he knew, 
And from the unexhausted stream profusely 

drew : 
Cherish the noble bard yourselves have made. 
Nor let the frauds of France steal all our trade: 
Now of each prize the winner has the wearing, 
E'en send our English stage a-privatdering : 
With your commission we '11 our sails unfold. 
And from their loads of dross import some gold. 



§ 1 12. Prologue to Ihe Jealous IVife, 

Lloyd. 

The Jealous Wife a comedy, poor man ! 
A charming subject, but a wretched plan. 
His skittish wit, o'erlcaping the due bound, 
Commits flat trespass upon tragic ground. 

guarrels, upbraidings, jealousies, and spleen, 
row too familiar in the comic scene. 
Tinge but the language with heroic chime, 
*Tis passion, pathos, character, sublim6! 
What round oig words had swcUM the pom- 
pous scene, 
A king the husband, and the wife a queen! 
Then might Distraction rend her graceful hair. 
See sightless forms, and scream, and gape, and 

stare. 
Drawcansir Death had ragM without control. 
Here the drawn dagger, there the poison'd bowl. 
What eyes had siream'd at all the whining woe! 
What hands had thundcr'd a teach Ah ! and Oh I 

But peace! the gentle prologue custom sends. 
Like drum and scrjeant, to beat up for friends. 
At vice and folly, each a lawful game. 
Our author ilics, but with no partial aim. 
He read the manners, open as they lie 
In nature's volume to the general eye. [store- 
Books too he read, nor blush'd to use their 
He docs but what his betters did before. 
Shakspcarc has done it, and the Grecian stage 
Caught truth of character from Homer's page. 

If in his scenes an honest skill is shown. 
And, borrowing IMe, much appears his own; 
If what a master's happy pencil drew 
He brings more forward in dramatic view; 
To your decision he submits his cause. 
Secure of candour, anxious for applause. 

But if, all rude, his artless scenes deface 
The simple beauties which he meant to grace; 
If, an invader upon others' land. 
He spoil. and plunder with a robber s hand ; 
I)o justice on him — ^as on fools before — 
And give to blockheads past one block head more. 

§ 1 13. Prologue to Runnamede, 

Before the records of renown were kept. 
Or theatres for dying heroes wept. 
The race of fame by rival chiefs was run. 
The world by former Alexanders won ; 
Ages of glory in long order roH'd, 
New empires rising on the wreck of old : 
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Wonders were wrotight by Nature in her prime. 
Nor was the ancient world a wilderness of time. 

Yet lost to fame is virtue's orient reign ; 
The patriot liv'd, the hero died, in vain. 
Dark night descended o'er the human day. 
And wip'd the glory of the world away : 
Whirj'cf round the gulf, the acts of time were 

tost. 
Then in the vast abyss for ever lost. 

Virtue from Fame disjoind began to 'plain 
Her votaries few, and unfreauented fane. 
Her voice ascended to almignty Jove ; 
He sent the Muses from the throne above. 

The bard arose; and full of heavenly fire. 
With hand immortal touch'd th' immortal lyre; 
Heroic deeds in strains heroic sung. 
All earth resounded, all heaven's arches rung: 
The world applaud what they approv'd before. 
Virtue and I*ame took sep'rate paths no more. 

Hence to the bard, interpreter of heaven. 
The chronicle of fame by Jove is given ; 
His eye the volume of the past explores. 
His hand unfolds the everlasting aoors ; 
In Minos* majesty he lifts the head. 
Judge of the world, and sov*reign of the dead; 
On nations and on kings in senteiice sits. 
Dooms to perdition, or to heaven admits ; 
Dethrones the tyrant though in triumph hiirl'd. 
Calls up the hero from th eternal world. 
Surrounds his head with wreaths that ever 

bloom. 
And vows the verse that triumphs o'er the tomb. 
Whilehere the Muses warble from the shrine. 
Oft have you listen'd to the voice divine. 
\ nameless youth beheld, with noble rage. 
One subject still a stranger to the stage ; 
A name that's music to the British ear, 
A name that *s worshipp'd in the British sphere: 
Fair Liberty ! the goddess of the isle. 
Who blesses England with a guardbn smile. 
Britons ! a scene of glory draws to>night! 
The fathers of the land arise to sisht; 
The legislators and the chiefs of old. 
The roll of patriots and the barons bold. 
Who, greatly girded with the sword and shield. 
At storied Hunnamede's immortal field. 
Did the grand charter of your freedom draw, 
And found the base of liberty on law. 

Our author, trembling for his virgin muse, 
Hopes in the fav'rite theme a fond excuse. 
If, while the tale the theatre commands. 
Your hearts applaud him, he'll acquit yonr 

hands ; 
Proud on his country's cause to build his name, 
And add the patriot s to the poet's fame. 



§ 114. Prologue to the Heiress. 

FlTZPATRICK. 

As sprightly sun-beams gild the face of diy. 
When low'ring tempests calmly glide away, 
So, when the poet's dark horizon clean. 
Array 'd in smiles the Epilogue appears. 
She of that house the lively emblem still. 
Whose brilliant speakers start what themes dicj 
will i 
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Still valuing topics for her sportive rhymes. 
From all the follies of these fruitful times ; 
Uncheck'd by forms, with flippant hand may 

cull : — 
ProloffueSf like peers, by privilege are dull— 
In solemn strain address th* assembled pit> 
The le^al judges of dramatic wit, 
Confinmg stilV, with dignified decorum. 
Their observation*— to me play before *em. 

Now when each bachelor a helpmate lacks, 
(That sweet exemption from a double tax) 
When laws are fram*d with a benienant pbn 
Of lightening burdens on the married man. 
And Hymen adds one solid comfort more 
To all ttiose comforts he conferred before ; 
To smooth the rough laborious road to fame. 
Our bard has chosen — an alluring name. 
As wealth in wedlock of^ is known to hide 
The imperfections of a homely bride. 
This tempting title he, perhaps, expects. 
May heignten beauties — and conceal defects : 
Thus Sixty 8 wrinkles, view'd through For- 
tune's glass. 
The rosy dimples of Sixteen surpass. 
The modern suitor grasps his fair-one*s hand. 
Overlooks her person, and adores — ^her land; 
Leers on her nouses with an ogling eye, 
0*er her rich acres heaves an am'rous sigh. 
His heart-felt pangs through groves of — timber 

vents. 
And runs distracted for— her three per cents. 

Will thus the poet's mimic Heiress find 
The bridegroom critic to her failings blind. 
Who claivs, alas! his nicer taste to hit. 
The lady*s portion paid in sterling wit? 
On your decrees, to fix her future fate. 
Depends our Heiress for her whole estate : 
Ricn in your smiles, she charms th* admiring 

town ; 
A very bankrupt, should you chance to frown: 
O may a venlict given, in your applause. 
Pronounce the prosp'rous issue ot ner cause. 
Confirm the name an anxious parent gave her. 
And prove her Heiress of the public favour ! 



§116. Prologue to The Am UHous Step-mother, 

^ ROWE. 

If dying lovers yet deserve a tear ; 
If a sad story of a maid*s despair 
Yet move compassion in the pityioe fair ; 
This day the poet does h'ls arts employ. 
The soft accesses of your souls to try. 
Nor let the stoic boast his mind unmoved ; 
The brute philosopher, who ne*er has prov*d 
The joy of lovins and of being lov*d ; 
Who scorns his human nature to confess. 
And, striving to be more than man, is less. 
Nor let the men the weeping (air accuse, 
Thote.kind protectors of the tragic muse, 
Whoae tearsdid movingOtwav's labourscrown. 
And made the poor Monimia s grief their own : 
Those tears their art , not weakness, has confest. 
Their grief approved the niceness of their taste. 
And they wept mott^ because they judg*d the 
bttt. 



O! could this age*s writers hope to find 
An audience to compassion thus inclined, 
Tlie stage would need no farce, nor song, nor 

dance, [France j 

Nor capering Monsieur brought from active 
Clinch, and his organ-pipe, his do^ and bear. 
To native Barnet might again rc|)air. 
Or breathe, with Captain Otter, Rankside air: 
Majestic Tragedy sliould once asain 
In purple iMnip'adorn the swelling scene; 
Her search should ransack all the ancient store. 
The fortunes of their loves and arms explore. 
Such as might grieve you, but should please the 

more. 
What Shakspeare durst not, this bold age should 

do. 
And famous Greek and Latin beauties show : 
Shakspeare, whose genius, to itself a law, 
Could men in ev*ry height of nature draw. 
And copied all but woman that he saw. 
Those ancient heroines your concern should 

move, 
Their grief and anger much, but most their 

love : 
For in th' account of ev*ry age wc find 
The best and fairest of that sex were kind. 
To pity always, and to love, inclin*d. 
Assert, ye fair ones, who in judgment sit. 
Your ancient empire over love and wit i 
Reform your sense, and teach the men &pbey : 
They *11 leave their tumbling, if you kU tne 

way. 
Be but what those before to Otway were : 
O were vou but as kind ! we know you are at 

fair. 



§ 1 16. Epilogue to the same. Rowe. 

The spleen and vapours, and this doleful play. 
Have mortified me to that height to-day. 
That I am almost in the mortal mind 
To die indeed and leave you all behind. 
Know then, since I resolve in pehce to parlf 
I mean to leave to one alone my heart : 
rLast favours will admit of no partage, 
1 bar all sharing but upon the stage :) 
To one who can with one alone be blest. 
The peaceful monarch of littngle breast : 
To one — But, oh ! how hard twill be to find 
That phoenix in jour fickle, chan^ng kind ! 
New lo\*es, new interests, and religions new. 
Still your fantastic ap|ietites pursue. 
Your sickly fancies loathe what you possess. 
And ev*ry restless fool would chan^ his place. 
Some, weary of their peace and quiet gruwu. 
Want to be hoisted up aloft, and shown ; 
Whilst from the envied height the wise get 

safely down. 
We find your wavering temper to our cost. 
Since all our pains and care to please is lost. 
Music in vain supports with friendly aid 
Her sister Poetry s declinins; head : 
Show but a mimic ape, or French bufibon. 
You to the other house in shoaU are gone. 
And leave us here to tune our crouds alone. 
I Must Shakspeare, Fletcher, and laborious BcA^ 
I Bt lef^ fof dcaramouch and Harlequin? 

a Y ^ 



lOfl* 

Allow you «re inconsUat, yet 'tis sti^Doe, 
For tenie ii adll the tame, anil ne'er can change ; 
Yet evea in Aiat you Tary u the rest, 
Aod ev'ry day new oouoos are profeat. 
Nay, theie 'b a wit * has found, aa 1 am (old. 
New ways to heaven, despairing of the old ; 
He aweara he 'II spoil the cleiK and aeztoa' 

Bellsshall do more be rung, nor grave* be made: 
The heanc and u\ no longer be in faihiim, 
Since all ihe faithful may expect tian&lation. 
What ihink you of the project 1 I 'm for tryitigi 
I '11 lay aside these foolish tlioughti of dying. 
Preserve my youth and vigour tor the stage. 
Anil be tranakted lo a good old a^. 

§ 117. Prologue l» The Tender Huiband. er 
the Accomplisked Foob. Addisok. 
Ik the first rise and infancy of farce, 
WheD fools were many, and when plays were 

The raw unpraclis'd author could with ease 
A younz and inespcrienc'd audience please; 
No single character had e'er been shown. 
But the whole heidoffopa were alllhdrown: 
Rich in originals, they set to view. 
In ev'ry piece, ■ cozcooib that wai new. 
But now our Briliah theatre can boast 
Drolls of all hinds, a vast unthinking host I 
FruilSirof folly and of vice, it shows [btaux ; 
Cucknda, and cits, and bawds, and pimps, and 
Roughcountry-knights are found of ev'ry shire. 
Of every fashion penile fops sppearj 
And punks of diiTrent characters we meet. 
As frequent on ihe stage aa in the street : 
Our modern wila areforc'd to pick and cull. 
And here and there, by chance, glean up a fool ; 
Lon^ere they find the necessary spark. 
They search the lownand beatabout the Park; 
To al! his moat frequented haunts resort. 
Oft dug him (o the rina, and oft to court, 
^B love ofpleasureolrol place iovites ([White's. 
AM sometiraea catch him taking snuff «l 
' * Howe'er, to do yoa right, the present age 
Srecda vtry hopeful laoosiera for the stage ; 
lliat scum the paihs their dull forefathen trod. 
And won'tbe blockheads in thecofDinon road. 
l>o but aurvey thUtavwded house to-night : 
Here '« still encourageinent for IhoM that 

Our author, to divert his friends UHiby, 
Slocks wiih variety of fools his play i 
And, ih.it there uiay be someihingny and new. 
Two ladies-errant has enpos'd to view : 
The first a damsel traveled in romance ; 
The other more refin'd, she comes from France. 
Rescue, like courteous knighla, the njrmph 
from dlDger i fstranger. 

And khidly treat, like well-bred men, the 
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No more th' Italian squalling tribe admit. 
In tongues unknown ; 'tis popery io wit. 
The song* (thenuelves cou(«as) from Rom* 

they bring. 
And 'lis high-maai, for auj^hc yon know, llicjt 

r, the danger may com 

r eunuch i* a friar. 



-§ 1 18. Epilogue lo the i 
who constant 

For liber 



r, niih factious 



jcrly, ai^-ii list each other wage, [rage, 
foreign insults save this Eogfish stage, 

• Asgill. 



Husbands, take cai 
niglicr. 



> ill K 



Eurojii^'s great arbiters so mean can be ; 
Passive, w i th an affected joy to sit. 
Suspend their native taste of manly wit ; 
Ne^ct their comic humour, tragic rage. 
For known defects of oaiture and of ag({ 
Arise I fur shame lye conqu'ring Briton^ rial 
Such unadorn'd efieminacy despise ; 
Admire (if you will dole on foreign wit^ 
Not what Italians sing, but Rocoan* writ. 
So shall lesiwork9,auch as to-night'ssligbt play, 
At your command, with justice die away ; 
Till then forgive your writers, that can't beat 
You should such very trjmontaues appear. 



Asfam'dforlib'idlscu 
Let (hose derision meet, who would advance 
Manners, or speech, from Italy or France. 
Let litem learn you, who would your bra^ 

find, 
And English be the language of minkjnd. 



A* one condemn'd, and r«ady to beoonaw 
For hit offences past, a pendutitin. 
Does, ere he dies, beipeak the learned throi^ 
Then, like the swan, ezpirei in a song ; 
So I (tho' doubiful long which Iumm lo chooM, 
Whether the hansm an s, or the marriage dmmJ, 
Condemn'd, good people, u you tee, for llii^ 
To play that tedious, juggling game, awifc. 
Have but one word of good advice to say. 
Before the doleful cart draws quite iway. 

You roaring boys, who know the mtdnigbl 

Of rattling lata, ye aons of hopes and fean; 
Who labour hard lo bring your ruin on. 
And diligently toil to be uiuJottc; 
You 're tirtune's sporting footballs at the bo^ 
Fewere his Joys, and small the gamaatet 'trail 
Suppose then fortune only rules the dice. 
Ana on the square you playj yet who, ibtl's 

Would lo ihc credit of a failhlest main 
I'ruiit hit good dad's hard-gotten hoardeil ^aa\ 
Itiit then such vuhuies round a table waii. 
And hov'ring watch the bubble's sickly Mat; 
The young (bnd gambler, cm-etou* of molt. 
Like ^aop's dog, loses his certain sbxc; 
Then the sponge, squeei'd by all, grows diy*- 

Completely wretched, tvmt a sharper KM. 
These fools, (brwant of bubbles, tao,plif fo 
And lose lo one another Oti the •qoini 
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So whores the wealth from numerous culls 

they glean. 
Still spend on bullies, and grow poor a^in. 
Thb Itch for play has lilKwise fatal been> 
And more than Cupid drawn the ladies in : 
A thousand guineas for basset prevails, 
A bait, when cash runs low, that seldom faib; 
And when the fair-one can*t the debt defray 
In sterling coin, does sterling beauty pay. 
In vain we labour to divert your care. 
Nor song nor dance can bribe your presence 

here. 
You fly this place like an infectious air; 
To yonder happy quarter of the town 
You crowd, ana your own fav'rite stage disown ; 
We 're like old mistresses ; you love the vice. 
And hate us onlv 'cause we once did please. 
Nor can we fina how else *tia vfe deserve. 
Like Tantalus, 'midst plenty thus to starve. 



§ ISO. Proldgue to Tancrtd and SUgismunda, . 

TmounoM. 

Bold is the man, who in this nicer age 
Pfcsumes to tread the chaste, corrected stage. 
Now, with gay tinsel arts we can no more 
Conceal the want of nature's staling ore : 
Our spells are vanished, broke our magic wand. 
That us'd to wzh you over sea and land : 
Before your light the fairy people fade; 
The demons fly— the ghost itself is laid. 
In vain of martial scenes the loud alarms ; 
The mighty Prompter thund'ring out to arms. 
The playhouse porae clattering from afbr. 
The close-w^edg d battle, and the din of war. 
Now e'en the Senate seldom we convene ; 
The yawning fathers nod behind the scene. 
Your taste rejects the glitt'ring false sublime. 
To sigh in metaphor, and die in rhyme. 
High rant is tumbled from hisjpllery throne: 
Description, dreams— nay, simues are gone. 

What shall we then ? to please you now de- 
vise, 
Whose judgment sits not in your ears and eyes? 
Thrice happy could we catch great Snak* 

speare s art. 
To trace the deep recesses of the heart ; 
His simple, plain sublime, to which is given 
To strike the soul with darted/Iame from heaven; 
Could we awake soft Otway's tender woe; 
The pomp of verse, and goklen lines of Rowe! 

We to your hearts apply : let them attend : 
Before their silent, candid bar we bend. 
If warm'd they listen, 'tis our noblest praise: 
If cold, they wither all the muse's bays. 



(121. Epilogue to the $ame. Thomso v. 

CiiAMtf'D to the throat with wholesome 

moral stuff; 
Alas ! poor audience ! you have had enough. 
Was ever hapless heroine' of a play 
In SQch a piteous plight as ours to-day ? 
Was ever woman so oy love betray'd ? 
Match*d with two husbands, and ytl—die a 

wukil 



But, bless me !-— hold««-«what sounds are these 

Ihear?— . 
I see the Tragic Nltise herself appear 1' 

[The black scene opens, andaitcovert a ro* 

mantic sylvan landscape, from whUk 

Sigismunda, in the character tf the 7>«- 

gic Muse, advances slowly to mueic, and 

speaks the following lines : 
Hence with jour flippant epilogue, that triet 
To wipe the virtuous tears from British eyes ; 
That Jares my moral, tragic scene profane. 
With strains— «tbest,unsuiting, lignt, and vain. 
Hence from the pure, unsulued bams, thai 

play 
In yon fair eyes, where virtue shines— Awiy I 
Britons, to you, from chute Castalian grovei^ 
Where dwelt the tender, oft unhappy loves ; 
Where shades of heroes roam, each mighty 

name. 
And court my aid, to rise again to fiune : 
To vQu I come ;^ to freedom's nol^cst seat; . 
And in Britannia fix my last retreat. 
In Greece, and Rome, I watch'd the piiUic 

weal; 
The purple tyrant trembled at my steel ; 
Nor did I less o'er private sorrows ttign. 
And mend the melting heart with smter pain. 
On France and you then rose my bright'ning star 
With social ray— The arts are ne'er at war. 
O I as your fire and genius stronger hkie ; 
As yours aregen'rous freedom's bolder nys ; 
Let not the Gallic taste leave yours behind. 
In decent manners and in life refin d ; 
Banish the motley mode, to tag low vene. 
The laughing ballad, to the mournful hearse. 
When through five acts your hearts have learnt 

to glow, 
Touch'd with the sacred force of honest woe, 
O keep the dear impression on jour bieaat. 
Nor idly lose it for a wretched jest 1 



$ IM. Epilogs #s ZoTB, Aarov VU§m 

Here, take a surfeit, sin, of being jaalont^ 
And shun the pains that plagne tboae 'Tiirkiah 
fellows : 

Where love and death joiim} haadi, tbour dvtt 

confounding 1 
Save us, good^ heaven 1 from this new way of 

wounding 1 
Curs'd climate 1— where to cards a looe-left 

woman 
Has only one of her black guards to aoaiiMm 1 
Sighs, and sits mop*d, with her taoae bevl le 

gaieat: 
And that cold treat is all the game she plays atl 
For— ehould she onoe some abler hiod be tryb. 

log. 
Poignard's the word ! and the fatfL dee! v^m, 

dying I 
'Slife ! sl^ld the bloody whim gel romA 

in Britain, 
Where women's freedom hat siicli heighta tf 

sit on; 
Dagcgers, provok'd, woakl brii^ on desolatieiv 
4^nawiider*4beUeiuppeppli half the litiwil 
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Fain would I hope this play to move com- 
passioB — 
And live to hunt suspicifin ^ut of fashion.— 
Four motives strongly recommend, to lovers. 
Hate of this weakness, that our scene discovers. 
First then— A woman will or won't-^Klc- 
pcnd on*t : [on*t. 

If she will do*t, she will — and there*s an end 
But, if she won'tr— since safe and sound your 

trust is. 
Fear is affront, and iealousy injustice. 
Next, He who bids hb dear do what she 
pleases. 
Blunts wedlock's edge, and all its torture eases. 
por — not to ieel your sufT rings, is the same 
As not to suffer — All the difTrence — ^name. 
Thirdly— -The jealous husband wrongs his 
honor ; 
No wife goes lame, without some hurt upon her: 
And the malicious world will still be guessine. 
Who oft dines out dislikes her own oooks 
dressing. 
Fourthly, and lastly — to conclude my lecture. 
If you would fix th' inconstant wife — ^respect 

her. 
She who perceives her virtues over-rated. 
Will fear to have th* account more justly stated : 
And, borrowing from her pride the good wife*s 

seeming. 
Grow really such — to merit your esteeming. 

§ 123. Prologue to Mr. Andrews' Comedy of 
Better Late than Never. Duke of Leeds. 

Custom commands a prologue to each play. 
But custom hath not tola us what to say: 
No form prescribed, 'tis difHcult to find 
How to conciliate the public mind. 
The bashful bard — the modest muse's fears. 
So long have jingled in your patient ears. 
That now, perhaps, you'll scarce vouchsafe to 
To hear botn their apology — and play, [stay 
No : better sure on liim at once to call, [all? 
With — " Sir, if frighten'd thus why write at 
We're not reduc'd yet to a trembling pen— 
Zounds ! bards will crowd as soon, like — gen- 
tlemen." 
Something like this, I heard a friend once say, 
'Who wish'd, poor soul, to hear a new-launch d 

play : 
Box*d snug at first, completely to his mind. 
With only one grave auditor behind ; 
Ere the third act had struggled to its end. 
In reel'd three critics, each me author's friend- 
On praise determin'd — wit confirm'd by wine : 
Each And and If was chaste— correct—-damn'd 

fine I [^**y i 

To taste so mark'd my friend of course save 
But squeez'd, thump'd, kick'd — still listen d to 

the play ; 
Till, by repeated plaudits crown so sore. 
Nor flesh nor blood could bear one comment 



more. 



Such hoist' rous friends they surely cannot need. 
Who wish by merit only to succeed. 
To-night we offer to the public view 
A chuactm you'U omup perhapS| ii new : 



EXTRACTS, Book IV. 

Fi|pml!)octors' Commons we the model draw, 
A promising eleve of civil law; 
And civil sure that law which can provide. 
Or,, should need be, rllease you from, a bride. 
Thrice bless'd the mansion, where, ifi spite of 

ills, 
Mae or dead, you still can have your wills. 
Much could I offer in our author's cause. 
Nay, prove his first great object — your ap- 
plause ; [wrong. 
But, lest dull friendship should his eenioi 
I'll stop — before the prologue grows toolon^ 
And, Better Late than Never, hold my tongue. 



§ 124. Epilogue to the same. Andrews. 

The drama done, and all its int'rest over, 
Content the husband, and secure the lover, 
Our timid bard, who dreads the critic ire. 
And thinks my little tongue can never tire. 
Would have me re-assume the wig and ginrn. 
To plead his eoose-quill cause before the town. 
'* Lord, Sir, says I, '* some better coansd 
For females in a wig are not the thing, [bring, 
Your bearded barrister, if smartly made, is 
A. surer advocate among the ladies." 
•* Madam," he cried, " or periwig^'d or bare. 
So YOU but talk, I never need despair.'* 

Suppose, ye fair, as I'm so smooth a prater, 
I take a line so consonant to nature ; 
Give up the vain attempt your hearts to warm, 
And 'gainst the men with female weapon arxu. 

Oft nave the wits, unmindful whom they vex, 
Expos'd the foibles of the softer sex, 
Laughed at their dress, their well-shap*d cork, 

their feathers. 
Their steady bloom, unchanging in all wea- 
thers ; [brown, 
Swore locks were grey, that seem'd a comdjr 
And, though all paid for, deem'd them not 
their own. 

Why not retort, avenge th* insulted fair. 
And show these men what wondrous thingi 

they are ? 
Now don't be frighten'd — poor eccentric elves! 
I only show what most you like— yoursel^-es. 

How ! tremble at a woman ? shame betide! 
Though I look fierce, like you — Tm all outside; 
Yet ere my efforts your attention call 
To that dear portrait which should hit you all, 
Let me delineate what was once a beau. 
The Band-box Billy of some years ajro. 

Sweet image of mamma in every &tiue. 
The youth came forth a most deliciouicreature» 
With full-dress'd skirts, not quite unlike a hoopi 
Hat under arm, fine button, and gilt loop— 
Stiflf stock, long sword still dangling in the way, 
He sometinies venturd to a first-night play : 
Tripp'd through the lobby, most completely 

curl'd ; 
Nor did a paw-paw thing for all the world ! 
Thus he disoours'd : ** air Dilbeny, ods so. 
Dear, dear, good lack ! have yon a place bek>w? 
Dem it, don*t crowd so, fellow !*0, bow 
shocking 1 {}^* 

He*s spoil*d my hair^ and dirtied all my stodi* 



Book IV. ** PROLOGUES AND EPILO«BES. 

Such was the smart our grandmammat ^JWd 

praise. 
Rather unlike the smart of present days : 
For I defy all history to sIn>w 
One thing in nature like a modern beau ; 
Hat slouched, short stick, knee-trappings that 

bring back 
The memory Of renown d Sixteen-String Jack ; 
Eternal \HHii% and collar you d suppose 
Cut in kind contact with his buckship's nose. 
Thus trimly deck'd, each night among the 

doxies 
He storms the lobby, and assails the boxes ; 
\Vith gait and manner — something in this way. 

Proves his rare taste, and descants on the play — 

•' Here, box-keeper! why don t the rascal come? 

Halloo — ^Tom Gerkin ! can you give us room ? 

What's this? ^The farce ^>lacbeth 

an opera? — O! [low! 

Came out ^ last season— stupid stuff— <lamnd 

Zounds, let's be oflf !*'—•* Zounds, be a little 
calmer 1" [— R. Palmer.*' 

•' Who's that— the Jordan ?"— •* No, you fool. 

Thus some are found, by ev'ry act revealing 

Perfect indiflference to sense and feeling. 

To such our play not sues— but you, ye fair. 

Ye wise, whom nature form'd with happier 

care, C""?^"^* 

Whose tender bosoms, thonch by passions 
Feel the soft virtues in their full extent. 
Cherish our author's plan, which aims to prove 
Life's best exertions spring from virtuous love. 



* lOftj 

Or lisp her merry thoaghts with loud endea* 

vour, - [<!^^V ' 

Now here, now there— in noise and mischief 

A school-girl next , she curls her hair in papers. 
And mimics father's gout, and mother s vapors; 
Discards her doll, bribes Betty for romances. 
Playful at church, and serious when she dances ; 
Tramples alike on customs md on toes. 
And whispers all she hears to all she knows ; 
Terror of caps and wigs and sober notions ! 
A romp ! that longest oi perpetual molionst 
-"Till, tam'd and tortur d into foreign graces. 
She sports her lovely face at public places ; 
And, with blue laughing eyes, behind ker fan> 
First acts her part with that great actor, roan. 

Too soon a flirt— Approach her and she flies ; 
Frownswhen pursued,and when entreated sighs; 
Plays with unhappy men as cats with mice. 
Till fading beauty hints the late advice. 
Her prudence dictates what her pride disdain*d. 
And now she sues to slaves herself had cbain'd. 

Then comes that good old character, a wife. 
With all the dear distractiu!^ cares of life; 
A thousand cards a-day at doors to leave. 
And, in return, a thousand cards receive; 
Rouge hieh, play deep, to lead the ton aspire. 
With nightly blaze set Portland-place oh fire -, 



$ 125. l^ses writ ten to he spoken ly Mrs, Sid- 
dons, at her Benefit, April 21, 1795. 

Rogers. 

Yes, 'tis the pulse of life ! my fears were vain ! 
I wake, I breatne, and am myself azain, 
Still in this nether world ! no seraph yet^- 
Nor walks my spirit when the sun is set. 
With troubled step to haunt the fatal board 
Where I died last — by ppson or the sword ; 
And blanch each honest check with deeds of 

night. 
Done here so oft by dim and doubtful light. 

To drop all metaphor, that little bell 
Call'd back reality, and broke the spell. 
No heroine claims your tears with tragic tone; 
A \crv woman — scarce restrains her own ! 
Can she, with fiction, charm tlie cheated mind. 
When to l)e gratiful is the part assign'd ? 
Ah, no ! she scorns the trappings of her art ; 
No theme but truth, no prompter but the heart. 

But, ladies, say, must I alone unmask ? 
Is here no other aftress, let me ask ? 
Believe me, those, who ber»t the heart dissect. 
Know, every woman studies siagc-efTcct : 
She moulds her manners to the jurt she fills. 
As instinct teaches, or as humor wills ; 
And, as the grave or j;ay her talt'iu calls. 
Acts in the drama, till ihf curtain fulls. 

First, how her little breast with triumph 
bwells. 
When the red coral rinj^ its silver bells ! 
To play in pantomime is then the rage 
A long the car|)Ct's many-color'd stage j 



Snatch half a glimpse at concert, opera, ball, 
A meteor trac'd hy none, though seen by all ; 
And when her shatter'd nenes forbid to roam. 
In very spleen — rehearse the girl at home. 

Last the grey dowager in ancient flounces. 
With snufl'and spectacles the age denounces ; 
Boasts how the sires of this degenerate isle 
Knelt for a look, and duell'd for a smile ; 
The scourge and ridicule of Goth and Vandal, 
Her tea she sweetens, as she sips, with scandal; 
With modern belles eternal warfare wages. 
Like her own birds thatclamor from their cages; 
And shufRes round to bear her tale to all. 
Like some old ruin " nodding to its fall.** 
Thus woaian makes her entrance and her exit. 
Then most an actress when she leasts suspects it. 
Vet nature oft pee|>9 out and mars the plot, 
Kach lesson lost, each poor pretence forgot ; 
Full oft with energy that scorns control. 
At once lights up the features of the soul ; 
Unlockseach thought chain'd down by coward 
And to full day the latent passions start, [art. 

But she, whusc first l)est wish isyourappbuse. 
Herself exemplifies the trutii she draws. 
I^>rn on thesta«];e, through ev'ry shifting scene. 
Obscure or bright, tempc^tiiOtiH or serene. 
Still has your smile her trenibl.n^ spirit fir'd ; 
And can she act, with thou;;;hta like these in- 

spir'cl ? 
I Thus from her miiul all artifice she flings. 
All skill, all practice, now unuicnuing things! 
To you unclicck'd, each genuine feeling flows. 
For, all that lite endears — to you she owes. 

§ li?(). Verses to the Memory of Mr. Garrick. 
Spoken a.s a Monody ly Mrs. Vaies, at th9 
Theatre Royal in Drury-lane, Sheriuait. 

If dying excellence deserves a tear. 
If food remembrance still is chcrish'd here. 



iofl4 . '^ ElSlkGANT: 

.Can we persist to bid out sorrows flow 
Fq^abled sufTrers and delusive woe ; rstrain. 
Or with quaint smiles dismias the plaintive 
Point the quick jesi — indulge the ooroic vein— 
Ere yet to buried Roscius we assign 
One kind regret, one tributary line ? 

His fame requires we act a tend*rer part : 
His memory ciaimi.the tear you gave his art. 

The general voice, the meed ofmoomfulverse^ 
The spiendtd sorrows that adorn*d his hearse. 
The tnrong that moura'd as their dead fav*rite 

pass*d, 
Thegrac'd respect thatclaimM him to the last; 
Whue Shakapeare*s image, from its hallow'd 

base, CR^^ ' 

Seem*d to prescribe the grave, and pom't the 
Nor these, nor all the sad regrets that flow 
From fond fidelity's domestic woe, [due. 

So much are Garrick's praise— so much hb 
As on this 8pot-*one tear bestow*d by you. 

Amid the arts which seek ingenuous fame. 
Our toil attempts the most precarious claim ; 
To him, whose mimic pencil wins the prize. 
Obedient fame immortal wreaths supplies : 
Whatever of wonder Reynolds now may raise, 
Raphael still boasts contemporaiy praise : 
Each dazzling light and gauaier bloom subdued. 
With undimmish'd awe his works are view*d : 
E'en beauty's portrait wears a softer prime. 
Touched by the tender hand of mellowing time. 

The patient sculptor owns an humbler part, 
A fuder toil, and more mechanic art ; 
Content with slow and timorous stroke to trace 
The lingering line, and mould the tardy grace: 
But once achiev'd, though barb*rous wreck o'er- 
The sacred fane, and lav its glories low, [throw 
Yet shall the sculpturM ruin rise to-day, 
Grac'd by defect, and woFshipp'd in decay ; 
Th' enduring record bears the artist's name. 
Demands his honors, and asserts his fame. 

Superior hopes the poet's bosom fire, 
O proud distinction ot the sacred lyre ! 
Wide as th' insnirins Phoebus darts his ray, . 
Difl'usive splenoor gilds his votary's lay. 
Whether the song heroic woes roiiearse 
With epic grandeur, and the pomp of verse 5 
Or, fondly gay, with unambitious g^iiile 
Attempt no prize but fav'rinp; beauty's smile; 
Or bear dejected to the lonely grove 
The soft despair of unprcvailing love ; [clime 
Whate'er the theme, through ev'17 age and 
Congenial passions meet the according rhyme. 
The pride of glory, pity's sigh sincere. 
Youth's earliest blusn, and beauty's virgin tear. 
. Such is their meed — their honors thus secure. 
Whose arts yield objects, and whose works en- 
dure : 
The actor only shrinks from time's award ; 
Feeble tradition is his memory's guard ; 
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Boor ly. 



'Mr wnose faint breath his mentfmBH abide, 
Vn^ouch'd by proof, to substance unalXed ! 
E*eu matchless Garrick's art,flo heaven reaign'd. 
No fix*d eflect, no mtklel, ld|V(S bchiorf. 
1 he grace of action, the ad^ued iiiien. 
Faithful as nature to the varied scene ; ^rawt 
Th* expressi\e glance, whose subtle comment 
Entranc'd attention, and a mute applause ; 
Gesture thatlnarks, with force and feeling 

fraught, 
A sense in silence, and a will in thought ; 
Harmonious speech, whose pure and liquid tone 
Gives verse a music scarce confess'd its own. 
As light from gems assumes a brighter ray. 
And, cloth'd with orient hues, transcends the 

day ; [sense, 

Pkssion's wild break, and frowns that awe the 
And ev'rv charm of gentle eloquence. 
All perishable l^ike th* electric Are, 
But strike the frame, and, as they strike, expire; 
Incense too pure a bodied flame to bear, [air. 
Its fragrance charms the sense, and blends with 
Where then, while sunk in cold decav be 
And pale eclipse for ever veils those eyes, [^lies, 
Where is the blest memorial that ensures 
Our Garrick's fame ?— whose is the trust ?— • 

'tis yours. 
And, O ! by ev'ry charm his art essay'd • 
To soothe your cares ! by ev'ry grief allay'd ! 
By the hush'd wonder which his accents drew! 
By his last parting tear, repaid by you ! [night. 
By all those thoughts, which, many a distant 
Shall mark his memory with a sad delight! 
Still in your hearts' dear record bear his name. 
Cherish the keen regret that lifts his fame; 
To you it is be({ueatn*d, assert the trust. 
And to his worth— 'tis all you can— be just 
What more is due from sanctifying time. 
To cheerful wit, and many a favor'd rhyme. 
O'er his grac'd urn shall bloom, a deathles 

wreath, [beneath. 

Whose blossom'd sweets shall deck the mask 
For these when scul^re's votive toil shall rear 
The due memorial of a loss so dear, 
O loveliest mourner, gentle muse ! be thine 
The pleasing woe, to ^uard the laurell'd shrine. 
As Fancy oft by Superstition led 
To roam the mansions of the sainted dead, 
Hiis vicw'd, by shadowy eve's unfaithful glooai, 
A weeping cherub on a martyr's tomb. 
So thou, sweet Muse, hang o'er his sculptm'd 

bier. 
With patient woe, that lov^s the ling'ring tear; 
With thoushts that mourn, nor yet desire relief, 
With meek regret, and fond endurins grief; 
With looks that speak-*He never shall return! 
Chilling thy tender bosom, clasp his urn ! 
And with soft sighs disperse th' irrev'rcnt dust, 
Which time may strew upon his sacred bust. 



THE END. 
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THE SONG OF 

Msgitttrate.— How much 
shirt I . ' . 

Woman.— Three farthings, 
ihirts, worn by ** gentlemen ' 
fonr times the labour, I am ' 

Masistrate.— Oh, horrible 
Ionic does it take yon to maki 

Woman^Why, Sir, if 1 
in the morning until twelf e 
Poliw Rsport in the T%me9, 

(From 

With fingers weary] 
With eyelids hea^ 

A woman sat in un^ 
Plying her needle 

Stitch— stitch— stitf 



SHIRT. 

^yon veti^re for making a 

jir ; but for "■ superior " 
•and which require nearly 
twopence farthing. 
,n this be true I And how 
_je1 

■rk hard, that is. from fonr 
,t night, I can make three. — 

^nd worn, 
and fed, 
)manly rags, 
id tlv«ad— 



and dirt ! 
of doloroQS pitch 
\g of the Shirt !" 



In poverty. hun| 
And still with a v( 
She sang the ** 

•* Work — work — ^w< 

While the cock i^^wing aloof ! 
And work — work — Work, 

Till the stars shiiie through the roof. 
It*s Oh 1 to he a slfve 

Along with the barbarous Turlc, 
Where woman harnever a soul to sare. 

If this is 6hristUii work ! 

^ Work-wOTk-Vork, 

Till the brain b«aiDs to swim ! 
Work"— work— woflt. 

Till the eyes a»| heary and dim ! 
Seam, and guffset.-and band, 

Unnd, and gnse^C^nd s^am, 
Till over the butttes I fall asleep. 

And sew theni'firtn a dream ! 

•* Oh ! men, with Sisters dear ! 

Oil ! men, with mothers and wires ! 
It is not linen yoti're wearing out, 
'^ * ~ fs' lives! 

^iteb, 

ijfer, and dirt, 
nth a double thread, 
'.as a shirt I 



But human 
Stitck-stiteh. 

In porerty. 
Sewing at on< 

A shroud as 



r 



" But why do 

That phantoi 
I hardly fear h 
It seems so 1i| 
It seems so lik 
_, Because of 
-=0G 
And 



ftr 



S«dJth%| 
Lndlesh 
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bik of death, 
{Of grisly bone f 
terrible shape, 
my own— 
. ly own. 
I fast* IWeii^ 
ilalM 
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rifemila be so dear, 
'so oheap 1 

" Work— work^-^work ! 

My labour u^r€t flags ; 
And what are i^ wages i A bed of straw, 

A crust of bivad,and rags. 
That shatter*droof— and this naked floor— 

A table — a ))roken ehair — 
And a wall so blank, my shadow I thank 

For sometiibes falling there ! 

" Work— work— work. 
From wearx' chime to ohime 1 
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TBOM PUNCH. 

THE KING OF PllUSSIA'8 TRIUMPHAL 

SONG. 
(AdapUdfrom North-Country rhyme J 

There*!) Gennany, Francis, and I, 

Three ereat liuty men, 
We've whulloped a poor little bairn 

Till it coulan't get up of its sen. 
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